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THE   BRIDE   OF   LAMMERMOOR 


AND 


A  LEGEND  OF   MONTROSE 


Ahora  bieUf  dixo  U  Cura ;  traedme,  senor  Jmispedt  aquesos  liJyros.  que  los  quiero 
ver.  Que  me  place,  respondid  el;  y  entrando  en  au  aposento,  sacd  del  una mdUetiUa 
vU^a  cerrada  con  una  cadeniUOf  y  aJbriindola,  haUo  en  eUa  tree  li^yros  grandee  y 
unos  papeles  de  muy  bv£na  letra  escritos  de  mano. — Don  Qotxote,  Parte  I. 
Capitulo  32. 

It  is  mighty  well,  said  thepriest;  pray,  landlord,  bring  me  those  books,  for  I 
have  a  mind  to  see  them.  With  all  my  heart,  answered  the  host ;  and  going  to 
his  chamber,  he  brought  ont  a  little  old  cloke-bag,  with  a  padlock  and  chain  to 
it,  and  oj)ening  it,  he  took  out  three  laige  volumes,  and  some  manuscript  papers 
written  in  a  fine  character. — Jabvis's  Translation. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


§H£  anthoT,  on  a  former  occaBion,  deelined  giving  the  real 
Honree  from  which  he  drew  the  tmgio  sabjeot  of  this  hiBtoif, 
because,  though  occorriiif;  at  a  distant  period,  it  might  pos'dblj' 
he  mpleasing  to  the  feelings  of  the  descendants  of  the  parties. 
Bat  aa  he  finds  an  account  of  the  circmnstances  given  in  the  Notes 
to  Law's  Metnorialsjt  by  hia  ingenioua  Mend  Chorlea  Eirkpatrick 
Sharps,  Esq.,  and  also  Indicated  in  hia  reprint  of  the  Bev.  Mr. 
Sjmson's  poems,  appended  to  the  Description  of  QallowBf,  as  the 
original  of  the  Bride  of  Lommermoor,  the  author  feels  himself  now 
at  liberty  to  tell  the  tale  as  he  had  it  from  connexions  of  hia  own,  who 
lived  very  near  the  period,  and  were  closely  related  to  the  family  of 
the  Bride. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  fiunily  of  Dalrymple,  which  has  produced, 
within  the  space  of  two  oeatiuies,  aa  many  men  of  talent,  civil  and 
military,  and  of  lit^raij,  political,  and  professional  eminence,  as  any 
house  in  Scotland,  first  rose  into  distinction  in  the  person  of  James 
Dalrymple,  one  of  the  moat  eminent  lawyers  that  ever  lived,  though 
the  labonrs  of  his  powerfnl  mind  were  unhappily  exercised  on  ft 
subject  so  limited  as  Seottiah  Juriapmdenee,  on  which  he  has  com- 
posed an  admirable  work. 

He  married  Margaret,  danghter  to  Boss  of  Balniel,  with  whom  he 
obtained  a  considerable  estate.  She  was  an  able,  politic,  and  high- 
minded  woman,  so  sncoessfui  in  what  she  undertook  that  the  vulgar, 
no  way  partial  to  her  husband  or  her  family,  imputed  her  success  to 
necromancy.  According  to  the  popular  belief,  this  Dame  Margaret 
purchased  the  temporal  prosperity  of  her  family  from  the  Master 
whom  she  served,  under  a  tdngnlar  condition,  which  is  thne  narrated 
by  the  historian  of  her  grandson,  the  great  Earl  of  Stair.  "  She  lived  to 

t  lAir'l  HemorUlI,  p.  SSS. 
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a  great  age,  and  at  her  death  desired  that  she  might  not  be  put  under 
ground,  but  that  her  coffin  should  be  placed  upright  on  one  end  of  it, 
promising  that  while  she  remained  in  that  situation  the  Dalrymples 
should  continue  in  prosperity.  What  was  the  old  lady's  motive  for 
such  a  request,  or  whether  she  really  made  such  a  promise,  I  cannot 
take  upon  me  to  determine ;  but  it  is  certain  her  coffin  stands  upright 
in  the  aisle  of  the  church  of  Kirkliston,  the  burial-place  of  the  family /'f 
The  talents  of  this  accomplished  race  were  sufficient  to  have  accounted 
for  the  dignities  which  many  members  of  the  fiEimily  attained,  with- 
out any  supernatural  assistance.  But  their  extraordinary  prosperity 
was  attended  by  some  equally  singular  family  misfortunes,  of  which 
that  which  befell  their  eldest  daughter  was  at  once  unaccountable 
and  melancholy. 

Miss  Janet  Dalrymple,  daughter  of  the  first  Lord  Stair  and  Dame 
Margaret  Boss,  had  engaged  herself  without  the  knowledge  of  her 
parents  to  the  Lord  Rutherford,  who  was  not  acceptable  to  them 
either  on  account  of  his  political  principles  or  his  want  of  fortune. 
The  young  couple  broke  a  piece  of  gold  together,  and  pledged  their 
troth  in  the  most  solemn  manner;  and  it  is  said  the  young  lady 
imprecated  dreadful  evils  on  herself  should  she  break  her  plighted 
fedth.  Shortly  after,  a  suitor  who  was  favoured  by  Lord  Stair,  and 
still  more  so  by  his  lady,  paid  his  addresses  to  Miss  Dalrymple.  The 
young  lady  refused  the  proposal,  and,  being  pressed  on  the  subject, 
confessed  her  secret  engagement.  Lady  Stair,  a  woman  accustomed 
to  universal  submission  (for  even  her  husband  did  not  dare  to  contra- 
dict her),  treated  this  objection  as  a  trifle,  and  insisted  upon  her 
daughter  yielding  her  consent  to  marry  the  new  suitor,  David  Dunbar, 
son  and  heir  to  David  Dunbar  of  Baldoon,  in  Wigtonshire.  The  first 
lover,  a  man  of  very  high  spirit,  then  interfered  by  letter,  and  insisted 
on  the  right  he  had  acquired  by  his  troth  plighted  with  the  young 
lady.  Lady  Stair  sent  him  for  answer  that  her  daughter,  sensible  of 
her  undutiful  behaviour  in  entering  into  a  contract  unsanctioned  by 
her  parents,  had  retracted  her  unlawful  vow,  and  now  refused  to  fulfil 
her  engagement  with  him. 

The  lover,  in  return,  declined  positively  to  receive  such  an  answer 
from  anyone  but  his  mistress  in  person ;  and  as  she  had  to  deal  with 
a  man  who  was  both  of  a  most  determined  character  and  of  too  high 
condition  to  be  trifled  with.  Lady  Stair  was  obliged  to  consent  to  an 
interview  between  Lord  Rutherford  and  her  daughter.  But  she  took 
care  to  be  present  in  person,  and  argued  the  point  with  the  disap- 
pointed and  incensed  lover  with  pertinacity  equal  to  his  own.    She 

T  Memoirs  of  John  Earl  of  Stair,  by  an  Impartial  Hand.    London,  printed  for  0. 
Oobbet.    Page  7. 
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particularly  insisted  on  the  Levitical  law,  which  declares  that  a 
woman  shall  be  free  of  a  vow  which  her  parents  dissent  from.  This 
is  the  passage  of  Scripture  she  founded  on : — 

''  If  a  man  vow  a  vow  unto  the  Lord,  or  swear  an  oath  to  bind  his 
soul  with  a  bond,  he  shall  not  break  his  word,  he  shall  do  according 
to  all  that  proceedeth  out  of  his  mouth. 

^'  If  a  woman  also  vow  a  vow  unto  the  Lord,  and  bind  herself  by  a 
bond,  being  in  her  father's  house  in  her  youth ; 

''And  her  father  hear  her  vow,  and  her  bond  wherewith  she  hath 
bound  her  soul,  and  her  father  shall  hold  his  peace  at  her :  then  all 
her  vows  shall  stand,  and  every  bond  wherewith  she  hath  bound  her 
soul  shall  stand. 

''  But  if  her  father  disallow  her  in  the  day  that  he  heareth ;  not 
any  of  her  vows^  or  of  her  bonds  wherewith  she  hath  bound  her  soul, 
shall  stand:  and  the  Lord  shall  forgive  her,  because  her  father 
disallowed  her."    Numbers  xxx.  2,  3,  4,  5. 

While  the  mother  insisted  on  these  topics,  the  lover  in  vain 
conjured  the  daughter  to  declare  her  own  opinion  and  feelings.  She 
remained  totally  overwhelmed,  as  it  seemed — mute,  pale,  and  motion- 
less as  a  statue.  Only  at  her  mother's  command,  sternly  uttered,  she 
summoned  strength  enough  to  restore  to  her  plighted  suitor  the  piece 
of  broken  gold,  which  was  the  emblem  of  her  troth.  On  this  he 
burst  forth  into  a  tremendous  passion,  took  leave  of  the  mother  with 
maledictions,  and,  as  he  left  the  apartment,  turned  back  to  say  to 
his  weak,  if  not  fickle,  mistress,  **  For  you,  madam,  you  will  be  a 
world's  wonder;"  a  phrase  by  which  some  remarkable  degree  of 
calamity  is  usually  implied.  He  went  abroad  and  returned  not  again. 
If  the  last  Lord  Rutherford  was  the  unfortunate  party,  he  must  have 
been  the  third  who  bore  that  title,  and  who  died  in  1685. 

The  marriage  betwixt  Janet  Dalrymple  and  David  Dunbar  of 
Baldoon  now  went  forward,  the  bride  showing  no  repugnance,  but 
being  absolutely  passive  in  everything  her  mother  commanded  or 
advised.  On  the  day  of  the  marriage,  which,  as  was  then  usual,  was 
celebrated  by  a  great  assemblage  of  Mends  and  relations,  she  was  the 
same — sad,  silent,  and  resigned,  as  it  seemed,  to  her  destiny.  A  lady, 
very  nearly  connected  with  the  family,  told  the  author  that  she  had 
conversed  on  the  subject  with  one  of  the  brothers  of  the  bride,  a  mere 
lad  at  the  time,  who  had  ridden  before  his  sister  to  church.  He  said 
her  hand,  which  lay  on  his  as  she  held  her  arm  round  his  waist,  was 
as  cold  and  damp  as  marble.  But,  full  of  his  new  dress,  and  the 
part  he  acted  in  the  procession,  the  circumstance,  which  he  long 
afterwards  remembered  with  bitter  sorrow  and  compunction,  made 
no  impression  on  him  at  the  time. 
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The  bridal  feast  was  followed  by  dancing ;  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom retired  as  nsnal,  when  of  a  sudden  the  most  wild  and  piercing 
cries  were  heard  from  the  nuptial  chamber.  It  was  then  the  custom, 
to  prevent  any  coarse  pleasantry  which  old  times  perhaps  admitted, 
that  the  key  of  the  nuptial  chamber  should  be  entrusted  to  the  bride* 
man.  He  was  called  upon,  but  refused  at  first  to  give  it  up,  till  the 
shrieks  became  so  hideous  that  he  was  compelled  to  hasten  with 
others  to  learn  the  cause.  On  opening  the  door  they  found  the 
bridegroom  lying  across  the  threshold,  dreadfully  wounded,  and 
streaming  with  blood.  The  bride  was  then  sought  for.  She  was 
found  in  the  comer  of  the  large  chimney,  having  no  covering  save 
her  shift,  and  that  dabbled  in  gore.  There  she  sat  grinning  at  them, 
moping  and  mowing,  as  I  heard  the  expression  used — ^in  a  word, 
absolutely  insane.  The  only  words  she  spoke  were,  "  Tak  up  your 
bonnie  bridegroom."  She  survived  this  horrible  scene  little  more 
than  a  fortnight,  having  been  married  on  the  24th  of  August,  and 
dying  on  the  12th  of  September,  1669. 

The  unfortunate  Baldoon  recovered  from  his  wounds,  but  sternly 
prohibited  all  inquiries  respecting  the  manner  in  which  he  had 
received  th^m.  If  a  lady,  he  said,  asked  him  any  question  upon  the 
subject,  he  would  neither  answer  her  nor  speak  to  her  again  while 
he  lived ;  if  a  gentleman,  he  would  consider  it  as  a  mortal  affront,^and 
demand  satisfaction  as  having  received  such.  He  did  not  very  long 
survive  the  dreadful  catastrophe,  having  met  with  a  fatal  injury  by 
a  fall  from  his  horse,  as  he  rode  between  Leith  and  Holyrood- 
house,  of  which  he  died  the  next  day,  28th  March,  1682.  Thus 
a  few  years  removed  all  the  principal  actors  in  this  frightful 
tragedy. 

Various  reports  went  abroad  on  this  mysterious  a£fair,  many  of 
them  very  inaccurate,  though  they  could  hardly  be  said  to  be 
exaggerated.  It  was  difficult  at  that  time  to  become  acquainted  with 
the  history  of  a  Scottish  family  above  the  lower  rank ;  and  strange 
things  sometimes  took  place  there,  into  which  even  the  law  did  not 
scrupulously  inquire. 

The  credulous  Mr.  Law  says,  generally,  that  the  Lord  President 
Stair  had  a  daughter  who,  **  being  married,  the  night  she  was  bride  in 
[that  is,  bedded  bride],  was  taken  from  her  bridegroom  and  hwrled 
[dragged]  through  the  house  (by  spirits,  we  are  given  to  understand), 
and  soon  afterwards  died.  Another  daughter,''  he  says,  '*wa8 
possessed  by  an  evil  spirit.'' 

My  friend,  Mr.  Sharpe,  gives  anol^er  edition  of  the  tale.  Accord* 
ing  to  Mb  information,  it  was  the  bridegroom  who  wounded  the  bride. 
The  marriage,  according  to  this  account,  had  been  against  her  mother's 
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inclination,  who  had  given  her  consent  in  these  ominous  words — 
"  You  may  marry  him,  but  soon  shall  you  repent  it." 

I  find  still  another  account  darkly  insinuated  in  some  highly 
scurrilous  and  abusive  verses,  of  which  I  have  an  original  copy. 
They  are  docketed  as  being  written  **  Upon  the  late  Viscount  Stair 
and  his  &mily,  by  Sir  William  HamUton  of  Whitelaw.  The 
marginals  by  William  Dunlop,  writer  in  Edinburgh,  a  son  of  the 
Laird  of  Househilli  and  nephew  to  the  said  Sir  William  Hamilton.'' 
There  was  a  bitter  and  personal  quarrel  and  rivalry  betwixt  the 
author  of  this  libel,  a  name  which  it  richly  deserves,  and  Lord 
President  Stair ;  and  the  lampoon,  which  is  written  with  much  more 
malice  than  art,  bears  the  following  motto : — 

"  Stair's  neck,  mind,  wife,    sons,  grandson,  and  the  rest, 
Are     wry,  false,  witch,  pests,  parricide,  possessed.'' 

This  malignant  satirist,  who  calls  up  all  the  misfortunes  of  the 
family,  does  not  forget  the  fatal  bridal  of  Baldoon.  He  seemsy 
though  his  verses  are  as  obscure  as  unpoetical,  to  intimate  that  the 
violence  done  to  the  bridegroom  was  by  the  intervention  of  the  foul 
fiend  to  whom  the  young  lady  had  resigned  herself,  in  case  she 
should  break  her  contract  with  her  first  lover.  His  hypothesis  is 
inconsistent  with  the  account  given  in  the  note  upon  Law's 
Memorials,  but  easily  reconcilable  to  the  family  tradition. 

«*  In  al  Stair's  offspriDg  we  no  difference  know, 
They  doe  the  females  as  the  males  bestow ; 
So  he  of 's  daughter's  marriage  gave  the  ward, 
Like  a  true  vassal,  to  Glenluce's  Laird ; 
He  knew  what  she  did  to  her  suitor  plight, 
If  she  her  faith  to  Rutherford  should  slight, 
Which,  like  his  own,  for  greed  he  broke  outright 
Kick  did  Baldoon's  posterior  right  deride, 
And,  as  first  substitute,  did  seize  the  bride ; 
Whatever  he  to  his  mistress  did  or  said. 
He  threw  the  bridegroom  from  the  nuptial  bed, 
Into  the  chimney  did  so  his  rival  mauJ, 
His  bruised  bones  ne'er  were  cured  but  by  the  fall."t 

One  of  the  marginal  notes  ascribed  to  William  Dunlop  applies  to 
the  above  lines.  "  She  had  betrothed  herself  to  Lord  Kutherfoord 
under  horrid  imprecations,  and  afterwards  married  Baldoon,  his 
nevoy,  and  her  mother  was  the  cause  of  her  breach  of  faith." 

The  same  tragedy  is  alluded  to  in  the  following  couplet  and  note : — 

t  The  fall  ttom  his  horse,  b^  which  he  was  kUled. 
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**  Wliat  train  of  curses  that  base  brood  pnrsaes, 
When  the  young  nephew  weds  old  uncle's  spouse." 

The  note  on  the  word  uncle  explains  it  as  meaning  **  Butherfoord, 
who  should  have  married  the  Lady  Baldoon,  was  Baldoon's  uncle." 
The  poetry  of  this  satire  on  Lord  Stair  and  his  family  was,  as  already 
noticed,  written  by  Sir  William  Hamilton  of  Whitelaw,  a  rival  of 
Lord  Stair  for  the  situation  of  President  of  the  Court  of  Session — a 
person  much  inferior  to  that  great  lawyer  in  talents,  and  equally 
ill-treated  by  the  calumny  or  just  satire  of  his  contemporaries  as  an 
unjust  and  partial  judge.  Some  of  the  notes  are  by  that  curious  and 
laborious  antiquary  Robert  Milne,  who,  as  a  virulent  Jacobite, 
willingly  lent  a  hand  to  blacken  the  fjamily  of  Stair.f 

Another  poet  of  the  period,  with  a  very  different  purpose,  has  left 
an  elegy,  in  which  he  darkly  hints  at  and  bemoans  the  fate  of  the 
ill-starred  yoimg  person,  whose  very  uncommon  calamity  Whitelaw, 
Dunlop,  and  Milne  thought  a  fitting  subject  for  buffoonery  and 
ribaldry.  This  bard  of  milder  mood  was  Andrew  Symson,  before 
the  Revolution  minister  of  Kirkinner,  in  Gkdloway,  and  after  his 
expulsion  as  an  Episcopalian,  following  the  humble  occupation  of  a 
printer  in  Edinburgh.  He  furnished  the  family  of  Baldoon,  with 
which  he  appears  to  have  been  intimate,  with  an  elegy  on  the  tragic 
event  in  their  family.  In  this  piece  he  treats  the  mournful  occasion 
of  the  bride's  death  with  mysterious  solemnity. 

The  verses  bear  this  title — **  On  the  expected  death  of  the  virtuous 
Lady  Mrs.  Janet  Dalrymple,  Lady  Baldoon,  younger,"  and  afford  us 
the  precise  dates  of  the  catastrophe,  which  could  not  otherwise  have 
been  easily  ascertained.  *'Nupta  August  12.  Domum  Ducta 
August  24  Obiit  September  12.  Sepult.  September  30,  1669.'' 
The  form  of  the  elegy  is  a  dialogue  betwixt  a  passenger  and  a 
domestic  servant.  The  first,  recollecting  that  he  had  passed  that 
way  lately,  and  seen  all  around  enlivened  by  the  appearances  of 
mirth  and  festivity,  is  desirous  to  know  what  had  changed  so  gay  a 
scene  into  mourning.  We  preserve  the  reply  of  the  servant  as 
a  specimen  of  Mr.  Symson's  verses,  which  are  not  of  the  first  quality: — 

**  Sir,  'tis  truth  you  Ve  told. 


We  did  enjoy  great  mirth ;  but  now,  ah  me  1 
Our  joyful  song 's  turn'd  to  an  elegie. 
A  virtuous  lady  not  long  since  a  bride, 

1 1  have  compared  the  satire,  which  occurs  in  the  first  volome  of  the  curious  little 
collection  called  a  Book  of  Scottish  Pasqoils,  1827,  with  that  which  has  a  more  ftill 
text  and  more  extended  notes,  and  which  is  in  my  own  possession,  by  gift  of  Thomas 
Thomson,  Bsq.,  B^^trar-Depute.  In  the  second  Book  of  Pasqnils,  p.  72,  is  a  most 
abusive  epitaph  on  Sir  James  Hamilton  of  Whitelaw. 
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Was  to  a  hopeM  plant  by  marriage  tied. 

And  brought  home  hither.     We  did  all  rejoice, 

Even  for  her  sake.     But  presently  our  voice 

Was  tum'd  to  mourning  for  that  little  time 

That  she'd  enjoy:  She  waned  in  her  prime, 

For  Atropos,  with  her  impartial  knife. 

Soon  cut  her  thread,  and  therewithal  her  life ; 

And  for  the  time  we  may  it  well  remember, 

It  being  in  unfortunate  September; 

Where  we  must  leave  her  till  the  resurrection, 

'Tis  then  the  saints  ei^oy  their  full  perfection. "f 

Mr.  Symson  also  poured  forth  his  elegiac  strains  upon  the  fate  of 
the  widowed  bridegroom,  on  which  subject,  after  a  long  and  querulous 
effusion,  the  poet  arrives  at  the  sound  conclusion  that  if  Baldoon  had 
walked  on  foot,  which  it  seems  was  his  general  custom,  he  would 
have  escaped  perishing  by  a  fiEdl  from  horseback.  As  the  work  in 
which  it  occurs  is  so  scarce  as  almost  to  be  unique,  and  as  it  gives  us 
the  most  full  account  of  one  of  the  actors  in  this  tragic  tale  which  we 
have  rehearsed,  we  will,  at  the  risk  of  being  tedious,  insert  some 
short  specimens  of  Mr.  Symson's  composition.     It  is  entitled — 

**A  Funeral  Elegie,  occasioned  by  the  sad  and  much  lamented 
death  of  that  worthily  respected,  and  very  much  accomplished  gentle- 
man, David  Dunbar,  younger  of  Baldoon,  only  son  and  apparent  heir 
to  the  right  worshipful  Sir  David  Dunbar  of  Baldoon,  Knight 
Baronet.  He  departed  this  life  on  March  28,  1682,  having  received 
a  bruise  by  a  fiEdl,  as  he  was  riding  the  day  preceding  betwixt  Leith 
and  Holy-Bood-House ;  and  was  honourably  interred  in  the  Abbey 
church  of  Holy-Rood-House,  on  April  4,  1682." 

'*  Men  might,  and  very  justly  too,  conclude 
Me  guilty  of  the  worst  ingratitude, 
Should  I  be  silent,  or  should  I  forbear 
At  this  sad  accident  to  shed  a  tear ; 
A  tear !  said  I?  ah  1  that's  a  petit  thing, 
A  very  lean,  slight,  slender  offering, 
Too  mean,  I  'm  sure,  for  me,  wherewith  t'  attend 
The  unexpected  funeral  of  my  Mend — 
A  glass  of  briny  tears  charged  up  to  th'  brim, 
Would  be  too  few  for  me  to  shed  for  him. " 

t  This  elegy  is  reprinted  in  the  appendix  to  a  topographical  worlc  by  the  same  author, 
entitled  "  A  Large  Description  of  Galloway,  by  Andrew  Symson,  Minister  of  KirUnner," 
8to,  Taits,  Bdinbnrgh,  1828;  The  reverend  gentleman's  elegies  are  extremely  rare,  nor 
did  the  author  ever  see  a  copy  but  his  own,  which  is  bound  up  with  the  Tripatriarchi- 
oon,  a  religious  poem  from  the  Biblical  History,  by  the  same  author. 
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The  poet  proceeds  to  state  his  intimacy  with  the  deceased,  and  the 
constancy  of  the  yonng  man's  attendance  on  pnblic  worship,  which 
was  regular,  and  had  such  effect  upon  two  or  three  others  that  were 
influenced  by  his  example, 

**  So  that  my  Muse  'gainst  Prifioian  aTer8» 
He,  only  he,  tDsre  my  parishioners ; 
Yea,  and  my  only  hearers." 

He  then  describes  the  deceased  in  person  and  manners,  from 
which  it  appears  that  more  accomplishments  were  expected  in  the 
composition  of  a  fine  gentleman  in  ancient  than  modern  times: — 

**  His  body,  though  not  very  large  or  tall, 
Was  sprightly,  active,  yea  and  strong  withal. 
His  constitution  was,  if  right  I  Ve  guess'd. 
Blood  mixt  with  choler,  said  to  be  the  best. 
In 's  gesture,  converse,  speech,  discourse,  attire, 
He  practised  that  which  wise  men  still  admire, 
Ck>mmend,  and  recommend.     What 's  that  ?  you  11  say; 
Tis  this :  He  ever  choos'd  the  middle  way 
'Twixt  both  th'  extremes.     Almost  in  ev'ry  thing 
He  did  the  like,  'tis  worth  our  noticing: 
Sparing,  yet  not  a  niggard ;  liberal, 
And  yet  not  lavish  or  a  prodigal, 
As  knowing  when  to  spend  and  when  to  spare ; 
And  that 's  a  lesson  which  not  many  are 
Acquainted  with.     He  bashful  was,  yet  daring 
When  he  saw  cause,  and  yet  therein  but  sparing ; 
Familiar,  yet  not  common,  for  he  knew 
To  condescend,  and  keep  his  distance  too. 
He  us'd,  and  that  most  commonly,  to  go 
On  foot ;  I  wish  that  he  had  still  done  so. 
Th'  affairs  of  court  were  unto  him  well  known  : 
And  yet  mean  while  he  slighted*  not  his  own. 
He  knew  full  well  how  to  behave  at  court, 
And  yet  but  seldome  did  thereto  resort ; 
But  lov'd  the  country  life,  choos'd  to  inure 
Himself  to  past'rage  and  agriculture ; 
Proving,  improving,  ditching,  trenching,  draining, 
Viewing,  reviewing,  and  by  those  means  gaining ; 
Planting,  transplanting,  levelling,  erecting 
Walls,  chambers,  houses,  terraces ;  projecting 
Kow  this,  now  that  device,  this  draught,  that  measure, 
That  might  advance  his  profit  with  his  pleasure. 
Quick  in  his  bargains,  honest  in  oommerce, 
Just  in  his  dealings,  being  much  averse 
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From  quirks  of  law,  still  ready  to  refer 

His  cause  t'  an  honest  country  arbiter. 

He  was  acquainted  with  cosmography, 

Arithmetic,  and  modem  history ; 

With  architecture  and  such  arts  as  these, 

Which  I  may  call  specifick  sciences 

Fit  for  a  gentleman ;  and  surely  he 

That  knows  them  not,  at  least  in  some  degree, 

May  brook  the  title  but  he  wants  the  thing 

Is  but  a  shadow  scarce  worth  noticing. 

He  learned  the  French,  be 't  spoken  to  his  praise, 

In  very  little  more  than  fburty  days." 

Then  comes  the  full  burst  of  woe,  in  which,  instead  of  saying  much 
himselfi  the  poet  informs  us  what  the  ancients  would  have  said  on 
Buch  an  occaaion — 

"  A  heathen  poet,  at  the  news,  no  doubt. 
Would  have  exclaimed,  and  furiously  cry'd  out 
Against  the  fates,  the  destinies,  and  Starrs,  i 
What !  this  the  effect  of  planetarie  warrs ! 
We  might  have  seen  him  rage  and  rave,  yea  worse, 
'TIS  very  like  we  might  have  heard  him  curse 
The  year,  the  month,  the  day,  the  hour,  the  place, 
The  company,  the  wager,  and  the  race  ;- 
Beery  all  recreations,  with  the  names 
Of  Isthmian,  Pythian,  and  Olympic  games ; 
Exclaim  against  them  all  both  old  and  new. 
Both  the  Nemsan  and  the  Lethsean  too : 
Adjudge  all  persons  under  highest  pain. 
Always  to  walk  on  foot,  and  then  again 
Order  all  horses  to  be  hough'd,  that  we 
Might  neyer  more  the  like  adventure  see." 

Supposing  our  readers  have  had  enough  of  Mr.  Symson's  verses, 
and  finding  nothing  more  in  his  poem  worthy  of  transcription,  we 
return  to  the  tragic  story. 

It  is  needless  to  point  out  to  the  intelligent  reader  that  the  witch- 
craft of  the  mother  consisted  only  in  the  ascendancy  of  a  powerful 
mind  oyer  a  weak  and  melancholy  one,  and  that  the  harshness  with 
which  she  exercised  her  superiority  in  a  case  of  delicacy,  had  driven 
her  daughter  first  to  despair,  then  to  frenzy.  Accordingly,  the  author 
has  endeavoured  to  explain  the  tragic  tale  on  this  principle.  What- 
ever resemblance  Lady  Ajshton  may  be  supposed  to  possess  to  the 
celebrated  Dame  Margaret  Boss,  the  reader  must  not  suppose  that 
there  was  any  idea  of  tracing  the  portrait  of  the  fiiat  Loid  y^a^^ax^ 
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Stair  in  the  tricky  and  mean-spirited  Sir  William  Ashton.  Lord 
Stair,  whatever  might  be  hifi  moral  qualities,  was  certainly  one  of  the 
first  statesmen  and  lawyers  of  his  age. 

The  imaginary  castle  of  Wolf's  Orag  has  been  identified  by  some 
lover  of  locality  with  that  of  Fast  Castle.  The  author  is  not  com- 
petent to  judge  of  the  resemblance  betwixt  the  real  and  imaginary 
scene,  having  never  seen  Fast  Oastle  except  from  the  sea.  But 
fortalices  of  this  description  are  found  occupying,  like  ospreys,  nests, 
projecting  rocks,  or  promontories,  in  many  parts  of  the  eastern  coast 
of  Scotland,  and  the  position  of  Fast  Castle  seems  certainly  to  re- 
semble that  of  Wolf's  Crag  as  much  as  any  other,  while  its  vicinity 
to  the  mountain  ridge  of  Lammermoor  renders  the  assimilation  a 
probable  one. 

We  have  only  to  add  that  the  death  of  the  unfortunate  bridegroom 
by  a  fall  from  horseback,  has  been  in  the  novel  transferred  to  the  no 
less  unfortunate  lover. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

By  cauk  and  keel  to  win  your  bread* 
Wi'  whigmaleeries  for  them  wha  need, 
Whilk  is  a  gentle  trade  indeed 

To  carry  the  gaberltmzie  on. 

Old  Song. 

fEW  haye  been  in  my  secret  while  I  was  compiling  these  narra- 
tives, nor  is  it  probable  that  they  will  ever  become  public 
during  the  life  of  their  author.  Eyen  were  that  event  to  happen, 
I  am  not  ambitious  of  the  honoured  distinction,  digito  mongtrari, 
I  confess  that,  were  it  safe  to  cherish  such  dreams  at  all,  I  should 
more  enjoy  the  thought  of  remaining  behind  the  curtain  unseen,  like 
the  ingenious  manager  of  Punch  and  his  wife  Joan,  and  enjoying  the 
astonishment  and  conjectures  of  my  audience.  Then  might  I,  per- 
chance, hear  the  productions  of  the  obscure  Peter  Pattieson  praised 
by  the  judicious,  and  admired  by  the  feeling,  engrossing  the  young, 
and  attracting  even  the  old ;  while  the  critic  traced  their  fieune  up  to 
some  name  of  literary  celebrity,  and  the  question  when  and  by 
whom  these  tales  were  written  filled  up  the  pause  of  conversation 
in  a  hundred  circles  and  coteries.  This  I  may  never  enjoy  during 
my  lifetime ;  but  fiEurther  than  this,  I  am  certain,  my  vanily  should 
never  induce  me  to  aspire. 

I  am  too  stubborn  in  habits,  and  too  little  polished  in  manners,  to 
envy  or  aspire  to  the  honours  assigned  to  my  literary  contemporaries. 
I  could  not  think  a  whit  more  highly  of  myself,  were  I  even  found 
worthy  to  ''come  in  place  as  a  lion,"  for  a  winter  in  the  great 
metropolis.  I  could  not  rise,  turn  round,  and  show  all  my  honours, 
from  the  shaggy  mane  to  the  tufted  tail,  roar  you  an  'twere  any 
nightingale,  and  so  lie  down  again  like  a  well-\)ehaved'V)Q8A\>oi  ^<sv^ 
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and  all  at  the  cheap  and  easy  rate  of  a  cup  of  coffee,  and  a  alice  of 
bread  and  batter  as  thin  as  a  wafer.  And  I  could  ill  stomach  the  ful- 
some  flattery  with  which  the  lady  of  the  evening  indulges  her  show- 
monsters  on  such  occasions,  as  she  crams  her  parrots  with  sugar- 
plumS|  in  order  to  make  them  talk  before  company.  I  cannot  be 
tempted  to  ''come  aloft"  for  these  marks  of  distinction,  and,  like 
imprisoned  Samson,  I  would  rather  remain — ^if  such  must  be  the 
alternative — all  my  life  in  the  mill-house,  grinding  for  my  very 
bread,  than  be  brought  forth  to  make  sport  for  the  Philistine  lords 
and  ladies.  This  proceeds  from  no  dislike,  real  or  affected,  to  the 
aristocracy  of  these  realms.  But  they  have  their  place,  and  I  have 
mine ;  and,  like  the  iron  and  earthen  vessels  in  the  old  &ble,  we  can 
scarce  come  into  collision  without  my  being  the  sufferer  in  every 
sense.  It  may  be  otherwise  with  the  sheets  which  I  am  now  writing. 
These  may  be  opened  and  laid  aside  at  pleasure ;  by  amusing  them- 
selves with  the  perusal,  the  great  will  excite  no  false  hopes;  by 
neglecting  or  condemning  them,  they  will  inflict  no  pain ;  and  how 
seldom  can  they  converse  with  those  whose  minds  have  toiled  for 
their  delight,  without  doing  either  the  one  or  the  other. 

In  the  better  and  wiser  tone  of  feeling,  which  Ovid  only  expresses 
in  one  line  to  retract  in  that  which  follows,  I  can  address  these 

quires — 

Parve,  nee  invideo,  sine  me^  libert  ibis  in  v/rhem. 

Nor  do  I  join  the  regret  of  the  illustrious  exile,  that  he  himself  could 
not  in  person  accompany  the  volume  which  he  sent  forth  to  the 
mart  of  literature,  pleasure,  and  luxury.  Were  there  not  a  hundred 
siinilar  instances  on  record,  the  fate  of  my  poor  friend  and  school- 
f^ow,  Dick  Tinto,  would  be  suffusient  to  warn  me  against  seeking 
happiness  in  the  celebrity  which  attaches  itself  to  a  successful  culti- 
vator of  the  flne  arts, 

Dick  Tinto,  when  he  wrote  himself  artist,  was  wont  to  derive  his 
oiigiii  from  the  ancient  fsimlly  of  Tinto,  of  that  ilk,  in  T<anarkahiffe, 
and  occasionally  hinted  that  he  had  somewhat  derogated  from  his 
gentle  blood,  in  using  the  pencil  for  his  principal  means  of  support. 
But  if  Dick's  pedigree  was  correct,  some  of  his  ancestors  must  have 
suffered  a  more  heavy  declension,  since  the  good  man  his  lather 
executed  the  necessaiy,  and,  I  trust,  the  honest,  but  certainly  not 
yesj  distinguished  employment,  of  tailor  in  ordinary  to  the  village 
of  Langdirdnm  in  the  west  Under  his  humble  roof  was  Bichard 
born,  and  to  his  fathers  humble  trade  was  Bichard,  greatly  contiaiy 
to  bis  inclination,  early  indentured.  Old  Mr.  Tinto  had,  however, 
no  reason  to  congratulate  himself  upon  having  compelled  the  youth- 
ful gtnina  olhis  son  to  forsake  its  natural  bent*    He  fared  like  the 
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Bchoolboj  who  att«mpta  to  stop  with  his  fioger  the  epoat  of  a  water 
datem,  while  the  atreom,  ezaaperated  at  this  compreasion,  eacapu  hj 
a  tbonBaod  imcalcukted  Bpirte,  and  wets  him  all  over  for  his  pains. 
Even  BO  fared  the  aenior  Tinto,  when  bis  hopeful  apprentice  not  only 
eshausted  all  the  chalk  in  making  sketches  upon  the  ahopboard,  bnt 
even  executed  several  caricatDrea  of  his  father's  best  costomers,  who 
be^n  loadly  to  munnor  that  it  was  too  hard  to  have  their  persons 
defoimed  by  the  vestments  of  the  &ther,  and  to  be  at  the  same  time 


turned  into  ridicule  hj  the  pencil  of  the  son.  This  led  to  discredit 
and  loss  of  practice,  until  the  old  tailor,  yielding  to  destiny  and  to  the 
entreaties  of  his  sou,  permitted  him  to  attempt  his  fortune  in  a  line 
for  which  be  was  better  qualified. 

There  was  about  this  time,  in  the  vUlage  of  Langdirdum,  a  peri- 
patetic brother  of  the  brush,  who  exercised  his  vacation,  lui  Jovt 
ftigido,  the  object  of  admiration  to  all  the  boya  of  the  village,  but 
eapedolly  to  Dick  Tinto.  The  i^  had  not  yet  adopted,  amongst 
other  unworthy  tettencbmenta,  that  illiberal  meoaoie  oC  cRtjosimL-) 
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which,  supplying  by  written  characters  the  lack  of  symbolical  repre- 
sentation, closes  one  open  and  easily  accessible  avenue  of  instruction 
and  emolument  against  the  students  of  the  fine  arts.  It  was  not  yet 
permitted  to  write  upon  the  plastered  door-way  of  an  ale-house,  or 
the  suspended  sign  of  an  inn,  "  The  Old  Magpie,"  or  "  The  Saracen's 
Head,''  substituting  that  cold  description  for  the  lively  effigies  of  the 
plumed  chatterer,  or  the  turban'd  frown  of  the  terrific  soldan.  That 
early  and  more  simple  age  considered  alike  the  necessities  of  all  ranks, 
and  depicted  the  symbols  of  good  cheer  so  as  to  be  obvious  to  all 
capacities ;  well  judging  that  a  man  who  could  not  read  a  syllable 
might,  nevertheless,  love  a  pot  of  good  ale  as  well  as  his  better- 
educated  neighbours,  or  even  as  the  parson  himself.  Acting  upon 
this  liberal  principle,  publicans  as  yet  hung  forth  the  painted 
emblems  of  their  calling,  and  sign-painters,  if  they  seldom  feasted, 
did  not  at  least  absolutely  starve. 

To  a  worthy  of  this  decayed  profession,  as  we  have  already  inti- 
mated, Dick  Tinto  became  an  assistant ;  and  thus,  as  is  not  unusual 
among  heaven-born  geniuses  in  this  department  of  the  fine  arts,  began 
to  paint  before  he  had  any  notion  of  drawing. 

His  talent  for  observing  nature  soon  induced  him  to  rectify  the 
errors,  and  soar  above  the  instructions,  of  his  teacher.  He  particu- 
larly shone  in  painting  horses,  that  being  a  favourite  sign  in  the 
Scottish  villages;  and,  in  tracing  his  progress,  it  is  beautiful  to 
observe  how,  by  degrees,  he  learned  to  shorten  the  backs  and  prolong 
the  legs  of  these  noble  animals,  until  they  came  to  look  less  like 
crocodiles  and  more  like  nags.  Detraction,  which  always  pursues 
merit  with  strides  proportionate  to  its  advancement,  has  indeed 
alleged  that  Dick  once  upon  a  time  painted  a  horse  with  five  legs, 
instead  of  four.  I  might  have  rested  his  defence  upon  the  licence 
allowed  to  that  branch  of  his  profession,  which,  as  it  permits  all  sorts 
of  singular  and  irregular  combinations,  may  be  allowed  to  extend 
itself  so  far  as  to  bestow  a  limb  supernumerary  on  a  favourite  subject. 
But  the  cause  of  a  deceased  friend  is  sacred ;  and  I  disdain  to  bottom  it 
so  superficially.  I  have  visited  the  sign  in  question,  which  yet  swings 
exalted  in  the  village  of  Langdirdum;  and  I  am  ready  to  depone, 
upon  oath,  that  what  has  been  idly  mistaken  or  misrepresented  as 
being  the  fifth  leg  of  the  horse,  is,  in  &ct,  the  tail  of  that  quadruped,  and 
considered  with  reference  to  the  posture  in  which  he  is  delineated, 
forms  a  circumstance  introduced  and  managed  with  great  and  success- 
ful, though  daring,  art  The  nag  being  represented  in  a  rampant  or 
rearing  posture,  the  tail,  which  is  prolonged  till  it  touches  the  ground, 
appears  to  form  a  povrU  d^appu/if  and  gives  the  firmness  of  a  tripod 
to  the  figure,  without  which  it  would  be  difficult  to  conceive,  placed 
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as  the  feet  are,  how  the  courser  could  maintain  his  ground  without 
tumbling  backwards.  This  bold  conception  has  fortunately  fallen 
into  the  custody  of  one  by  whom  it  is  duly  valued ;  for,  when  Dick, 
in  his  more  advanced  state  of  proficiency,*  became  dubious  of  the 
propriety  of  so  daring  a  deviation  from  the  established  rules  of  art, 
and  was  desirous  to  execute  a  picture  of  the  publican  himself  in 
exchange  for  this  juvenile  production,  the  courteous  offer  was  declined 
by  his  judicious  employer,  who  had  observed,  it  seems,  that  when  his 
ale  failed  to  do  its  duty  in  conciliating  his  guests,  one  glance  at  his 
sign  was  sure  to  put  them  in  good  humour. 

It  would  be  foreign  to  my  present  purpose  to  trace  the  steps  by 
which  Dick  Tinto  improved  his  touch,  and  corrected,  by  the  rules 
of  art,  the  luxuriance  of  a  fervid  imagination.  The  scales  fell  from 
his  eyes  on  viewing  the  sketches  of  a  contemporary,  the  Scottish 
Teniers,  as  Wilkie  has  been  deservedly  styled.  He  threw  down  the 
brush,  took  up  the  crayons,  and,  amid  hunger  and  toil,  and  suspense 
and  uncertainty,  pursued  the  path  of  his  profession  under  better 
auspices  than  those  of  his  original  master.  Still  the  first  rude 
emanations  of  his  genius  (like  the  nursery  rhymes  of  Pope,  could 
these  be  recovered)  will  be  dear  to  the  companions  of  Dick  Tinto's 
youth.  There  is  a  tankard  and  gridiron  painted  over  the  door  of  an 
obscure  change-house  in  the  Back-wynd  of  Qandercleugh.  But  I 
feel  I  must  tear  myself  from  the  subject,  or  dwell  on  it  too  long. 

Amid  his  wants  and  struggles,  Dick  Tinto  had  recourse,  like  his 
brethren,  to  levying  that  tax  upon  the  vanity  of  mankind  which  he 
could  not  extract  from  their  taste  and  liberality — in  a  word,  he 
painted  portraits.  It  was  in  this  more  advanced  state  of  proficiency, 
when  Dick  had  soared  above  his  original  line  of  business,  and  highly 
disdained  any  aUusion  to  it,  that,  after  having  been  estranged  for 
several  year8,*we  again  met  in  the  village  of  Qandercleugh,  I  holding 
my  present  situation,  and  Dick  painting  copies  of  the  human  face 
divine  at  a  guinea  per  head.  This  was  a  small  premium,  yet,  in  the 
first  burst  of  business,  it  more  than  sufficed  for  all  Dick's  moderate 
wants ;  so  that  he  occupied  an  apartment  at  the  Wallace  Inn, 
cracked  his  jest  with  impunity  even  upon  mine  host  himself,  and 
lived  in  respect  and  observance  with  the  chambermaid,  hostler,  and 
waiter. 

These  halcyon  days  were  too  serene  to  last  long.  When  his  honour 
the  Laird  of  Gkndercleugh,  with  his  wife  and  three  daughters,  the 
minister,  the  ganger,  mine  esteemed  patron  Mr.  Jedediah  Cleish- 
botham,  and  some  round  dozen  of  the  feuars  and  farmers,  had  been 
consigned  to  immortality  by  Tinto's  brush,  custom  began  to  slacken, 
and  it  was  impossible  to  wring  more  than  crowns  and  hali-cto^riA 
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from  the  bard  hands  of  the  peasants,  whose  ambition  led  them  to 
Dick's  painting-room. 

Still,  though  the  horizon  was  overclouded,  no  storm  for  some  time 
ensued.  Mine  host  had  Christian  faith  with  a  lodger  who  had  been 
a  good  paymaster  as  long  as  he  had  the  means.  And  from  a  portrait 
of  our  landlord  himself,  grouped  with  his  wife  and  daughters,  in  the 
style  of  Bubens,  which  suddenly  appeared  in  the  best  parlour,  it  was 
evident  that  Dick  had  found  some  mode  of  bartering  art  for  the 
necessaries  of  life. 

Nothing,  however,  is  more  precarious  than  resources  of  this  nature. 
It  was  observed  that  Dick  became  in  his  turn  the  whetstone  of  mine 
host's  wit,  without  venturing  either  at  defence  or  retaliation ;  that 
his  easel  was  transferred  to  a  garret-room,  in  which  there  was  scarce 
space  for  it  to  stand  upright ;  and  that  he  no  longer  ventured  to  join 
the  weekly  club,  of  which  he  had  been  once  the  life  and  soul.  In 
short,  Dick  Tinto's  friends  feared  that  he  had  acted  like  the  animal 
called  the  sloth,  which,  having  eaten  up  the  last  green  leaf  upon  the 
tree  where  it  has  established  itself,  ends  by  tumbUng  down  from  the 
top  and  dying  of  inanition.  I  ventured  to  hint  this  to  Dick,  recom- 
mended his  transferring  the  exercise  of  his  inestimable  talent  to  some 
other  sphere,  and  forsaking  the  common  which  he  might  be  said  to 
have  eaten  bare. 

''  There  is  an  obstacle  to  my  change  of  residence,"  said  my  friend, 
grasping  my  hand  with  a  look  of  solemnity. 

**  A  bill  due  to  my  landlord,  I  am  afraid,"  replied  I,  with  heart- 
felt sympathy;  "  if  any  part  of  my  slender  means  can  assist  in  this 
emergence ^' 

**  No,  by  the  soul  of  Sir  Joshua ! "  answered  the  j^^enerous  youth, 
"  1  will  never  involve  a  friend  in  the  consequences  of  my  own  mis- 
fortune. There  is  a  mode  by  which  I  can  regain  my  liberty;  and 
to  creep  even  through  a  common  sewer  is  better  than  to  remain  in 
prison." 

I  did  not  perfectly  understand  what  my  friend  meant.  The  muse 
of  painting  appeared  to  have  fedled  him,  and  what  other  goddess  he 
coidd  invoke  in  his  distress  was  a  mystery  to  me.  We  parted,  how- 
ever, without  farther  explanation,  and  I  did  not  again  see  him  until 
three  days  after,  when  he  summoned  me  to  partake  of  the  foy  with 
which  his  landlord  proposed  to  regale  him  ere  his  departure  for 
Edinburgh. 

I  found  Dick  in  high  spirits,  whistling  while  he  buckled  the  small 
knapsack  which  contained  his  colours,  brushes,  pallets,  and  clean 
shirt  That  he  parted  on  the  best  terms  with  mine  host  was  obvious 
from  the  cold  beef  set  forth  in  the  low  parlour,  flanked  by  two  mugs 
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of  admirable  brown  stout ;  and  I  own  my  curiosity  was  excited  con- 
cerning the  means  through  which  the  face  of  my  Mend's  aflfodrs  had 
been  so  suddenly  improved.  I  did  not  suspect  Dick  of  dealing  with 
the  devil,  and  by  what  earthly  means  he  had  extricated  himself  thus 
happily  I  was  at  a  total  loss  to  conjecture. 

He  perceived  my  curiosity,  and  took  me  by  the  hand.  ''My 
Mend,''  he  said,  **  fain  would  I  conceal,  even  from  you,  the  degrada- 
tion to  which  it  has  been  necessary  to  submit,  in  (Mrder  to  accomplish 
an  honourable  retreat  from  Qanderdeugh.  But  what  avails  attempt- 
ing to  conceal  that  which  must  needs  betray  itself  even  by  its  supeiior 
excellence?  All  the  village — all  the  parish — all  the  world — ^wiH 
soon  discover  to  what  poverty  has  reduced  Richard  Tinto." 

A  sudden  thought  here  struck  me.  I  had  observed  that  our  land- 
lord wore,  on  that  memorable  morning,  a  pair  of  bran  new  velveteens^ 
instead  of  his  ancient  thicksets. 

''What,"  said  I,  drawing  my  right  hand,  with  the  forefinger  and 
thumb  pressed  together,  nimbly  from  my  right  haunch  to  my  left 
shoulder,  ''you  have  condescended  to  resume  the  paternal  arts  to 
which  you  were  first  bred — ^long  stitches,  ha,  Dick?" 

He  repelled  this  imlucky  conjecture  with  a  frown  and  a  pshaw, 
indicative  of  indignant  contempt,  and,  leading  me  into  another  room, 
showed  me,  resting  against  the  wall,  the  majestic  head  of  Sir  William 
Wallace,  grim  as  when  severed  from  the  trunk  by  the  orders  of  the 
felon  Edward. 

The  painting  was  executed  on  boards  of  a  substantial  thickness, 
and  the  top  decorated  with  irons,  for  suspending  the  honoured  efiSgy 
upon  a  sign-post. 

"There,''  he  said,  "my  Mend,  stands  the  honour  of  Scotland,  and 
my  shame — ^yet  not  so— rather  the  shame  of  those,  who,  instead  of 
encouraging  art  in  its  proper  sphere,  reduce  it  to  these  unbecoming 
and  unworthy  extremities." 

I  endeavoured  to  smooth  the  rufiied  feelings  of  my  misused  and 
indignant  Mend.  1  reminded  him  that  he  ought  not,  like  the  stag 
in  the  fiEible,  to  despise  the  quality  which  had  extricated  him  from 
difficulties,  in  which  his  talents,  as  a  portrait  or  landscape  painter, 
had  been  found  unavailing.  Above  all,  1  praised  the  execution,  as 
well  as  conception,  of  his  painting,  and  reminded  him  that,  far  from 
feeling  dishonoured  by  so  superb  a  specimen  of  his  talents  being 
exposed  to  the  general  view  of  the  public,  he  ought  rather  to  congra- 
tulate himself  upon  the  augmentation  of  his  celebrity,  to  which  its 
public  exhibition  must  necessarily  give  rise. 

**  You  are  right,  my  Mend — you  are  right,"  replied  poor  Dick,  his 
eye  kindling  with  enthusiasm ;  "  why  should  I  ahuii  \*l[i^  nasx^^  qH  «xl 
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— an" — (he  hesitated  for  a  phrase) — "  an  out-of-doors-artist  ?  Hogarth 
has  introduced  himself  in  that  character  in  one  of  his  best  engravings 
— Domenichino,  or  somebody  else,  in  ancient  times — Moreland  in 
our  own,  have  exercised  their  talents  in  this  manner.  And  where- 
fore limit  to  the  rich  and  higher  classes  alone  the  delight  which  the 
exhibition  of  works  of  art  is  calculated  to  inspire  into  all  classes  ] 
Statues  are  placed  in  the  open  air,  why  should  Painting  be  more 
niggardly  in  displaying  her  masterpieces  than  her  sister  Sculpture  ] 
And  yet,  my  friend,  we  must  part  suddenly;  the  carpenter  is  coming 
in  an  hour  to  put  up  the — the  emblem;  and  truly,  with  all  my 
philosophy,  and  your  consolatory  encouragement  to  boot,  I  would 
rather  wish  to  leaye  Gandercleugh  before  that  operation  commences/' 

We  partook  of  our  genial  host's  parting  banquet,  and  I  escorted 
Dick  on  his  walk  to  Edinburgh.  We  parted  about  a  mile  from  the 
village,  just  as  we  heard  the  distant  cheer  of  the  boys  which  accom- 
panied the  mounting  of  the  new  symbol  of  the  Wallace-Head.  Dick 
Tinto  mended  his  pace  to  get  out  of  hearing — so  little  had  either 
early  practice  or  recent  philosophy  reconciled  him  to  the  character  of 
a  sign-painter. 

In  Edinburgh  Dick's  talents  were  discovered  and  appreciated,  and 
he  received  dinners  and  hints  &om  several  distinguished  judges  of  the 
fine  arts.  But  these  gentlemen  dispensed  their  criticism  more  wil- 
lingly than  their  cash,  and  Dick  thought  he  needed  cash  more  than 
criticism.  He  therefore  sought  London,  the  universal  mart  of  talent, 
and  where,  as  is  usual  in  general  marts  of  most  descriptions,  much 
more  of  each  commodity  is  exposed  to  sale  than  can  ever  find 
purchasers. 

Dick,  who,  in  serious  earnest,  was  supposed  to  have  considerable 
natural  talents  for  his  profession,  and  whose  vain  and  sanguine 
disposition  never  permitted  him  to  doubt  for  a  moment  of  ultimate 
success,  threw  himself  headlong  into  the  crowd  which  jostled  and 
struggled  for  notice  and  preferment.  He  elbowed  others,  and  was 
elbowed  himself;  and  finally,  by  dint  of  intrepidity,  fought  his  way 
into  some  notice,  painted  for  the  prize  at  the  Institution,  had  pictures 
at  the  exhibition  at  Somerset  House,  and  damned  the  hanging  com- 
mittee. But  poor  Dick  was  doomed  to  lose  the  field  he  fought  so 
gallantly.  In  the  fine  arts  there  is  scarce  an  alternative  betwixt 
distinguished  success  and  absolute  £Edlure;  and  as  Dick's  zeal  and 
Industry  were  unable  to  ensure  the  first,  he  fell  into  the  distresses 
which,  in  his  condition,  were  the  natural  consequences  of  the  latter 
alternative.  He  was  for  a  time  patronised  by  one  or  two  of  those 
judicious  persons  who  make  a  virtue  of  being  singular,  and  of  pitching 
their  own  opinions  against  those  of  the  world  in  matters  of  taste  and 
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criticism.  But  they  soon  tiied  of  poor  Tinto,  and  laid  him  down  as 
a  load,  upon  the  principle  of  which  a  spoilt  child  throws  away  its 
plaything.  Misery,  I  fear,  took  him  up,  and  accompanied  him  to  a 
premature  grave,  to  which  he  was  carried  from  an  obscure  lodging  in 
Swallow-street,  where  he  had  been  dunned  by  his  landlady  within 
doorsy  and  watched  by  bailiffs  without,  until  death  came  to  his  relief. 
A  comer  of  the  Momvng  Post  noticed  his  death,  generously  adding 
that  his  manner  displayed  considerable  genius,  though  his  style  was 
rather  sketchy;  and  referred  to  an  advertisement,  which  announced 
that  Mr.  Yamish,  a  well-known  printseller,  had  still  on  hand  a  very 
few  drawings  and  paintings  by  Richard  Tinto,  Esquire,  which  those 
of  the  nobility  and  gentry,  who  might  wish  to  complete  their  collec- 
tions of  modern  art,  were  invited  to  visit  without  delay.  So  ended 
Dick  Tinto  !  a  lamentable  proof  of  the  great  truth  that  in  the  fine 
arts  mediocrity  is  not  permitted,  and  that  he  who  cannot  ascend  to  the 
very  top  of  the  ladder  will  do  well  not  to  put  his  foot  upon  it  at  all. 

The  memory  of  Tinto  is  dear  to  me,  from  the  recollection  of  the 
many  conversations  which  we  have  had  together,  most  of  them 
turning  upon  my  present  task.  He  was  delighted  with  my  progress, 
and  talked  of  an  ornamented  and  illustrated  edition,  with  heads, 
vignettes,  and  cuU  de  lampej  all  to  be  designed  by  his  own  patriotic 
and  friendly  pencil.  He  prevailed  upon  an  old  sergeant  of  invalids 
to  sit  to  him  in  the  character  of  Both  well,  the  Lifeguard's-man  of 
Charles  the  Second,  and  the  bellman  of  G^dercleugh  in  that  of 
David  Deans.  But  while  he  thus  proposed  to  unite  his  own  powers 
with  mine  for  the  iUu8tration  of  these  narratives,  he  mixed  many  a 
dose  of  salutary  criticism  with  the  panegyrics  which  my  composition 
was  at  times  so  fortunate  as  to  call  forth. 

"  Your  characters,"  he  said,  "  my  dear  Pattieson,  make  too  much 
use  of  the  gob  box;  they  patter  too  much"  (an  elegant  phraseology 
which  Dick  had  learned  while  painting  the  scenes  of  an  itinerant 
company  of  players) — "there  is  nothing  in  whole  pages  but  mere 
chat  and  dialogue." 

"The  ancient  philosopher,"  said  I  in  reply,  "was  wont  to  say, 
'  Speak,  that  I  may  know  thee ;'  and  how  is  it  possible  for  an  author 
to  introduce  his  personce  dramatis  to  his  readers  in  a  more  interesting 
and  effectual  manner  than  by  the  dialogue  in  which  each  is  repre- 
sented as  supporting  his  own  appropriate  character  ?" 

"  It  is  a  false  conclusion,"  said  Tinto ;  "  I  hate  it,  Peter,  as  I  hate 
an  unfilled  cann.  I  will  grant  you,  indeed,  that  speech  is  a  faculty 
of  some  value  in  the  intercourse  of  human  affairs,  and  I  will  not 
even  insist  on  the  doctrine  of  that  Pythagorean  toper  who  was  of 
opinion  that  over  a  bottle  speaking  spoiled  conversation.    Bu\i  1  ^'^ 
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not  allow  that  a  professor  of  tlie  fine  arts  has  occasion  to  embody  the 
idea  of  his  scene  in  language,  in  order  to  impress  upon  the  reader 
its  reality  and  its  effect  On  the  contrary,  I  will  be  judged  by  most 
of  your  readers,  Peter,  should  these  tales  ever  become  public,  whether 
you  have  not  given  us  a  page  of  talk  for  every  single  idea  which  two 
words  might  have  communicated,  while  the  posture,  and  manner,  and 
incident,  accurately  drawn,  and  brought  out  by  appropriate  colouring, 
would  have  preserved  all  that  was  worthy  of  preservation,  and  saved 
these  everlasting  said  he's  and  said  she's  with  which  it  has  been  your 
pleasure  to  encumber  your  pages." 

I  replied  'Hhat  he  confounded  the  operations  of  the  pencil  and  the 
pen ;  that  the  serene  and  silent  art,  as  painting  has  been  called  by  one 
of  our  first  living  poets,  necessarily  appealed  to  the  eye,  because  it  had 
not  the  organs  for  addressing  the  ear ;  whereas  poetry,  or  that  species 
of  composition  which  approached  to  it,  lay  under  the  necessity  of 
doing  absolutely  the  reverse,  and  addressed  itself  to  the  ear,  for  the 
purpose  of  exciting  that  interest  which  it  could  not  attain  through 
the  medium  of  the  eye." 

Dick  was  not  a  whit  staggered  by  my  argument,  which  he  contended 
was  founded  on  misrepresentation.  ''  Description,"  he  said,  "  was  to 
the  author  of  a  romance  exactly  what  drawing  and  tinting  were  to  a 
painter;  words  were  his  colours,  and,  if  properly  employed,  they 
could  not  fail  to  place  the  scene  which  he  wished  to  conjure  up  as 
effectually  before  the  mind's  eye  as  the  tablet  or  canvas  presents  it  to 
the  bodily  organ.  "The  same  rules,"  he  contended,  "applied  to 
both,  and  an  exuberance  of  dialogue  in  the  former  case  was  a  verbose 
and  laborious  mode  of  composition  which  went  to  confound  the 
proper  art  of  fictitious  narrative  with  that  of  the  drama,  a  widely 
different  species  of  composition,  of  which  dialogue  was  the  very 
essence,  because  all,  excepting  the  language  to  be  made  use  o^  was 
presented  to  the  eye  by  the  dresses,  and  persons,  and  actions  of  the 
performers  upon  the  stage.  But  as  nothing,"  said  Dick,  "can  be 
more  dull  than  a  long  narrative  written  upon  the  plan  of  a  drama, 
BO  where  you  have  approached  most  near  to  that  species  of  composi- 
tion, by  indulging  in  prolonged  scenes  of  mere  conversation,  the 
course  of  your  story  has  become  chill  and  constrained,  and  you  have 
lost  the  power  of  arresting  the  attention  and  exciting  the  imagination, 
in  which  upon  other  occasions  you  may  be  considered  as  having 
succeeded  tolerably  well. 

I  made  my  bow  in  requital  of  the  compliment,  which  was  probably 
thrown  in  by  way  of  placebo,  and  expressed  myself  willing  at  least 
to  make  one  trial  of  a  more  straightforward  style  of  composition, 
in  which  my  actors  should  do  more  and  say  less  than  in  my  former 
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attempts  of  tliis  kind.  Dick  gave  me  a  patronising  and  approving 
nody  and  observed  that,  finding  me  so  docile,  he  would  communicate, 
for  the  benefit  of  my  muse,  a  subject  which  he  had  studied  with  a 
view  to  his  own  art. 

**  The  story,"  he  said,  '*  was,  by  tradition,  affirmed  to  be  truth, 
although,  as  upwards  of  a  hundred  years  had  passed  away  since  the 
events  took  place,  some  doubts  upon  the  accuracy  of  all  the  particulars 
might  be  reasonably  entertained/' 

When  Dick  Tinto  had  thus  spoken,  he  rummaged  his  portfolio 
for  the  sketch  from  which  he  proposed  one  day  to  execute  a  picture 
of  fourteen  feet  by  eight.  The  sketch,  which  was  cleverly  executed, 
to  use  the  appropriate  phrase,  represented  an  ancient  hall,  fitted  up 
and  furnished  in  what  we  now  call  the  taste  of  Queen  Elizabeth's 
age.  The  light,  admitted  from  the  upper  part  of  a  high  casement, 
fell  upon  a  female  figure  of  exquisite  beauty,  who,  in  an  attitude  of 
speechless  terror,  appeared  to  watch  the  issue  of  a  debate  betwixt 
two  other  persons.  The  one  was  a  young  man,  in  the  Vandyke  dress 
common  to  the  time  of  Charles  I.,  who,  with  an  air  of  indignant 
pride,  testified  by  the  manner  in  which  he  raised  his  head  and 
extended  his  arm,  seemed  to  be  urging  a  claim  of  right,  rather  than 
of  favour,  to  a  lady  whose  age  and  some  resemblance  in  their  features 
pointed  her  out  as  the  mother  of  the  younger  female,  and  who 
appeared  to  listen  with  a  mixture  of  displeasure  and  impatience. 

Tinto  prodaced  his  sketch  with  an  air  of  mysterious  triumph,  and 
gazed  on  it  as  a  fond  parent  looks  upon  a  hopeful  child,  while  he 
anticipates  the  fnture  figure  he  is  to  make  in  the  world,  and  the 
height  to  which  he  will  raise  the  honour  of  his  family.  He  held  it 
at  arm's-length  from  me — ^he  held  it  closer — he  placed  it  upon  the 
top  of  a  chest  of  drawers,  closed  the  lower  shutters  of  the  casement, 
to  adjust  a  downright  and  favourable  light — ^fell  back  to  the  due 
distance,  dragging  me  after  him — shaded  his  face  with  his  hand,  as  if 
to  exclude  «dl  but  the  favourite  object — and  ended  by  spoiling  a 
child's  copy  book,  which  he  rolled  up  so  as  to  serve  for  the  darkened 
tube  of  an  amateur.  I  fancy  my  expressions  of  enthusiasm  had  not 
been  in  proportion  to  his  own,  for  he  presently  exclaimed  with  vehe- 
mence, "  Mr.  Pattieson,  I  used  to  think  you  had  an  eye  in  your  head." 

I  vindicated  my  claim  to  the  usual  allowance  of  visual  organs. 

"Yet,  on  my  honour,"  said  Dick,  "I  would  swear  you  had  been 
bom  blind,  since  you  have  failed  at  the  first  glance  to  discover  the 
subject  and  meaning  of  that  sketch.  I  do  not  mean  to  praise  my 
own  performance,  I  leave  these  arts  to  others ;  I  am  sensible  of  my 
deficiencies,  conscious  that  my  drawing  and  colouring  may  be  im- 
proved by  the  time  I  intend  to  dedicate  to'  the  ait.    But  t\i^  cxm.c/^'^- 
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tion — the  expressioQ — the  podtiona — these  tell  the  stoiy  to  every  one 
who  lookfi  at  the  sketch ;  and  if  I  can  flniah  the  picture  without 
dimijiiitioii  at  the  onginal  conception,  the  name  of  Tinto  shall  no 
more  be  smothered  by  the  mists  of  envy  and  intrigae." 

I  replied,  "That  I  admired  the  sketch  exceedingly;  but  that  to 
nndenrtand  its  full  merit,  I  felt  it  absolately  necessary  to  be  informed 
of  the  subject." 

"That  ia  the  very  thmg  I  complain  of, 'answered  Tmto  "you 
have  accustomed  yourself  so  much  to  these  creeping  twibght  details 
of  youra,  that  you  are  become  incapable  of  receiving  that  instant  and 
vivid  flash  of  conviction  which  darts  on  the  mind  from  seeing  the 


happy  and  eipresdve  combinations  of  a  single  scene,  and  which 
gathers  from  the  position,  attitude,  and  countenance  of  the  moment, 
not  only  the  history  of  the  past  lives  of  the  personages  represented, 
and  the  nature  of  the  badness  on  which  they  are  immediately 
engaged,  but  lifts  even  the  veil  of  futurity,  and  affordsa  shrewd  gneas 
at  their  future  fortunes," 

"  Id  that  case,"  replied  1,  "  Fainting  exceb  the  Ape  of  the  renowned 
Oines  de  Passamont,  which  only  meddled  with  the  past  and  the 
present — nay,  she  excels  that  very  Nature  who  affords  her  subjects; 
for  I  protest  to  you,  Dick,  that  were  I  permitted  to  peep  into  that 
Elizabeth-chamber,  and  see  the  persona  you  have  sketched  conversing 
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in  flesh  and  blood,  I  should  not  be  a  jot  nearer  guessing  the  nature 
of  their  business  than  I  am  at  this  moment  while  looking  at  your 
sketch.  Only  generally,  from  the  languishing  look  of  the  young 
lady,  and  the  care  you  have  taken  to  present  a  very  handsome  leg  on 
the  part  of  the  gentleman,  I  presume  there  is  some  reference  to  a  love 
affair  between  them." 

''Do  you  really  presume  to  form  such  a  bold  conjecture?"  said 
Tinto.  "  And  the  indignant  earnestness  with  which  you  see  the  man 
urge  his  suit — the  unresisting  and  passive  despair  of  the  younger 
femade — ^the  stem  air  of  inflexible  determination  in  the  elder  woman, 
whose  looks  express  at  once  consciousness  that  she  is  acting  wrong, 
and  a  firm  determination  to  persist  in  the  course  she  has  adopted " 

"  If  her  looks  express  all  this,  my  dear  Tinto,"  replied  I,  inter- 
rupting him,  "  your  pencil  rivals  the  dramatic  art  of  Mr.  Puff  in  the 
Critic,  who  crammed  a  whole  complicated  sentence  into  the  expres- 
sive shake  of  Lord  Burleigh's  head." 

"My  good  friend,  Peter,"  replied  Tinto,  "I  observe  you  are 
perfectly  incorrigible ;  however,  I  have  compassion  on  your  dulness, 
and  am  unwilling  you  should  be  deprived  of  the  pleasure  of  under- 
standing my  picture,  and  of  gaining,  at  the  same  time,  a  subject  for 
your  own  pen.  You  must  know  then,  last  summer,  while  I  was 
taking  sketches  on  the  coast  of  East  Lothian  and  Berwickshire,  I  was 
seduced  into  the  mountains  of  Lammermoor  by  the  account  I  received 
of  some  remains  of  antiquity  in  that  district.  Those  with  which  I 
was  most  struck  were  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  castle  in  which  that 
Elizabeth-chamber,  as  you  call  it,  once  existed.  I  resided  for  two  or 
three  days  at  a  farm-house  in  the  neighbourhood,  where  the  aged 
good-wife  was  well  acquainted  with  the  history  of  the  castle,  and  the 
events  which  hadtaken  place  in  it.  One  of  these  was  of  a  nature  so 
interesting  and  singular,  that  my  attention  was  divided  between  my 
wish  to  draw  the  old  ruins  in  landscape,  and  to  represent,  in  a 
history-piece,  the  singular  events  which  have  taken  place  in  it.  Here 
are  my  notes  of  the  tale,"  said  poor  Dick,  handing  a  parcel  of  loose 
scraps,  partly  scratched  over  with  his  pencil,  partly  with  his  pen, 
where  outlines  of  caricatures,  sketches  of  turrets,  mills,  old  gables, 
dovecots,  disputed  the  ground  with  his  written  memoranda. 

I  proceeded,  however,  to  decipher  the  substance  of  the  manuscript 
as  well  as  I  could,  and  wove  it  into  the  following  tale,  in  which, 
following  in  part,  though  not  entirely,  my  friend  Tinto's  advice,  I 
endeavoured  to  render  my  narrative  rather  descriptive  than  dramatic. 
My  favourite  propensity,  however,  has  at  times  overcome  me,  and  my 
persons,  like  many  others  in  this  talking  world,  speak  now  and  then 
a  great  deal  more  than  they  act. 
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CHAPTER        II. 

Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  that  wluch  we  haye ; 
'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled, 
Being  opposites  of  such  repairing  nature. 

Secovd  Part  of  Hewry  VL 

In  the  gorge  of  a  pass  or  mountain  glen,  ascending  from  the  fertile 
plains  of  East  Lothian,  there  stood  in  former  times  an  extensive 
castle,  of  which  only  the  ruins  are  now  visible.  Its  ancient  pro- 
prietors were  a  race  of  powerful  and  warlike  barons,  who  bore  the 
same  name  with  the  castle  itself,  which  was  Bavenswood.  Their 
line  extended  to  a  remote  period  of  antiquity,  and  they  had  inter- 
married with  the  Douglasses,  Humes,  Swintons,  Hays,  and  other 
families  of  power  and  distinction  in  the  same  country.  Their  history 
was  frequently  involved  in  that  of  Scotland  itself,  in  whose  annals 
their  feats  are  recorded.  The  Castle  of  Bavenswood,  occupying,  and 
in  some  measure  conmianding,  a  pass  betwixt  Berwickshire  or  the 
Merse,  as  the  south-eastern  province  of  Scotland  is  termed,  and  the 
Lothians,  was  of  importance  both  in  times  of  foreign  war  and 
domestic  discord.  It  was  frequently  besieged  with  ardour  and 
defended  with  obstinacy,  and,  of  course,  its  owners  played  a  con- 
spicuous part  in  story.  But  their  house  had  its  revolutions,  like  all 
sublunary  things;  it  became  greatly  declined  from  its  splendour 
about  the  middle  of  the  17th  century;  and  towards  the  period  of  the 
Bevolution,  the  last  proprietor  of  Bavenswood  Castle  saw  himself 
compelled  to  part  with  the  ancient  family  seat  and  to  remove  himself 
to  a  lonely  and  sea-beaten  tower  which,  situated  on  the  bleak  shores 
between  Saint  Abb's  Head  and  the  village  of  Eyemouth,  looked  out 
on  the  lonely  and  boisterous  German  Ocean.  A  black  domain  of 
wild  pasture-land  surrounded  their  new  residence,  and  formed  the 
remains  of  their  property. 

Lord  Bavenswood,  the  heir  of  this  ruined  family,  was  far  from 
bending  his  mind  to  his  new  condition  of  life.  In  the  civil  war  of 
1689,  he  had  espoused  the  sinking  side,  and  although  he  had  escaped 
without  the  forfeiture  of  life  or  land,  his  blood  had  been  attainted, 
and  his  title  abolished.  He  was  now  called  Lord  Bavenswood  only 
in  courtesy. 

This  forfeited  nobleman  inherited  the  pride  and  turbulence, 
though  not  the  fortune  of  his  house,  and,  as  he  imputed  the  final 
declension  of  his  family  to  a  particular  individual,  he  honoured  that 
person  with  Ms  full  portion  of  hatred.  This  was  the  very  man  who 
had  now  become,  by  purchase,  proprietor  of  Bavenswood,  and  the 
domains  of  which  the  heir  of  the  house  now  stood  dispossessed.    He 
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was  descended  of  a  feunily  much  less  ancient  than  that  of  Lord 
Bavenswood,  and  which  had  only  risen  to  wealth  and  political 
importance  during  the  great  civil  wars.  He  himself  had  been  bred 
to  the  bar,  and  had  held  high  offices  in  the  state,  maintaining  through 
life  the  character  of  a  skilful  fisher  in  the  troubled  waters  of  a  state 
divided  by  factions  and  governed  by  delegated  authority;  and  of  one 
who  contrived  to  amass  considerable  sums  of  money  in  a  country 
where  there  was  but  little  to  be  gathered,  and  who  equally  knew  the 
value  of  wealth,  and  the  various  means  of  augmenting  it,  and  using 
it  as  an  engine  of  increasing  his  power  and  influence. 

Thus  qualified  and  gifted,  he  was  a  dangerous  antagonist  to  the 
fierce  and  imprudent  Bavenswood.  Whether  he  had  given  him 
good  cause  for  the  enmity  with  which  the  Baron  regarded  him,  was 
a  point  on  which  men  spoke  differently.  Some  said  the  quarrel  arose 
merely  from  the  vindictive  spirit  and  envy  of  Lord  Bavenswood,  who 
could  not  patiently  behold  another,  though  by  just  and  fair  purchase, 
become  the  proprietor  of  the  estate  and  castle  of  his  forefathers.  But 
the  greater  part  of  the  public,  prone  to  slander  the  wealthy  in  their 
absence  as  to  flatter  them  in  their  presence,  held  a  less  charitable 
opinion.  They  said  that  the  Lord  Keeper  (for  to  this  height  Sir 
William  Ashton  had  ascended)  had,  previous  to  the  final  purchase  of 
the  estate  of  Bavenswood,  been  concerned  in  extensive  pecuniary 
transactions  with  the  former  proprietor ;  and,  rather  intimating  what 
was  probable  than  affirming  anything  positively,  they  asked  which 
party  was  likely  to  have  the  advantage  in  stating  and  enforcing  the 
claims  arising  out  of  these  complicated  affairs,  and  more  than  hinted 
the  advantages  which  the  cool  lawyer  and  able  politician  must 
necessarily  possess  over  the  hot,  fiery,  and  imprudent  character  whom 
he  had  involved  in  legal  toils  and  pecuniary  snares. 

The  character  of  the  times  aggravated  these  suspicions.  "  In  those 
days  there  was  no  king  in  Israel.''  Since  the  departure  of  James  VI. 
to  assume  the  richer  and  more  powerful  crown  of  England,  there 
had  existed  in  Scotland  contending  parties,  formed  among  the 
aristocracy,  by  whom,  as  their  intrigues  at  the  court  of  St.  James's 
chanced  to  prevail,  the  delegated  powers  of  sovereignty  were  alter- 
nately swayed.  The  evils  attending  upon  this  system  of  government 
resemble  those  which  afflict  the  tenants  of  an  Irish  estate  the  pro- 
perty of  an  absentee.  There  was  no  supreme  power,  claiming  and 
possessing  a  general  interest  with  the  community  at  large,  to  whom 
the  oppressed  might  appeal  from  subordinate  tyranny  either  for 
justice  or  for  mercy.  Let  a  monarch  be  as  indolent,  as  selfish,  as 
much  disposed  to  arbitrary  power  as  he  will,  still,  in  a  free  country, 
his  own  interests  are  so  clearly  connected  with  those  of  thft  '^\x\Ai^  «X 
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large,  and  the  evil  consequences  to  his  own  authority  are  so  obvious 
and  imminent  when  a  different  course  is  pursued,  that  common 
policy  as  well  as  common  feeling  point  to  the  equal  distribution  of 
justice,  and  to  the  establishment  of  the  throne  in  righteousness.  Thus, 
even  sovereigns  remarkable  for  usurpation  and  tyranny  have  been 
found  rigorous  in  the  administration  of  justice  among  their  subjects 
in  cases  where  their  own  power  and  passions  were  not  compromised. 
It  is  very  different  when  the  powers  of  sovereignty  are  delegated  to 
the  head  of  an  aristocratic  faction,  rivalled  and  pressed  closely  in  the 
race  of  ambition  by  an  adverse  leader.  His  brief  and  precarious 
enjoyment  of  power  must  be  employed  in  rewarding  his  partisans,  in 
extending  his  influence,  in  oppressing  and  crushing  Ms  adversaries. 
Even  Abou  Hassan,  the  most  disinterested  of  all  viceroys,  forgot  not, 
during  his  caliphate  of  one  day,  to  send  a  doucev/r  of  one  thousand 
pieces  of  gold  to  his  own  household ;  and  the  Scottish  vicegerents, 
raised  to  power  by  the  strength  of  their  faction,  failed  not  to  embrace 
the  same  means  of  rewarding  them. 

The  administration  of  justice,  in  particular,  was  infected  by  the 
most  gross  partiality.  A  case  of  importance  scarcely  occurred  in 
which  there  was  not  some  ground  for  bias  or  partiality  on  the  part 
of  the  judges,  who  were  so  little  able  to  withstand  the  temptation 
that  the  adage,  ''  Show  me  the  man,  and  I  will  show  you  the  law," 
became  as  prevalent  as  it  was  scandalous.  One  corruption  led  the 
way  to  others  still  more  gross  and  profligate.  The  judge  who  lent 
his  sacred  authority  in  one  case  to  support  a  friend  and  in  another 
to  crush  an  enemy,  and  whose  decisions  were  founded  on  family 
connexions  or  political  relations,  could  not  be  supposed  inaccessible 
to  direct  personal  motives;  and  the  purse  of  the  wealthy  was  too 
often  believed  to  be  thrown  into  the  scale  to  weigh  down  the  cause 
of  the  poor  litigant.  The  subordinate  officers  of  the  law  affected 
little  scruple  concerning  bribery.  Pieces  of  plate  and  bags  of  money 
were  sent  in  presents  to  the  king's  counsel  to  influence  their  conduct, 
and  poured  forth,  says  a  contemporary  writer,  like  billets  of  wood 
upon  their  floors,  without  even  the  decency  of  concealment. 

In  such  times,  it  was  not  over  uncharitable  to  suppose  that  the 
statesman,  practised  in  courts  of  law,  and  a  powerful  member  of  a 
triumphant  cabal,  might  find  and  use  means  of  advantage  over  Ms 
less  skilful  and  less  favoured  adversary;  and  if  it  had  been  supposed 
that  Sir  William  Ashton's  conscience  had  been  too  delicate  to  profit 
by  these  advantages,  it  was  believed  that  his  ambition  and  desire  of 
extending  his  wealth  and  consequence  found  as  strong  a  stimulus  in 
the  exhortations  of  Ms  ladv  as  the  daring  aim  of  Macbeth  in  the  days 
of  yore. 
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Lady  Ashton  was  of  a  family  more  distinguished  than  that  of  her 
lord,  an  advantage  which  she  did  not  fail  to  use  to  the  uttermost 
in  maintaining  and  extending  her  husband's  influence  over  others, 
and,  unless  she  was  greatly  belied,  her  own  over  him.  She  had 
been  beautiful,  and  was  stately  and  majestic  in  her  appearance. 
Endowed  by  nature  with  strong  powers  and  violent  passions, 
experience  had  taught  her  to  employ  the  one  and  to  conceal,  if  not  to 
moderate,  the  other.  She  was  a  severe  and  strict  observer  of  the 
external  forms,  at  least,  of  devotion;  her  hospitality  was  splendid, 
even  to  ostentation;  her  address  and  manners,  agreeable  to  the 
pattern  most  valued  in  Scotland  at  the  period,  were  grave,  dignified, 
and  severely  regulated  by  the  rules  of  etiquette.  Her  character  had 
always  been  beyond  the  breath  of  slander.  And  yet,  with  all  these 
qualities  to  excite  respect.  Lady  Ashton  was  seldom  mentioned  in 
the  terms  of  love  or  affection.  Interest — the  interest  of  her  family, 
if  not  her  own — seemed  too  obviously  the  motive  of  her  actions ;  and 
where  this  is  the  case,  the  sharp-judging  and  malignant  public  are 
not  easily  imposed  upon  by  outward  show.  It  was  seen  and  ascer- 
tained that,  in  her  most  graceful  courtesies  and  compliments,  Lady 
Ashton  no  more  lost  sight  of  her  object  than  the  falcon  in  his  airy 
wheel  turns  his  quick  eyes  from  his  destined  quarry;  and  hence, 
something  of  doubt  and  suspicion  qualified  the  feelings  with  which 
her  equals  received  her  attentions.  With  her  inferiors  these  feelings 
were  mingled  with  fear — an  impression  useful  to  her  purposes,  so  far 
as  it  enforced  compliance  with  her  requests  and  implicit  obedience 
to  her  commands,  but  detrimental,  because  it  cannot  exist  with 
affection  or  regard. 

Even  her  husband,  it  is  said,  upon  whose  fortunes  her  talents  and 
address  had  produced  such  emphatic  influence,  regarded  her  with 
respectful  awe  rather  than  confiding  attachment;  and  report  said, 
there  were  times  when  he  considered  his  grandeur  as  dearly  purchased 
at  the  expense  of  domestic  thraldom.  Of  this,  however,  much  might 
be  suspected,  but  little  could  be  accurately  known;  Lady  Ashton 
regarded  the  honour  of  her  husband  as  her  own,  and  was  well  aware 
how  much  that  would  suffer  in  the  public  eye  should  he  appear  a 
vassal  to  his  wife.  In  all  her  arguments,  his  opinion  was  quoted  as 
infallible;  his  taste  was  appealed  to,  and  his  sentiments  received, 
with  the  air  of  deference  which  a  dutiful  wife  might  seem  to  owe  to 
a  husband  of  Sir  William  Ashton's  rank  and  character.  But  there 
was  something  under  all  this  which  rung  false  and  hollow ;  and  to 
those  who  watched  this  couple  with  close  and  perhaps  malicious 
scrutiny,  it  seemed  evident  that,  in  the  haughtiness  of  a  firmer 
character,  higher  birth,  and  more  decided  views  o£  aggcau^^m&TiX.) 
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the  lady  looked  with  some  contempt  on  her  husband,  and  that  he 
regarded  her  with  jealous  fear  rather  than  with  love  or  admiration. 

Still,  however,  the  leading  and  favourite  interests  of  Sir  William 
Ashton  and  his  lady  were  the  same,  and  they  failed  not  to  work  in 
concert,  although  without  cordiality,  and  to  testify,  in  all  exterior 
circumstances,  that  respect  for  each  other  which  they  were  aware  was 
necessary  to  secure  that  of  the  public. 

Their  union  was  crowned  with  several  children,  of  whom  three 
survived.  One,  the  eldest  son,  was  absent  on  his  travels;  the 
second,  a  girl  of  seventeen,  and  the  third,  a  boy  about  three  years 
younger,  resided  with  their  parents  in  Edinburgh  during  the  sessions 
of  the  Scottish  Parliament  and  Privy  Council,  at  other  times  in  the 
old  Gothic  castle  of  Eavenswood,  to  which  the  Lord  Keeper  had  made 
large  additions  in  the  style  of  the  seventeenth  century. 

Allan  Lord  Ravenswood,  the  late  proprietor  of  that  ancient  mansion 
and  the  large  estate  annexed  to  it,  continued  for  some  time  to  wage 
ineffectual  war  with  his  successor  concerning  various  points  to  which 
their  former  transactions  had  given  rise,  and  which  were  successively 
determined  in  favour  of  the  wealthy  and  powerful  competitor  until 
death  closed  the  litigation  by  summoning  Bavenswood  to  a  higher 
bar.  The  thread  of  life,  which  had  been  long  wasting,  gave  way 
during  a  fit  of  violent  and  impotent  fury,  with  which  he  was  assailed 
on  receiving  the  news  of  the  loss  of  a  cause,  founded,  perhaps,  rather 
in  equity  than  in  law,  the  last  which  he  had  maintained  against  his 
powerful  antagonist.  His  son  witnessed  his  dying  agonies,  and 
heard  the  curses  which  he  breathed  against  his  adversary  as  if  they 
had  conveyed  to  him  a  legacy  of  vengeance.  Other  circumstances 
happened  to  exasperate  a  passion  which  was,  and  had  long  been,  a 
prevalent  vice  in  the  Scottish  disposition. 

It  was  a  November  morning,  and  the  cliffs  which  overlooked  the 
ocean  were  hung  with  thick  and  heavy  mist,  when  the  portals  of  the 
ancient  and  half-ruinous  tower,  in  which  Lord  Ravenswood  had  spent 
th«  last  and  troubled  years  of  his  life,  opened,  that  his  mortal  remains 
might  pass  forward  to  an  abode  yet  more  dreary  and  lonely.  The 
pomp  of  attendance,  to  which  the  deceased  had,  in  his  latter  years, 
been  a  stranger,  was  revived  as  he  was  about  to  be  consigned  to  the 
realms  of  forgetfulness. 

Banner  after  banner,  with  the  various  devices  and  coats  of  this 
ancient  family  and  its  connexions,  followed  each  other  in  mournful 
procession  from  under  the  low-browed  archway  of  the  courtyard. 
The  principal  gentry  of  the  country  attended  in  the  deepest  mourn- 
ing, and  tempered  the  pace  of  their  long  train  of  horses  to  the  solemn 
march  befitting  the  occasion.     Trumpets,  with  banners  of  crape 
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attached  to  them,  sent  forth  their  long  and  melancholy  notes  to 
regulate  the  movements  of  the  procession.  An  immense  train  of 
inferior  mourners  and  menials  closed  the  rear,  which  had  not  yet 
issued  from  the  castle-gate  when  the  van  had  reached  the  chapel 
where  the  body  was  to  be  deposited. 

Contrary  to  the  custom,  and  even  to  the  law  of  the  time,  the  body 
was  met  by  a  priest  of  the  Scottish  Episcopal  communion,  arrayed  in 
his  surplice,  and  prepared  to  read  over  the  coffin  of  the  deceased  the 
funeral  service  of  the  church.  Such  had  been  the  desire  of  Lord 
Bavenswood  in  his  last  illness,  and  it  was  readily  complied  with  by 
the  Toiy  gentlemen  or  cavaliers,  as  they  affected  to  style  themselves, 
in  which  fieustion  most  of  his  kinsmen  were  enrolled.  The  presby- 
terian  church-judicatory  of  the  bounds,  considering  the  ceremony  as 
a  bravading  insult  upon  their  authority,  had  applied  to  the  Lord 
Keeper,  as  the  nearest  privy  councillor,  for  a  warrant  to  prevent  its 
being  carried  into  effect ;  so  that,  when  the  clergyman  had  opened 
his  prayer-book,  an  officer  of  the  law,  supported  by  some  armed  men, 
commanded  him  to  be  silent.  An  insult  which  fired  the  whole 
assembly  with  indignation  was  particularly  and  instantly  resented 
by  the  only  son  of  the  deceased,  Edgar,  popularly  called  the  Master 
of  Bavenswood,  a  youth  of  about  twenty  years  of  age.  He  clapped 
his  hand  on  his  sword,  and,  bidding  the  official  person  to  desist  at 
his  peril  from  feurther  interruption,  commanded  the  clergyman  to 
proceed.  The  man  attempted  to  enforce  his  commission,  but  as  a 
hundred  swords  at  once  glittered  in  the  air,  he  contented  himself 
with  protesting  against  the  violence  which  had  been  offered  to  him 
in  the  execution  of  his  duty,  and  stood  aloo^  a  sullen  and  moody 
spectator  of  the  ceremonial,  muttering  as  one  who  should  say, ''  You  'U 
rue  the  day  that  clogs  me  with  this  answer/' 

The  scene  was  worthy  of  an  artisf  s  penciL  Under  the  very  arch 
of  the  house  of  death,  the  clergyman,  affrighted  at  the  scene,  and 
trembling  for  his  own  safety,  hastily  and  unwillingly  rehearsed  the 
solemn  service  of  the  church,  and  spoke  dust  to  dust  and  ashes  to 
ashes,  over  ruined  pride  and  decayed  prosperity.  Around  stood  the 
relations  of  the  deceased,  their  countenances  more  in  anger  than  in 
sorrow,  and  the  drawn  swords  which  they  brandished  forming  a 
violent  contrast  with  their  deep  mourning  habits.  In  the  countenance 
of  the  young  man  alone,  resentment  seemed  for  the  moment  over- 
powered by  the  deep  agony  with  which  he  beheld  his  nearest  and 
almost  his  only  friend  consigned  to  the  tomb  of  his  ancestry.  A 
.  relative  observed  him  turn  deadly  pale  when,  all  rites  being  now  duly 
observed,  it  became  the  duty  of  the  chief  mourner  to  lower  down  into 
the  chamel  vault,  where  mouldering  coffins  showed  tii^  \a\X^t^ 
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velvet  and  decayed  platuig,  the  head  of  the  corpse  which  was  to  be 
their  partner  in  corruption.  He  stepped  to  the  youth  and  offered  his 
assistance,  which,  by  a  mute  motion,  Edgar  Bavenswood  rejected. 
Firmly,  and  without  a  tear,  he  performed  that  last  duty.  The  stone 
was  laid  on  the  sepulchre,  the  door  of  the  aisle  was  locked,  and  the 
youth  took  possession  of  its  massive  key. 

Ab  the  crowd  left  the  chapel  he  paused  on  the  steps  which  led  to 
its  Gk)thic  chanceL  ^*  Gentlemen  and  friends,''  he  said,  '^you  have 
this  day  done  no  common  duty  to  the  body  of  your  deceased  kinsman. 
The  rites  of  due  observance,  which  in  other  countries  are  allowed  as 
the  due  of  the  meanest  Christian,  would  this  day  have  been  denied  to 
the  body  of  your  relative — ^not  certainly  sprung  of  the  meanest  house 
in  Scotland — ^had  it  not  been  assured  to  him  by  your  courage.  Others 
bury  their  dead  in  sorrow  and  tears,  in  silence  and  in  reverence ;  our 
funeral  rites  are  marred  by  the  intrusion  of  bailiffis  and  ruffians,  and 
our  grief — the  grief  due  to  our  departed  friend — is  chased  from  our 
cheeks  by  the  glow  of  just  indignation.  But  it  is  well  that  I  know 
from  what  quiver  this  arrow  has  come  forth.  It  was  only  he  that 
dug  the  grave  who  could  have  the  mean  cruelty  to  disturb  the 
obsequies ;  and  Heaven  do  as  much  to  me  and  more,  if  I  requite  not 
to  this  man  and  his  house  the  ruin  and  disgrace  he  has  brought  on 
me  and  mine  1'' 

A  numerous  part  of  the  assembly  applauded  this  speech,  as  the 
spirited  expression  of  just  resentment;  but  the  more  cool  and 
judicious  regretted  that  it  had  been  uttered.  The  fortunes  of  the 
heir  of  Bavenswood  were  too  low  to  brave  the  farther  hostility  which 
they  imagined  these  open  expressions  of  resentment  must  necessarily 
provoke.  Their  apprehensions,  however,  proved  groundless,  at  least 
in  the  immediate  consequences  of  this  afl^Edr. 

The  mourners  returned  to  the  tower,  there,  according  to  a  custom 
but  recently  abolished  in  Scotland,  to  carouse  deep  healths  to  the 
memory  of  the  deceased,  to  make  the  house  of  sorrow  ring  with 
sounds  of  joviality  and  debauch,  and  to  diminish,  by  the  expense  of 
a  large  and  profuse  entertainment,  the  limited  revenues  of  the  heir 
of  him  whose  funeral  they  thus  strangely  honoured.  It  was  the 
custom,  however,  and  on  the  present  occasion  it  was  fully  observed. 
The  tables  swam  in  wine,  the  populace  feasted  in  the  courtyard,  the 
yeomen  in  the  kitchen  and  buttery;  and  two  years'  rent  of  Eavens- 
wood's  remaining  property  hardly  defrayed  the  charge  of  the  funeral 
revel.  The  wine  did  its  office  on  all  but  the  Master  of  Bavenswood, 
a  title  which  he  still  retained,  though  forfeiture  had  attached  to  that 
of  hifl  father.  He,  while  passing  around  the  cup  which  he  himself 
did  not  taste,  soon  listened  to  a  thousand  exclamations  against  the 
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Lord  Keeper,  and  passionate  protestations  of  attachment  to  himself 
and  to  the  honour  of  his  house.  He  listened  with  dark  and  sullen 
blow  to  ebullitions  which  he  considered  justly  as  equally  evanescent 
with  the  crimson  bubbles  on  the  brink  of  the  goblet,  or  at  least  with 
the  vapours  which  its  contents  excited  in  the  brains  of  the  revellers 
around  him. 

Wben  the  last  flask  was  emptied  they  took  their  leave,  with  deep 
protestations — ^to  be  forgotten  on  the  morrow,  if,  indeed,  those  who 
made  them  should  not  think  it  necessary  for  their  safety  to  make  a 
more  solemn  retractation. 

Accepting  their  adieus  with  an  air  of  contempt  which  he  could 
scarce  conceal,  Bavenswood  at  length  beheld  Ms  ruinous  habitation 
cleared  of  this  confluence  of  riotous  guests,  and  returned  to  the 
deserted  hall,  which  now  appeared  doubly  lonely  from  the  cessation 
of  the  clamour  to  which  it  had  so  lately  echoed.  But  its  space  was 
peopled  by  phantoms,  which  the  imagination  of  the  young  heir 
conjured  up  before  him — the  tarnished  honour  and  degraded  fortunes 
of  his  house,  the  destruction  of  Ms  own  hopes,  and  the  triumph  of 
that  feunily  by  whom  they  had  been  ruined.  To  a  mind  naturally  of 
a  gloomy  cast  here  was  ample  room  for  meditation,  and  the  musings 
of  young  Bavenswood  were  deep  and  unwitnessed. 

The  peasant  who  shows  the  ruins  of  the  tower,  which  still  crown 
the  beetling  cliff  and  behold  the  war  of  the  waves,  though  no  more 
tenanted  save  by  the  sea-mew  and  cormorant,  even  yet  affirms,  that 
on  this  fatal  night  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  by  the  bitter  exclama- 
tions of  his  despair,  evoked  some  evH  flend,  under  whose  malignant 
influence  the  future  tissue  of  incidents  was  woven,  Alas !  what  flend 
can  suggest  more  desperate  counsels  than  those  adopted  under  the 
guidance  pf  our  own  violent  and  unresisted  passions  ] 


CHAPTEE     III. 

Over  Gods  forebode,  then  said  the  King, 
That  thou  shouldst  shoot  at  me. 

WiUiam  Bell,  Clvm.  o'  the  Cletigh,  <Ssc. 
On  the  morning  after  the  funeral  the  legal  officer,  whose  authority 
had  been  found  insufficient  to  effect  an  interruption  of  the  funeral 
solemnities  of  the  late  Lord  Bavenswood,  hastened  to  state  before 
the  Keeper  the  resistance  wMch  he  had  met  with  in  the  execution  of 
his  office. 

The  statesman  was  seated  in  a  spacious  library,  once  a  banqueting- 
loom  in  the  old  Castle  of  Bavenswood,  as  was  evident  tcoTXi.  \&i!^ 
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armorial  insignia  still  displayed  on  the  carved  roof^  which  was 
vaulted  with  Spanish  chestnut,  and  on  the  stained  glass  of  the  case- 
ment, through  which  gleamed  a  dim  yet  rich  light  on  the  long  rows  of 
shelves,  bending  under  the  weight  of  legal  commentators  and  monkish 
historians,  whose  ponderous  volumes  formed  the  chief  and  most 
valued  contents  of  a  Scottish  historian  of  the  period.  On  the  massive 
oaken  table  and  reading-desk  lay  a  confused  mass  of  letters,  petitions, 
and  parchments ;  to  toil  amongst  which  was  the  pleasure  at  once  and 
the  plague  of  Sir  William  Ashton's  life.  His  appearance  was  grave 
and  even  noble,  well  becoming  one  who  held  a  high  office  in  the  state ; 
and  it  was  not,  save  after  long  and  intimate  conversation  with  him 
upon  topics  of  pressing  and  personal  interest,  that  a  stranger  could 
have  discovered  something  vacillating  and  uncertain  in  his  resolu- 
tions; an  infirmity  of  purpose,  arising  from  a  cautious  and  timid 
disposition ;  which,  as  he  was  conscious  of  its  internal  influence  on 
his  mind,  he  was,  from  pride  as  well  as  policy,  most  anxious  to 
conceal  from  others. 

He  listened  with  great  apparent  composure  to  an  exaggerated 
account  of  the  tumult  which  had  taken  place  at  the  funeral,  of  the 
contempt  thrown  on  his  own  authority,  and  that  of  the  church  and 
state;  nor  did  he  seem  moved  even  by  the  fiEdthful  report  of  the 
insulting  and  threatening  language  which  had  been  uttered  by  young 
Bavenswood  and  others,  and  obviously  directed  against  himsel£  He 
heard,  also,  what  the  man  had  been  able  to  collect,  in  a  very  distorted 
and  aggravated  shape,  of  the  toasts  which  had  been  drunk,  and  the 
menaces  uttered,  at  the  subsequent  entertainment.  In  fine,  he  made 
careful  notes  of  all  these  particulars,  and  of  the  names  of  the  persons 
by  whom,  in  case  of  need,  an  accusation,  founded  upon  these  violent 
proceedings,  could  be  witnessed  and  made  good,  and  dismissed  his 
informer,  secure  that  he  was  now  master  of  the  remaining  fortune, 
and  even  of  the  personal  liberty,  of  young  Bavenswood. 

When  the  door  had  closed  upon  the  officer  of  the  law,  the  Lord 
Keeper  remained  for  a  moment  in  deep  meditation ;  then,  starting 
from  his  seat,  paced  the  apartment  as  one  about  to  take  a  sudden  and 
energetic  resolution.  ''  Young  Bavenswood,''  he  muttered,  ^  is  now 
mine — ^he  is  my  own — he  has  placed  himself  in  my  hand,  and  he 
shall  bend  or  break.  I  have  not  forgot  the  determined  and  dogged 
obstinacy  with  which  Ms  father  fought  every  point  to  the  last, 
resisted  every  effort  at  compromise,  embroiled  me  in  lawsuits,  and 
attempted  to  assail  my  character  when  he  could  not  otherwise  impugn 
my  rights.  This  boy  he  has  left  behind  him — this  Edgar— this  hot- 
headed, hair-brained  fool,  has  wrecked  his  vessel  before  she  has 
cleared  the  harbour.    I  must  see  that  he  gains  no  advantage  of  some 
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taming  tide  which  may  again  float  him  off.  These  memoranda, 
properly  stated  to  the  Privy  Council,  cannot  but  be  construed  into 
an  aggravated  riot,  in  which  the  dignity  both  of  the  civil  and  eccle- 
siastical authorities  stand  committed.  A  heavy  flne  might  be  imposed; 
an  order  for  committing  him  to  Edinburgh  or  Blackness  Castle  seems 
not  improper ;  even  a  charge  of  treason  might  be  laid  on  many  of 
these  words  and  expressions,  though  Gk>d  forbid  I  should  prosecute 
the  matter  to  that  extent.  No,  I  will  not — I  will  not  touch  his  life, 
even  if  it  should  be  in  my  power ;  and  yet,  if  he  lives  till  a  change 
of  times,  what  follows?  Restitution — ^perhaps  revenge.  I  know 
Athole  promised  his  interest  to  old  Bavenswood,  and  here  is  his  son 
already  bandying  and  making  a  faction  by  his  own  contemptible 
influence.  What  a  ready  tool  he  would  be  for  the  use  of  those  who 
are  watching  the  downfedl  of  our  administration  V 

While  these  thoughts  were  agitating  the  mind  of  the  wily  states- 
man, and  while  he  was  persuading  himself  that  Ms  own  interest  and 
safety,  as  well  as  those  of  his  friends  and  party,  depended  on  using 
the  present  advantage  to  the  uttermost  against  young  Bavenswood, 
the  Lord  Keeper  sat  down  to  his  desk,  and  proceeded  to  draw  up,  for 
the  information  of  the  Privy  Council,  an  account  of  the  disorderly 
proceedings  which,  in  contempt  of  his  warrant,  had  taken  place  at 
the  funeral  of  Lord  Bavenswood.  The  names  of  most  of  the  parties 
concerned,  as  well  as  the  fact  itself  would,  he  was  well  aware,  sound 
odiously  in  the  ears  of  his  colleagues  in  administration,  and  most 
likely  instigate  them  to  make  an  example  of  young  Bavenswood,  at 
least  in  terrorem. 

It  was  a  point  of  delicacy,  however,  to  select  such  expressions  as 
might  infer  the  young  man's  culpability,  without  seeming  directly  to 
urge  it,  which,  on  the  part  of  Sir  William  Ashton,  his  father's  ancient 
antagonist,  could  not  but  appear  odious  and  invidious.  While  he 
was  in  the  act  of  composition,  labouring  to  And  words  which  might 
indicate  Edgar  Bavenswood  to  be  the  cause  of  the  uproar,  without 
specifically  making  such  a  charge.  Sir  William,  in  a  pause  of  his 
task,  chanced,  in  looking  upward,  to  see  the  crest  of  the  family  (for 
whose  heir  he  was  whetting  the  arrows,  and  disposing  the  toils  of  the 
law)  carved  upon  one  of  the  corbeilles  from  which  the  vaulted  roof 
of  ^e  apartment  sprung.  It  was  a  black  bull's  head,  with  the  legend, 
''I  bide  my  time;"  and  the  occasion  upon  which  it  was  adopted 
mingled  itself  singularly  and  impressively  with  the  subject  of  his 
present  reflections. 

It  was  said  by  a  constant  tradition  that  a  Malisius  de  Bavenswood 
had,  in  the  thirteenth  century,  been  deprived  of  his  castle  and  lands 
by  a  powerful  usurper,  who  had  for  a  while  enjoyed  l^na  «^i!\&  Ssl 
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quiet  At  length,  on  the  eve  of  a  costly  banquet,  Bavenswood,  who 
had  watched  his  opportunity,  introduced  himself  into  the  castle  with 
a  small  band  of  faithful  retainers.  The  serving  of  the  expected  feast 
was  impatiently  looked  for  by  the  guests,  and  clamorously  demanded 
by  the  temporary  master  of  the  castle.  Bavenswood,  who  had 
assumed  the  disguise  of  a  sewer  upon  the  occasion,  answered,  in  a 
stem  voice,  ''I  bide  my  time;"  and  at  the  same  moment  a  bull's 
head,  the  ancient  symbol  of  death,  was  placed  upon  the  table.  The 
explosion  of  the  conspiracy  took  place  upon  the  signal,  and  the 
usurper  and  his  followers  were  put  to  death.  Perhaps  there  was 
something  in  this  still-known  and  often-repeated  story  which  came 
immediately  home  to  the  breast  and  conscience  of  the  Lord  Keeper ; 
for,  putting  from  him  the  paper  on  which  he  had  begun  his  report, 
and  carefully  locking  the  memoranda  which  he  had  prepared  into  a 
cabinet  which  stood  beside  him,  he  proceeded  to  walk  abroad,  as  if 
for  the  purpose  of  collecting  his  ideas,  and  reflecting  fiEurther  on  the 
consequences  of  the  step  which  he  was  about  to  take,  ere  yet  they 
became  inevitable. 

In  passing  through  a  large  Gbthic  anteroom.  Sir  William  Ashton 
heard  the  sound  of  his  daughter's  lute.  Music,  when  the  performers 
are  concealed,  affects  us  with  a  pleasure  mingled  with  surprise,  and 
reminds  us  of  the  natural  concert  of  birds  among  the  leafy  bowers. 
The  statesman,  though  little  accustomed  to  give  way  to  emotions 
of  this  natural  and  simple  class,  was  still  a  man  and  a  father.  He 
stopped,  therefore,  and  listened  while  the  silver  tones  of  Lucy 
Ashton's  voice  mingled  with  the  accompaniment  in  an  ancient  air,  to 
which  some  one  had  adapted  the  following  words : — 

**  Look  not  thou  on  beauty's  charming, — 
Sit  thou  still  when  kings  are  arming, — 
iTaste  not  when  the  wine-oap  glistens, — 
Speak  not  when  the  people  listens, — 
Stop  thine  ear  against  the  singer,— 
From  the  red  gold  keep  thy  finger, — 
Yaoant  heart,  and  hand,  and  eye,^ — 
Easy  live  and  quiet  die." 

The  sounds  ceasedi  and  the  Keeper  entered  his  daughter's  apart- 
ment. 

The  words  she  had  chosen  seemed  particularly  adapted  to  her 
character;  for  Lucy  Ashton's  exquisitely  beautiful,  yet  somewhat 
girlish  features,  were  formed  to  express  peace  of  mind,  serenity,  and 
indifference  to  the  tinsel  of  worldly  pleasure.  Her  locks,  which  were 
of  shadowy  gold,  divided  on  a  brow  of  exquisite  whiteness,  like  a 
gleam  of  broken  and  palUd  sunshine  upon  a  hill  of  snow.    The 


THX  BRIDE  or  LAMUKRUOOK.  80 

ezjncflaion  of  tliB  coimteiuiice  was  iu  the  lait  degree  gaitl«^  aoft, 
timid,  and  feminine^  and  seemed  rather  to  •hrink  &om  the  most  oamal 
look  of  a  itnuiger  th&n  to  coort  hie  admitation.  Something  there 
was  of  a  Madonna  east,  perhaps  the  reenlt  of  dalioate  health,  and 
of  reaidence  in  a  family  where  the  dispodtioiu  of  the  ininatM  were 
fiercer,  more  active  and  energetia  than  hei  own. 

Yet  her  pawiyeaeeB  of  disporition  waa  bv  no  meana  oving  to  an 
indifferent  or  unfeeling  mind.  Left  to  the  impolae  of  ber  own  tHte 
and  feelingB,  Luej  Aahton  wai  peonliarly  aooeaaibLa  to  tlioee  of  a 


romantte  caat.  Her  secret  delight  waa  in  the  old  legendaty  talee  of 
ardent  devotion  and  onaltemble  aifection,  chequered  aa  they  so  often 
are  with  abange  adventoree  and  aapematnial  honors.  Tiiis  was  her 
bvomred  fairy  realm,  and  here  she  erected  her  aerial  palaces.  Bat 
it  waa  only  in  secret  that  she  laboured  at  this  delaeiva,  though 
delightful  architecture.  In  her  retired  chamber,  or  in  the  woodland 
bower  which  she  had  chosen  for  her  own  and  called  after  her  name, 
■he  was  in  fancy  distributing  the  piizea  at  the  tournament,  or  raining 
down  influence  (tonx  her  eyea  on  the  valiant  combatants ;  or  she  wu 
wandering  in  the  wildemeas  with  Una,  under  eaoott  of  thn  ^ovsimik 
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Uon;  or  she  was  identifying  herself  with  the  simple,  yet  noble- 
minded  Miranda,  in  the  isle  of  wonder  and  enchantment. 

But  in  her  exterior  relations  to  things  of  this  world,  Lucy  willingly 
received  the  ruling  impulse  &om  those  around  her.  The  alternative 
was,  in  general,  too  indifferent  to  her  to  render  resistance  desirable, 
and  she  willingly  found  a  motive  for  decision  in  the  opinion  of  her 
friends,  which  perhaps  she  might  have  sought  for  in  vain  in  her  own 
choice.  Every  reader  must  have  observed  in  some  family  of  his 
acquaintance  some  individual  of  a  temper  soft  and  yielding,  whoi 
mixed  with  stronger  and  more  ardent  minds,  is  borne  along  by  the 
will  of  others,  with  as  little  power  of  opposition  as  the  flower  which 
is  flung  into  a  running  stream.  It  usually  happens  that  such  a  com- 
pliant and  easy  disposition,  which  resigns  itself  without  murmur 
to  the  guidance  of  others,  becomes  the  darling  of  those  to  whose 
inclinations  its  own  seem  to  be  offered  in  ungrudging  and  ready 
sacriflce. 

This  was  eminently  the  case  with  Lucy  Ashton.  Her  politic,  wary, 
and  worl^y  father  felt  for  her  an  affection  the  strength  of  which 
sometimes  surprised  him  into  an  unusual  emotion.  Her  elder 
brother,  who  trod  the  path  of  ambition  with  a  haughtier  step  than  his 
father,  had  also  more  of  human  affection.  A  soldier,  and  in  a  dis- 
solute age,  he  preferred  his  sister  Lucy  even  to  pleasure,  and  to 
military  preferment  and  distinction.  Her  younger  brother,  at  an  age 
when  trifles  chiefly  occupied  his  mind,  made  her  the  confidant  of  all 
his  pleasures  and  anxieties,  his  success  in  fleld-sports,  and  his  quarrels 
with  his  tutors  and  instructors.  To  these  details,  however  trivial, 
Lucy  lent  patient  and  not  indifferent  attention.  They  moved  and 
interested  Henry,  and  that  was  enough  to  secure  her  ear. 

Her  mother  alone  did  not  feel  that  <tistinguished  and  predominating 
affection  with  which  the  rest  of  the  family  cherished  Lucy.  She 
regarded  what  she  termed  her  daughter's  want  of  spirit  as  a  decided 
mark  that  the  more  plebeian  blood  of  her  father  predominated  in 
Lucy's  veins,  and  used  to  call  her  in  derision  her  Lammermoor  Shep- 
herdess. To  dislike  so  gentle  and  inoffensive  a  being  was  impossible; 
but  Lady  Ashton  preferred  her  eldest  son,  on  whom  had  descended 
a  large  portion  of  her  own  ambitious  and  undaunted  disposition,  to  a 
daughter  whose  softness  of  temper  seemed  allied  to  feebleness  of 
mind.  Her  eldest  son  was  the  more  partially  beloved  by  his  mother, 
because,  contrary  to  the  usual  custom  of  Scottish  families  of  distinc- 
tion, he  had  been  named  after  the  head  of  the  house. 

''My  Sholto,"  she  said,  "will  support  the  untarnished  honour  of 
his  maternal  house,  and  elevate  and  support  that  of  his  father.  Poor 
Lucy  is  unfit  for  courts  or  crowded  halls.    Some  country  laird  must 
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be  her  husband,  rich  enough  to  supply  her  with  every  comfort  without 
an  effort  on  her  own  part,  so  that  she  may  have  nothing  to  shed  a  tear 
for  but  the  tender  apprehension  lest  he  may  break  his  neck  in  a 
fox-chase.  It  was  not  so,  however,  that  our  house  was  raised,  nor  is 
it  so  that  it  can  be  fortified  and  augmented.  The  Lord  Keeper's 
dignity  is  yet  new;  it  must  be  borne  as  if  we  were  used  to  its  weight, 
worthy  of  it,  and  prompt  to  assert  and  maintain  it.  Before  ancient 
authorities,  men  bend,  from  customary  and  hereditary  deference ;  in 
our  presence,  they  will  stand  erect,  unless  they  are  compelled  to 
prostrate  themselves.  A  daughter  fit  for  the  sheep-fold  or  the  cloister 
is  ill  qualified  to  exact  respect  where  it  is  yielded  with  reluctance ; 
and  since  Heaven  refused  us  a  third  boy,  Lucy  should  have  held  a 
character  fit  to  supply  his  place.  The  hour  will  be  a  happy  one 
which  disposes  her  hand  in  marriage  to  some  one  whose  energy  is 
greater  than  her  own,  or  whose  ambition  is  of  as  low  an  order." 

So  meditated  a  mother  to  whom  the  qualities  of  her  children's 
hearts,  as  well  as  the  prospect  of  their  domestic  happiness,  seemed 
light  in  comparison  to  their  rank  and  temporal  greatness.  But, 
like  many  a  parent  of  hot  and  impatient  character,  she  was  mistaken 
in  estimating  the  feelings  of  her  daughter,  who,  under  a  semblance 
of  extreme  indifference,  nourished  the  germ  of  those  passions  which 
sometimes  spring  up  in  one  night,  like  the  gourd  of  the  prophet,  and 
astonish  the  observer  by  their  unexpected  ardour  and  intensity.  Li 
hctf  Lucy's  sentiments  seemed  chill,  because  nothing  had  occurred  to 
interest  or  awaken  them.  Her  life  had  hitherto  flowed  on  in  a  uniform 
and  gentle  tenor,  and  happy  for  her  had  not  its  present  smoothness 
of  current  resembled  that  of  the  stream  as  it  glides  downwards  to  the 
waterfall! 

"  So,  Lucy,''  said  her  father,  entering  as  her  song  was  ended,  "  does 
your  musiccd  philosopher  teach  you  to  contemn  the  world  before  you 
know  it? — ^that  is  surely  something  premature.  Or  did  you  but 
speak  according  to  the  fashion  of  fair  maidens,  who  are  always  to 
hold  the  pleasures  of  life  in  contempt  till  they  are  pressed  upon  them 
by  the  address  of  some  gentle  knight  ?" 

Lucy  blushed,  disclaimed  any  inference  respecting  her  own  choice 
being  drawn  from  her  selection  of  a  song,  and  readily  laid  aside  her 
instrument  at  her  father's  request  that  she  would  attend  him  in  his 
walk. 

A  large  and  well-wooded  park,  or  rather  chase,  stretched  along  the 
hill  behind  the  castle,  which,  occupying,  as  we  have  noticed,  a  pass 
ascending  from  the  plain,  seemed  built  in  its  very  gorge  to  defend 
the  forest  ground  which  arose  behind  it  in  shaggy  majesty.  Into 
this  romantic  region  the  father  and  daughter  proceeded,  arm  iu.  Q.x\xi^ 
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by  a  noble  avenue  overarched  by  embowering  elma,  beneath  which 
groups  of  the  fallow-deer  were  seen  to  stray  in  distant  perspective. 
As  they  paced  slowly  on,  admiring  the  different  points  of  view,  for 
which  Sir  William  Ashton,  notwithstanding  the  nature  of  his  usual 
avocations,  had  considerable  taste  and  feeling,  they  were  overtaken 
by  the  forester  or  park-keeper,  who,  intent  on  sylvan  sport,  was  pro- 
ceeding with  his  cross-bow  over  his  arm,  and  a  hound  led  in  leash 
by  his  boy,  into  the  interior  of  the  wood. 

''  Going  to  shoot  us  a  piece  of  venison,  Norman  1 "  said  his  master, 
as  he  returned  the  woodman's  salutation. 

'*  Saul,  your  honour,  and  that  I  am.  Will  it  please  you  to  see  the 
sport  ? " 

"  Oh  no,"  .said  his  lordship,  after  looking  at  his  daughter,  whose 
colour  fled  at  the  idea  of  seeing  the  deer  shot,  although  had  her 
father  expressed  his  wish  that  they  should  accompany  Norman,  it 
was  probable  she  would  not  even  have  hinted  her  reluctance. 

The  forester  shrugged  his  shoulders.  ''It  was  a  disheartening 
thing,"  he  said,  '*  when  none  of  the  gentles  came  down  to  see  the 
sport.  He  hoped  Captain  Sholto  would  be  soon  hame,  or  he  might 
shut  up  his  shop  entirely;  for  Mr.  Harry  was  kept  sae  close  wi'  his 
Latin  nonsense,  that,  though  his  wiH  was  very  gude  to  be  in  the 
wood  from  morning  till  night,  there  would  be  a  hopeful  lad  lost,  and 
no  making  a  man  of  him.  It  was  not  so,  he  had  heard,  in  Lord 
Bavenswood's  time — when  a  buck  was  to  be  killed,  man  and  mother's 
son  ran  to  see ;  and  when  the  deer  feU,  the  knife  was  always  pre- 
sented to  the  knight,  and  he  never  gave  less  than  a  dollar  for  the 
compliment  And  there  was  Edgar  Bavenswood — Master  of  Bavens- 
wood  that  is  now — when  he  goes  up  to  the  wood — ^there  hasna  been 
a  better  hunter  since  Tristrem's  time — ^when  Sir  Edgar  hands  out,t 
down  goes  the  deer,  faith.  But  we  hae  lost  a  sense  of  wood-craft  on 
this  side  of  the  hilL" 

There  was  much  in  this  harangue  highly  displeasing  to  the  Lord 
Keeper's  feelings;  he  could  not  help  observing  that  his  menial 
despised  him  almost  avowedly  for  not  possessing  that  taste  for  sport, 
which  in  those  times  was  deemed  the  natural  and  indispensable 
attribute  of  a  real  gentleman.  But  the  master  of  the  game  is,  in  all 
country  houses,  a  man  of  great  importance,  and  entitled  to  use  con- 
siderable freedom  of  speech.  Sir  William,  therefore,  only  smiled  and 
replied  he  had  something  else  to  think  upon  to-day  than  killing  deer; 
meantime,  taking  out  his  purse,  he  gave  the  ranger  a  dollar  for  his 
encouragement.  The  fellow  received  it  as  the  waiter  of  a  fashionable 
hotel  receives  double  his  proper  fee  from  the  hands  of  a  country 

iEcmdiOut,    HokU  oat, «.«.,  preMati  bis  piece. 
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gentleman — ^that  is,  with  a  smile,  in  which  pleasnre  at  the  gift  is 
mingled  with  contempt  for  the  ignorance  of  the  donor.  ''Your 
hononr  is  the  bad  paymaster,"  he  said,  "  who  pays  before  it  is  done. 
What  would  yon  do  were  I  to  miss  the  buck  after  you  have  paid  me 
my  wood-fee?" 

''I  suppose,"  said  the  Keeper,  smiling,  ''you  would  hardly  guess 
what  I  mean  were  I  to  tell  you  of  a  condictio  indebiti  V* 

''Not  I,  on  my  saul — I  guess  it  is  some  law  phrase — but  sue  a 
b^gar,  and — your  honour  knows  what  follows.  Well,  but  I  will  be 
just  with  you,  and  if  bow  and  brach  fedl  not,  you  shall  have  a  piece 
of  game  two  fingers  fat  on  the  brisket." 

As  he  was  about  to  go  off,  his  master  again  called  him,  and  asked, 
as  if  by  accident,  whether  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  was  actually  so 
brave  a  man  and  so  good  a  shooter  as  the  world  spoke  him  ? 

"  Brave ! — ^brave  enough,  I  warrant  you,"  answered  Norman ;  "  I 
was  in  the  wood  at  Tyninghame,  when  there  was  a  sort  of  gallants 
hunting  with  my  lord ;  on  my  saul,  there  was  a  buck  turned  to  bay 
made  us  all  stand  back ;  a  stout  old  Trojan  of  the  first  head,  ten- 
tyned  branches,  and  a  brow  as  broad  as  e'er  a  bullock's.  Egad, 
he  dashed  at  the  old  lord,  and  there  would  have  been  inlake  among 
the  peerage,  if  the  Master  had  not  whipt  roundly  in,  and  ham* 
Strang  him  with  his  cutlass.  He  was  but  sixteen  then,  bless  his 
heart!" 

"  And  is  he  as  ready  with  the  gun  as  with  the  couteau  ? "  said  Sir 
WiUiam. 

"Hell  strike  this  silver  dollar  out  from  between  my  finger  and 
thumb  at  fourscore  yards,  and  I  '11  hold  it  out  for  a  gold  merk;  what 
more  would  you  have  of  eye,  hand,  lead,  and  gunpowder  ? " 

"Oh,  no  more  to  be  wished,  certainly,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper; 
"but  we  keep  you  from  your  sport,  Norman.  Gtood-morrow,  good 
Norman." 

And  humming  his  rustic  roundelay,  the  yeoman  went  on  his  road, 
the  sound  of  his  rough  voice  gradually  dying  away  as  the  distance 
betwixt  them  increased — 

The  monk  must  arise  when  the  matins  ring, 

The  abbot  may  sleep  to  their  chime; 
But  the  yeoman  must  start  when  the  bugles  sing, 

'Tis  time,  my  hearts,  'tis  time. 

There 's  bucks  and  raes  on  Bilhope  braes, 

There 's  a  herd  on  Shortwood  Shaw ; 
But  a  lily-white  doe  in  the  garden  goes. 

She's  fiftirly  worth  them  a'. 
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''  Has  this  fellow/'  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  when  the  yeoman's  song 
had  died  on  the  wind,  "  ever  served  the  Bavenswood  people,  that  he 
seems  so  much  interested  in  them  1  I  suppose  you  know,  Lucy,  for 
you  make  it  a  point  of  conscience  to  record  the  special  history  of 
every  boor  about  the  castle." 

''I  am  not  quite  so  faithful  a  chronicler,  my  dear  father;  but  I 
believe  that  Norman  once  served  here  while  a  boy,  and  before  he 
went  to  Ledington,  whence  you  hired  him.  But  if  you  want  to 
know  anything  of  the  former  family,  Old  Alice  is  the  best  authority." 

"  And  what  should  I  have  to  do  with  them,  pray,  Lucy,"  said  her 
father,  **  or  with  their  history  or  accomplishments  ? " 

'*  Nay,  I  do  not  know,  sir ;  only  that  you  were  asking  questions  of 
Norman  about  young  Bavenswood." 

''Pshaw,  child !"  replied  her  father,  yet  immediately  added,  ''And 
who  is  old  Alice?  I  think  you  know  all  the  old  women  in  the 
country." 

"  To  be  sure  I  do,  or  how  could  I  help  the  old  creatures  when  they 
are  in  hard  times  1  And  as  to  old  Alice,  she  is  the  very  empress  of 
old  women,  and  queen  of  gossips,  so  far  as  legendary  lore  is  concerned. 
She  is  blind,  poor  old  soul,  but  when  she  speaks  to  you,  you  would 
think  she  has  some  way  of  looking  into  your  very  heart  I  am  sure 
I  often  cover  my  face,  or  turn  it  away,  for  it  seems  as  if  she  saw  one 
change  colour,  though  she  has  been  blind  these  twenty  years.  She 
is  worth  visiting,  were  it  but  to  say  you  have  seen  a  blind  and  para- 
lytic old  woman  have  so  much  acuteness  of  perception  and  dignity 
of  manners.  I  assure  you,  she  might  be  a  countess  from  her  language 
and  behaviour.  Come,  you  must  go  to  see  Alice;  we  are  not  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  from  her  cottage." 

''All  this,  my  dear,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  "is  no  answer  to  my 
question,  who  this  woman  is,  and  what  is  her  connection  with  the 
former  proprietor's  family  ?" 

"Oh,  it  was  something  of  a  nourice-ship,  I  believe;  and  she 
remained  here,  because  her  two  grandsons  were  engaged  in  your  ser- 
vice. But  it  was  against  her  will,  I  fancy;  for  the  poor  old  creature 
is  always  regretting  the  change  of  times  and  of  property." 

"  I  am  much  obliged  to  her,"  answered  the  Lord  Keeper.  ^  She 
and  her  folk  eat  my  bread  and  drink  my  cup,  and  are  lamenting  all 
the  while  that  they  are  not  still  under  a  family  which  never  could 
do  good  either  to  themselves  or  any  one  else  !" 

"  Indeed,"  replied  Lucy,  "  I  am  certain  you  do  old  Alice  injustice. 
She  has  nothing  mercenary  about  her,  and  would  not  accept  a  penny 
in  charity,  if  it  were  to  save  her  from  being  starved.  She  is  only 
talkative,  like  all  old  folk,  when  you  put  them  upon  stories  of  their 
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youth;  and  she  speaks  about  the  Bavenswood  people  because  she 
lived  under  them  so  many  years.  But  I  am  sure  she  is  grateful  to 
you,  sir,  for  your  protection,  and  that  she  would  rather  speak  to  you 
than  to  any  other  person  in  the  whole  world  beside.  Do,  sir,  come 
and  see  old  Alice." 

And  with  the  freedom  of  an  indulged  daughter,  she  dragged  the 
Lord  Keeper  in  the  direction  she  desired. 


CHAPTER     IV. 

Through  tops  of  the  high  trees  she  did  descry 
A  little  smoke,  whose  vapour,  thin  and  light, 
Reeking  aloft,  uprolled  to  the  sky, 
Which  cheerful  sign  did  send  unto  her  sight, 
That  in  the  same  did  wonne  some  living  wight. 

Sfensbb. 
Lucy  acted  as  her  father's  guide,  for  he  was  too  much  engrossed  with 
his  political  labours,  or  with  society,  to  be  perfectly  acquainted  with 
his  own  extensive  domains,  and,  moreover,  was  generally  an  inhabi- 
tant of  the  city  of  Edinburgh ;  and  she,  on  the  other  hand,  had,  with 
her  mother,  resided  the  whole  summer  in  Eavenswood,  and,  partly 
from  taste,  partly  from  want  of  any  other  amusement,  had  by  her 
frequent  rambles  learned  to  know  each  lane,  alley,  dingle,  or  bushy 
dell, 

**  And  every  bosky  bourne  from  side  to  side." 

We  have  said  that  the  Lord  Keeper  was  not  indifferent  to  the 
beauties  of  nature ;  and  we  add,  in  justice  to  him,  that  he  felt  them 
doubly  when  pointed  out  by  the  beautiful,  simple,  and  interesting 
gill  who,  hanging  on  his  arm  with  filial  kindness,  now  called  him 
to  admire  the  size  of  some  ancient  oak,  and  now  the  unexpected 
timi  where  the  path,  developing  its  maze  from  the  glen  or  dingle, 
suddenly  reached  an  eminence  commanding  an  extensive  view  of  the 
plains  beneath  them,  and  then  gradually  glided  away  from  the 
prospect  to  lose  itself  among  rocks  and  thickets,  and  guide  to  scenes 
of  deeper  seclusion. 

It  was  when  pausing  on  one  of  those  points  of  extensive  and  com- 
manding view,  that  Lucy  told  her  father  they  were  close  by  the 
cottage  of  her  blind  prot6g^;  and  on  turning  from  the  little  hill, 
a  path  which  led  around  it,  worn  by  the  daily  steps  of  the  infirm 
inmate,  brought  them  in  sight  of  the  hut,  which,  embosomed  in  a 
deep  and  obscure  dell,  seemed  to  have  been  so  situated  purposely  to 
bear  a  correspondence  with  the  darkened  state  of  its  inhabitant. 

The  cottage  was  situated  immediately  under  a  tall  lock.,  ^\aOcL  Vgl 
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some  measure  beetled  over  it,  as  if  threatening  to  drop  some  detached 
fragment  from  its  brow  on  the  frail  tenement  beneath.  The  hut 
itself  was  constructed  of  turf  and  stones,  and  rudely  roofed  over  with 
thatch,  much  of  which  was  in  a  dilapidated  condition.  The  thin 
blue  smoke  rose  from  it  in  a  light  column,  and  curled  upward  along 
the  white  &ce  of  the  incumbent  rock,  giving  the  scene  a  tint  of 
exquisite  softness.  In  a  small  and  rude  garden,  surrounded  by 
straggling  elder-bushes,  which  formed  a  sort  of  imperfect  hedge, 
sat  near  to  the  bee-hives,  by  the  produce  of  which  she  lived,  that 
"  woman  old,"  whom  Lucy  had  brought  her  father  hither  to  visit. 

Whatever  there  had  been  which  was  disastrous  in  her  fortune — 
whatever  there  was  miserable  in  her  dwelling — ^it  was  easy  to  judge, 
by  the  first  glance,  that  neither  years,  poverty,  misfortune,  nor 
infirmity  had  broken  the  spirit  of  this  remarkable  woman. 

She  occupied  a  turf-seat,  placed  under  a  weeping  birch  of  unusual 
magnitude  and  age,  as  Judah  is  represented  sitting  under  her  palm- 
tree,  with  an  air  at  once  of  majesty  and  of  dejection.  Her  figure  was 
tall,  commanding,  and  but  little  bent  by  the  infirmities  of  old  age. 
Her  dress,  though  that  of  a  peasant,  was  uncommonly  clean,  forming 
in  that  particular  a  strong  contrast  to  most  of  her  rank,  and  was 
disposed  with  an  attention  to  neatness,  and  even  to  taste,  equally 
unusuaL  But  it  was  her  expression  of  countenance  which  chiefly 
struck  the  spectator,  and  induced  most  persons  to  address  her  with  a 
degree  of  deference  and  civility  very  inconsistent  with  the  miserable 
state  of  her  dwelling,  and  which,  nevertheless,  she  received  with 
that  easy  composure  which  showed  she  felt  it  to  be  her  due.  She  had 
once  been  beautiful,  but  her  beauty  had  been  of  a  bold  and  masculine 
cast,  such  as  does  not  survive  the  bloom  of  youth ;  yet  her  features 
continued  to  express  strong  sense,  deep  reflection,  and  a  character  of 
sober  pride,  which,  as  we  have  already  said  of  her  dress,  appeared  to 
argue  a  conscious  superiority  to  those  of  her  own  rank.  It  scarce 
seemed  possible,  that  a  face  deprived  of  the  advantage  of  sight  could 
have  expressed  character  so  strongly;  but  her  eyes,  which  were 
almost  totally  closed,  did  not  by  the  display  of  their  sightless  orbs 
mar  the  countenance  to  which  they  could  add  nothing.  She  seemed 
in  a  ruminating  posture,  soothed,  perhaps  by  the  murmurs  of  the 
busy  tribe  around  her,  to  abstraction,  though  not  to  slumber. 

Lucy  undid  the  latch  of  the  little  garden  gate,  and  solicited  the  old 
woman's  attention,    '^  My  &ther,  Alice,  is  come  to  see  you." 

"  He  is  welcome,  Miss  Ashton,  and  so  are  you,"  said  the  old  woman, 
turning  and  inclining  her  head  towards  her  visitors. 

''This  is  a  fine  morning  for  your  bee-hives,  mother,''  said  the 
Lord  Keeper,  who,  struck  with  the  outward  appearance  of  Alice,  was 
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somewhat  curious  to  know  if  her  conversation  would  correspond 
with  it. 

"  I  believe  so,  my  lord,"  she  replied ; "  I  feel  the  air  breathe  milder 
than  of  late.'' 

**  You  do  not,''  resumed  the  statesman,  **  take  charge  of  these  bees 
yourself  mother?    How  do  you  manage  them?" 

"  By  delegates,  as  kings  do  their  subjects,"  resumed  Alice ;  "and  I 
am  fortunate  in  a  prime  minister.    Here,  Babie." 

She  whistled  on  a  small  silver  call  which  hung  around  her  neck, 
and  which  at  that  time  was  sometimes  used  to  summon  domestics, 
and  Babie,  a  girl  of  fifteen,  made  her  appearance  from  the  hut,  not 
altogether  so  cleanly  arrayed  as  she  would  probably  have  been  had 
Alice  had  the  use  of  her  eyes,  but  with  a  greater  air  of  neatness 
than  was,  upon  the  whole,  to  have  been  expected. 

"  Babie,"  said  her  mistress,  ^*  offer  some  bread  and  honey  to  the 
Lord  Keeper  and  Miss  Ashton — they  will  excuse  your  awkwardness 
if  you  use  cleanliness  and  despatch/' 

Babie  performed  her  mistress's  command  with  the  grace  which  was 
naturally  to  have  been  expected,  moving  to  and  fro  with  a  lobster- 
like gesture,  her  feet  and  legs  tending  one  way,  while  her  head,  turned 
in  a  different  direction,  was  fixed  in  wonder  upon  the  laird,  who  was 
more  frequently  heard  of  than  seen  by  his  tenants  and  dependants. 
The  bread  and  honey,  however,  deposited  on  a  plantain  leaf,  was 
offered  and  accepted  in  all  due  courtesy.  The  Lord  Keeper,  still 
retaining  the  place  which  he  had  occupied  on  the  decayed  trunk  of  a 
Mien  tree,  looked  as  if  he  wished  to  prolong  the  interview,  but  was 
at  a  loss  how  to  introduce  a  suitable  subject. 

"  You  have  been  long  a  resident  on  this  property?"  he  said,  after  a 
pause. 

"It  is  now  nearly  sixty  years  since  I  first  knew  Bavenswood," 
answered  the  old  dame,  whose  conversation,  though  perfectly  civil 
and  respectful,  seemed  cautiously  limited  to  the  unavoidable  and 
necessary  task  of  replpng  to  Sir  William. 

"You  are  not,  I  should  judge  by  your  accent,  of  this  country 
originally  ? "  said  the  Lord  Keeper  in  continuation. 

"  No ;  I  am  by  birth  an  Englishwoman." 

"  Yet  you  seem  attached  to  this  country  as  if  it  were  your  own." 

"  It  is  here,"  replied  the  blind  woman, "  that  I  have  drank  the  cup 
of  joy  and  of  sorrow  which  Heaven  destined  for  me.  I  was  here  the 
wife  of  an  upright  and  affectionate  husband  for  more  than  twenty 
years — I  was  here  the  mother  of  six  promising  children — ^it  was 
here  that  Qod  deprived  me  of  all  these  blessings — ^it  was  here  they 
died,  and  yonder,  by  yon  ruined  chapel,  they  lie  all  buxi^    1  \>bA. 
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no  country  but  theirs  while  they  lived — I  have  none  but  theirs  now 
they  are  no  more." 

<*  But  your  house/'  said  the  Lord  Keeper^  looking  at  it^  "  is  miser- 
ably ruinous  ] " 

"  Do,  my  dear  &ther,''  said  Lucy,  eagerly,  yet  bashfully,  catching 
at  the  hint, ''  give  orders  to  make  it  better — ^that  is,  if  you  think  it 
proper." 

"  It  will  last  my  time,  my  dear  Miss  Lucy,"  said  the  blind  woman; 
"  I  would  not  have  my  lord  give  himself  the  least  trouble  about  it." 

"  But,"  said  Lucy,  "  you  once  had  a  much  better  house,  and  were 
rich,  and  now  in  your  old  age  to  live  in  this  hovel ! " 

"  It  is  as  good  as  I  deserve.  Miss  Lucy ;  if  my  heart  has  not  broke 
with  what  I  have  suffered,  and  seen  others  suffer,  it  must  have  been 
strong  enough,  and  the  rest  of  this  old  frame  has  no  right  to  call  itself 
weaker." 

''You  have  probably  witnessed  many  changes,"  said  the  Lord 
Keeper;  "but  your  experience  must  have  taught  you  to  expect 
them." 

'*  It  has  taught  me  to  endure  them,  my  lord,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Yet  you  knew  that  they  must  needs  arrive  in  the  course  of  years  ?" 
said  the  statesman. 

''  Ay;  as  I  know  that  the  stump  on  or  beside  which  you  sit,  once 
a  tall  and  lofty  tree,  must  needs  one  day  fall  by  decay,  or  by  the  axe ; 
yet  I  hoped  my  eyes  might  not  witness  the  downfall  of  the  tree  which 
overshadowed  my  dwelling." 

"  Do  not  suppose,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper, ''  that  you  will  lose  any 
interest  with  me  for  looking  back  with  regret  to  the  days  when 
another  family  possessed  my  estates.  You  had  reason,  doubtless,  to 
love  them,  and  I  respect  your  gratitude.  I  will  order  some  repairs 
in  your  cottage,  and  I  hope  we  shall  live  to  be  friends  when  we  know 
each  other  better." 

''  Those  of  my  age,"  returned  the  dame,  *'  make  no  new  friends. 
I  thank  you  for  your  bounty — it  is  well  intended,  undoubtedly; 
but  I  have  all  I  want,  and  I  cannot  accept  more  at  your  lordship's 
hands." 

''Well,  then,"  continued  the  Lord  Keeper,  "at  least  allow  me  to 
say  that  I  look  upon  you  as  a  woman  of  sense  and  education  beyond 
your  appearance,  and  that  I  hope  you  will  continue  to  reside  on  this 
property  of  mine  rent-free  for  your  life." 

"I  hope  I  shall,"  said  the  old  dame  composedly;  "I  believe 
that  was  made  an  article  in  the  sede  of  Bavenswood  to  your  lord- 
ship, though  such  a  trifling  circumstance  may  have  escaped  your 
recollection." 
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**  I  remember — I  recollect,"  said  his  lordship,  somewhat  confused. 
**  I  perceive  you  are  too  much  attached  to  your  old  friends  to  accept 
any  benefit  from,  their  successor." 

"Far  from  it,  my  lord;  I  am  grateful  for  the  benefits  which  I 
decline,  and  I  wish  I  could  pay  you  for  offering  them  better  than  what 
I  am  now  about  to  say."  The  Lord  Keeper  looked  at  her  in  some 
surprise,  but  said  not  a  word.  ''My  lord,"  she  continued,  in  an 
impressive  and  solemn  tone,  "  take  care  what  you  do ;  you  are  on  the 
brink  of  a  precipice." 

**  Indeed?"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  his  mind  reverting  to  the  political 
circumstances  of  the  country.  "  Has  anything  come  to  your  know- 
ledge— ^any  plot  or  conspiracy  ?" 

"  No,  my  lord ;  those  who  traffic  in  such  commodities  do  not  call 
into  their  councils  the  old,  blind,  and  infirm.  My  warning  is  of 
another  kind.  You  have  driven  matters  hard  with  the  house  of 
Bavenswood.  Believe  a  true  tale — they  are  a  fierce  house,  and  there 
is  danger  in  dealing  with  men  when  they  become  desperate." 

'* Tosh,"  answered  the  Keeper;  ''what  has  been  between  us  has 
been  the  work  of  the  law,  not  my  doing ;  and  to  the  law  they  must 
look,  if  they  would  impugn  my  proceedings." 

"Ay,  but  they  may  think  otherwise,  and  take  the  law  into  their 
own  hand  when  they  fail  of  other  means  of  redress." 

"  What  mean  you  ?"  said  the  Lord  Keeper.  "  Young  Bavenswood 
would  not  have  recourse  to  personal  violence  ? " 

"  Gk)d  forbid  I  should  say  so  !  I  know  nothing  of  the  youth  but 
what  is  honourable  and  open — ^honourable  and  open,  said  I  ?  I 
should  have  added  free,  generous,  noble.  But  he  is  still  a  Bavens- 
wood, and  may  bide  his  time.  Bemember  the  fate  of  Sir  George 
Lockhart."* 

The  Lord  Keeper  started  as  she  called  to  his  recollection  a  tragedy 
80  deep  and  so  recent  The  old  woman  proceeded — "Chiesley, 
who  did  the  deed,  was  a  relative  of  Lord  Bavenswood.  In  the  Hall 
of  Bavenswood,  in  my  presence  and  in  that  of  others,  he  avowed 
publicly  his  determination  to  do  the  cruelty  which  he  afterwards 
committed.  I  could  not  keep  silence,  though  to  speak  it  ill  became 
my  station.  *  You  are  devising  a  dreadful  crime,'  I  said,  *  for  which 
you  must  reckon  before  the  judgment-seat.'  Never  shall  I  forget  his 
look  as  he  replied, '  I  must  reckon  then  for  many  things,  and  will 
reckon  for  this  also.'  Therefore  I  may  well  say,  beware  of  pressing 
a  desperate  man  with  the  hand  of  authority.  There  is  blood  of 
Chiesley  in  the  veins  of  Bavenswood,  and  one  drop  of  it  were  enough 

*  An  asterisk  in  these  pages  signifies  that  a  note  upon  the  passage  is  to  be  found  at 
the  end  of  the  volume. 
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to  fire  him  in  the  circumstances  in  which  he  is  placed.  I  say,  beware 
of  him." 

The  old  dame  had,  either  iiitentionally  or  by  accident,  harped 
aright  the  fear  of  the  Lord  Keeper.  The  desperate  and  dark  resource 
of  private  assassination,  so  £amiliar  to  a  Scottish  baron  in  former 
times,  had  even  in  the  present  age  been  too  frequently  resorted  to 
under  the  pressure  of  unusual  temptation,  or  where  the  mind  of  the 
actor  was  prepared  for  such  a  crime.  Sir  William  Ashton  was  aware 
of  this;  as  also  that  young  Eavenswood  had  received  injuries  sufficient 
to  prompt  him  to  that  sort  of  revenge,  which  becomes  a  frequent 
though  fearful  consequence  of  the  partial  administration  of  justice. 
He  endeavoured  to  disguise  from  Alice  the  nature  of  the  apprehen- 
sions which  he  entertained ;  but  so  ineffectually,  that  a  person  even  of 
less  penetration  than  nature  had  endowed  her  with  must  necessarily 
have  been  aware  that  the  subject  lay  near  his  bosom.  His  voice  was 
changed  in  its  accent  as  he  replied  to  her  that  the  Master  of  Bavens- 
wood  was  a  man  of  honour ;  and,  were  it  otherwise,  that  the  fate  of 
Chiesley  of  Dairy  was  a  sufficient  warning  to  any  one  who  should 
dare  to  assume  the  office  of  avenger  oi  his  own  imaginary  wrongs. 
And  having  hastily  uttered  these  expressions,  he  rose  and  left  the 
place  without  waiting  for  a  reply. 


CHAPTEE    V. 

Is  she  a  Capuletf 


O  dear  account  1  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt. 

Shakspere. 
The  Lord  Keeper  walked  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  profound 
silence.     His  daughter,  naturally  timid,  and  bred  up  in  those  ideas 
of  filial  awe  and  implicit  obedience  which  were  inculcated  upon  the 
youth  of  that  period,  did  not  venture  to  interrupt  his  meditations. 

"Why  do  you  look  so  pale,  Lucy?"  said  her  father,  turning 
suddenly  round  and  breaking  silence. 

According  to  the  ideas  of  the  time,  which  did  not  permit  a  young 
woman  to  offer  her  sentiments  on  any  subject  of  importance  unless 
especially  required  to  do  so,  Lucy  was  bound  to  appear  ignorant  of 
the  meaning  of  all  that  had  passed  betwixt  Alice  and  her  lather,  and 
imputed  the  emotion  he  had  observed  to  the  fear  of  the  wild  cattle 
which  grazed  in  that  part  of  the  extensive  chase  through  which  they 
were  now  walking. 

Of  these  animals,  the  descendants  of  the  savage  herds  which 
anciently  roamed  free  in  the  Caledonian  forests,  it  was  formerly  a 
point  of  state  to  preserve  a  few  in  the  parks  of  the  Scottish  nobility. 
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Specimens  continued  within  the  memory  of  man  to  be  kept  at  least 
at  three  houses  of  distinction,  namely,  Hamilton,  Drumlanrick,  and 
Cumbernauld.  They  had  degenerated  from  the  ancient  race  in  size 
and  strength,  if  we  are  to  judge  from  the  accounts  of  old  chronicles, 
and  from  the  formidable  remains  frequently  discovered  in  bogs  and 
morasses  when  drained  and  laid  open.  The  bull  had  lost  the  shaggy 
honouss  of  his  mane,  and  the  race  was  small  and  light  made,  in  colour 
a  dingy  white,  or  rather  a  pale  yellow,  with  black  horns  and  hoofs. 
They  retained,  however,  in  some  measure,  the  ferocity  of  their 
ancestry,  could  not  be  domesticated  on  account  of  their  antipathy  to 
the  human  race,  and  were  often  dangerous  if  approached  unguardedly, 
or  wantonly  disturbed.  It  was  this  last  reason  which  has  occasioned 
their  being  extirpated  at  the  places  we  have  mentioned,  where 
probably  they  would  otherwise  have  been  retained  as  appropriate 
inhabitants  of  a  Scottish  woodland,  and  fit  tenants  for  a  baronial 
forest.  A  few,  if  I  mistake  not,  are  still  preserved  at  Chillingham 
Castle,  in  Northumberland,  the  seat  of  the  Earl  of  Tankerville. 

It  was  to  her  finding  herself  in  the  vicinity  of  a  group  of  three  or 
four  of  these  animals  that  Lucy  thought  proper  to  impute  those  signs 
of  fear,  which  had  arisen  in  her  countenance  for  a  different  reason. 
For  she  had  been  familiarised  with  the  appearance  of  the  wild  cattle 
during  her  walks  in  the  chase ;  and  it  was  not  then,  as  it  may  be 
now,  a  necessary  part  of  a  young  lady's  demeanour  to  indulge  in 
causeless  tremors  of  the  nerves.  On  the  present  occasion,  however, 
she  speedily  found  cause  for  real  terror. 

Lucy  had  scarcely  replied  to  her  father  in  the  words  we  have 
mentioned,  and  he  was  just  about  to  rebuke  her  supposed  timidity, 
when  a  bull,  stimulated  either  by  the  scarlet  colour  of  Miss  Ashton's 
mantle,  or  by  one  of  those  fits  of  capricious  ferocity  to  which  their 
dispositions  are  liable,  detached  himself  suddenly  from  the  group 
which  was  feeding  at  the  upper  extremity  of  a  grassy  glade,  that 
seemed  to  lose  itself  among  the  crossing  and  entangled  boughs.  The 
animal  approached  the  intruders  on  his  pasture  ground,  at  first  slowly, 
pawing  the  ground  with  his  hoof,  bellowing  from  time  to  time,  and 
tearing  up  the  sand  with  his  horns,  as  if  to  lash  himself  up  to  rage 
and  violence. 

The  Lord  Keeper,  who  observed  the  animal's  demeanour,  was 
aware  that  he  was  about  to  become  mischievous,  and,  drawing  his 
daughter's  arm  under  his  own,  began  to  walk  fast  along  the  avenue, 
in  hopes  to  get  out  of  his  sight  and  his  reach.  This  was  the  most 
injudicious  course  he  could  have  adopted,  for,  encouraged  by  the 
appearance  of  flighty  the  bull  began  to  pursue  them  at  full  speed. 
Aseailed  by  a  danger  so  imminent,  firmer  couiage  l\iaii  t^iaX  ci»i  >iXi!^ 
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Lord  Keeper  might  have  given  way.  But  paternal  tenderness,  "  love 
strong  as  death/'  sustained  him.  He  continued  to  support  and  drag 
onward  hia^daughter,  until,  her  fears  altogether  depriving  her  of  the 
power  of  flight,  she  sunk  down  by  his  side ;  and  when  he  could  no 
longer  assist  her  to  escape,  he  turned  round  and  placed  himself 
betwixt  her  and  the  raging  animal,  which,  advancing  in  full  career, 
its  brutal  fury  enhanced  by  the  rapidity  of  the  pursuit,  was  now 
within  a  few  yards  of  them.  The  Lord  Keeper  had  no  weapons; 
his  age  and  gravity  dispensed  even  with  the  usual  appendage  of  a 
walking  sword-— could  such  appendage  have  availed  him  anything. 

It  seemed  inevitable  that  the  father  or  daughter,  or  both,  should 
have  fallen  victims  to  the  impending  danger,  when  a  shot  from  the 
neighbouring  thicket  arrested  the  progress  of  the  animal.  He  was  so 
truly  struck  between  the  junction  of  the  spine  with  the  skull  that 
the  wound,  which  in  any  other  part  of  his  body  might  scarce  have 
impeded  his  career,  proved  instantly  fatal.  Stumbling  forward  with 
a  hideous  bellow,  the  progressive  force  of  his  previous  motion,  rather 
than  any  operation  of  his  limbs,  carried  him  up  to  within  three  yards 
of  the  astonished  Lord  Keeper,  where  he  rolled  on  the  ground,  his 
limbs  darkened  with  the  black  death-sweat,  and  quivering  with  the 
last  convulsions  of  muscular  motion. 

Lucy  lay  senseless  on  the  ground,  insensible  of  the  wonderful 
deliverance  which  she  had  experienced.  Her  father  was  almost 
equally  stupefied,  so  rapid  and  unexpected  had  been  the  transition 
from  the  horrid  death  which  seemed  inevitable  to  perfect  security. 
He  gazed  on  the  animal,  terrible  even  in  death,  with  a  species  of 
mute  and  confused  astonishment  which  did  not  permit  him  distinctly 
to  understand  what  had  taken  place ;  and  so  inaccurate  was  his  con- 
sciousness of  what  had  passed,  that  he  might  have  supposed  the  bull 
had  been  arrested  in  its  career  by  a  thunderbolt,  had  he  not  observed 
among  the  branches  of  the  thicket  the  figure  of  a  man,  with  a  short 
gun  or  musquetoon  in  his  hand. 

This  instantly  recalled  him  to  a  sense  of  their  situation — ^a  glance 
at  his  daughter  reminded  him  of  the  necessity  of  procuring  her 
assistance.  He  called  to  the  man,  whom  he  concluded  to  be  one  of 
his  foresters,  to  give  immediate  attention  to  Miss  Ashton,  while  he 
himself  hastened  to  call  assistance.  The  huntsman  approached  them 
accordingly,  and  the  Lord  Keeper  saw  he  was  a  stranger,  but  was 
too  much  agitated  to  make  any  further  remarks.  In  a  few  hurried 
words,  he  directed  the  shooter,  as  stronger  and  more  active  than 
himself,  to  carry  the  young  lady  to  a  neighbouring  fountain,  while 
he  went  back  to  Alice's  hut  to  procure  more  aid. 

The  man  to  whose  timely  interference  they  had  been  so  much 
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indebted,  did  not  seem  inclined  to  leave  his  good  work  half  finished. 
He  raised  Lucy  &om  the  ground  in  his  arms,  and  conveying  her 
through  the  glades  of  the  forest  by  paths  with  which  he  seemed  well 
acquainted,  stopped  not  until  he  laid  her  in  safety  by  the  side  of  a 
plentiful  and  pellucid  fountain,  which  had  been  once  covered  in, 
screened  and  decorated  with  architectural  ornaments  of  a  Gothic 
character.  But  now  the  vault  which  had  covered  it  being  broken 
down  and  riven,  and  the  Gothic  font  ruined  and  demolished,  the 
stream  burst  forth  from  the  recess  of  the  earth  in  open  day,  and 
winded  its  way  among  the  broken  sculpture  and  moss-grown  stones 
which  lay  in  confusion  around  its  source. 

Tradition,  always  busy,  at  least  in  Scotland,  to  grace  with  a 
legendary  tale  a  spot  in  itself  interesting,  had  ascribed  a  cause  of 
peculiar  veneration  to  this  fountain.  A  beautiful  young  lady  met 
one  of  the  Lords  of  Eavenswood  while  hunting  near  this  spot,  and, 
like  a  second  Egeria,  had  captivated  the  affections  of  the  feudal 
Numa.  They  met  frequently  afterwards,  and  always  at  sunset,  the 
charms  of  the  nymph's  mind  completing  the  conquest  which  her 
beauty  had  begun,  and  the  mystery  of  the  intrigue  adding  zest  to 
both.  She  always  appeared  and  disappeared  close  by  the  fountain, 
with  which,  therefore,  her  lover  judged  she  had  some  inexplicable 
connexion.  She  placed  certain  restrictions  on  their  intercourse, 
which  also  savoured  of  mystery.  They  met  only  once  a  week — 
Friday  was  the  appointed  day — and  she  explained  to  the  Lord  of 
Ravenswood  that  they  were  under  the  necessity  of  separating  so  soon 
as  the  bell  of  a  chapel,  belonging  to  a  hermitage  in  the  adjoining 
wood,  now  long  ruinous,  should  toll  the  hour  of  vespers.  In  the 
course  of  his  confession,  the  Baron  of  Eavenswood  intrusted  the 
hermit  with  the  secret  of  this  singular  amour,  and  Father  Zachary 
drew  the  necessary  and  obvious  consequence,  that  his  patron  was 
enveloped  in  the  toils  of  Satan,  and  in  danger  of  destruction 
both  to  body  and  soul.  He  urged  these  perils  to  the  Baron  with  all 
the  force  of  monkish  rhetoric,  and  described,  in  the  most  frightful 
colours,  the  real  character  and  person  of  the  apparently  lovely  Naiad 
whom  he  hesitated  not  to  denounce  as  a  limb  of  the  kingdom  oi 
darkness.  The  lover  listened  with  obstinate  incredulity;  and  it  was 
not  until  worn  out  by  the  obstinacy  of  the  anchoret  that  he  con- 
sented to  put  the  state  and  condition  of  his  mistress  to  a  certain 
trial,  and  for  that  purpose  acquiesced  in  Zachary's  proposal,  that  on 
their  next  interview  the  vespers  bell  should  be  rung  half-an-hour 
later  than  usuaL  The  hermit  maintained  and  bucklered  his  opinion 
by  quotations  from  Malleus  Malificarwm,  Sprengervs,  Bemigius,  and 
other  learned  demonologists,  that  the  Evil  One,  tVvwA  «&dM<CJ^^  \x^ 
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remain  behmd  the  appointed  honr,  wonld  assume  her  tme  shape* 
and,  having  appeared  to  her  terrified  lover  as  a  fiend  of  hell,  would 
vanish  from  him  in  a  flash  of  sulphurous  lightning.  Raymond  of 
Bavenswood  acquiesced  in  the  experiment,  not  incurious  concemixig 
the  issue,  though  confident  it  would  disappoint  the  ezpeotations  of 
the  hermit. 

At  the  appointed  hour  the  lovers  met,  and  their  interview  was 
protracted  beyond  that  at  which  they  usually  parted,  by  the  delay  of 
the  priest  to  ring  his  usual  curfew.  No  change  took  place  upon  the 
nymph's  outward  form;  but  as  soon  as  the  lengthening  shadow! 
made  her  aware  that  the  usual  hour  of  the  vespers  chime  was  passed, 
she  tore  herself  from  her  lover's  arms  with  a  shriek  of  despair,  bid 
him  adieu  for  ever,  and,  plunging  into  the  fountain,  disappeared  from. 
his  eyes.  The  bubbles  occasioned  by  her  descent  were  crimsoned 
with  blood  as  they  arose,  leading  the  distracted  Baron  to  infer  that 
his  ill-judged  curiosity  had  occasioned  the  death  of  this  interesting 
and  mysterious  being.  The  remorse  which  he  felt,  as  well  as  the 
recollection  of  her  charms,  proved  the  penance  of  his  future  life, 
which  he  lost  in  the  battle  of  Flodden  not  many  months  after.  Bat^ 
in  memory  of  his  Naiad,  he  had  previously  ornamented  the  fountain 
in  which  she  appeared  to  reside,  and  secured  its  waters  from  profana- 
tion or  pollution,  by  the  small  vaulted  building  of  which  the  fragments 
still  remained  scattered  around  it.  From  this  period  the  house  of 
Bavenswood  was  supposed  to  have  dated  its  decay. 

Such  was  the  generally  received  legend,  which  some,  who  would 
seem  wiser  than  the  vulgar,  explained  as  obscurely  intimating  the 
fate  of  a  beautiful  maid  of  plebeian  rank,  the  mistress  of  this  Bay- 
mond,  whom  he  slew  in  a  fit  of  jealousy,  and  whose  blood  was 
mingled  with  the  waters  of  the  locked  fountain,  as  it  was  commonly 
called.  Others  imagined  that  the  tale  had  a  more  remote  origin  in 
the  ancient  heathen  mythology.  All,  however,  agreed  that  the  spot 
was  fatal  to  the  Bavenswood  family;  and  that  to  drink  of  the  waten 
of  the  well,  or  even  approach  its  brink,  was  as  ominous  to  a  descendant 
of  that  house  as  for  a  Grahams  to  wear  green,  a  Bruce  to  kill  a  spidery 
or  a  St  Clair  to  cross  the  Ord  on  a  Monday. 

It  was  on  this  ominous  spot  that  Lucy  Ashton  first  drew  breath 
after  her  long  and  almost  deadly  swoon.  Beautiful  and  pale  as  the 
fabulous  Naiad  in  the  last  agony  of  separation  from  her  lover,  she 
was  seated  so  as  to  rest  with  her  back  against  a  part  of  the  ruined 
wall,  while  her  mantle,  dripping  with  the  water  which  her  protector 
had  used  profusely  to  recall  her  senses,  clung  to  her  slender  and 
beautifully  proportioned  form. 

The  first  moment  of  recollection  brought  to  her  mind  the  danger 
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wliich  had  overpowered  her  senses — ^the  next  called  to  remembrance 
that  of  her  father.  She  looked  around — he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
''My  &ther — ^my  father ! "  was  all  that  she  could  ejaculate. 

**  Sir  William  is  safe,"  answered  the  voice  of  a  stranger — "  perfectly 
safe,  and  will  be  with  you  instantly," 

"  Are  you  sure  of  that  1 "  exclaimed  Lucy — "  the  bull  was  close  by 
us — do  not  stop  me — I  must  go  to  seek  my  father  ! '' 

And  she  arose  with  that  purpose ;  but  her  strength  was  so  much 
exhausted  that,  far  from  possessing  the  power  to  execute  her  purpose, 
she  must  have  fallen  against  the  stone  on  which  she  had  leant^ 
probably  not  without  sustaining  serious  injury. 

The  stranger  was  so  near  to  her  that,  without  actually  suffering 
her  to  Ml,  he  could  not  avoid  catching  her  in  his  arms,  which,  how- 
ever, he  did  with  a  momentary  reluctance,  very  unusual  when  youth 
interposes  to  prevent  beauty  from  danger.  It  seemed  as  if  her  weight, 
slight  as  it  was,  proved  too  heavy  for  her  young  and  athletic  assistant, 
for,  without  feeling  the  temptation  of  detaining  her  in  his  arms  even 
for  a  single  instant,  he  again  placed  her  on  the  stone  from  which  she 
had  risen,  and,  retreating  a  few  steps,  repeated  hastily,  **  Sir  William 
Ashton  is  perfectly  safe,  and  will  be  here  instantly.  Do  not  make 
yourself  anxious  on  his  account.  Fate  has  singularly  preserved  him. 
Tou,  madam,  are  exhausted,  and  must  not  think  of  rising  until  you 
have  some  assistance  more  suitable  than  mine.'' 

Lucy,  whose  senses  were  by  this  time  more  effectually  collected, 
was  naturally  led  to  look  at  the  stranger  with  attention.  There 
was  nothing  in  his  appearance  which  should  have  rendered  him 
nnwiUing  to  offer  his  arm  to  a  young  lady  who  required  support,  or 
which  could  have  induced  her  to  refuse  his  assistance ;  and  she  could 
not  help  thinking,  even  in  that  moment,  that  he  seemed  cold  and 
reluctant  to  offer  it.  A  shooting-dress  of  dark  cloth  intimated  the 
rank  of  the  wearer,  though  concealed  in  part  by  a  large  and  loose 
cloak  of  a  dark  brown  colour.  A  Montero  cap  and  a  black  feather 
drooped  over  the  wearer's  brow,  and  partly  concealed  his  features, 
which,  so  far  as  seen,  were  dark,  regular,  and  full  of  majestic,  though 
somewhat  sullen,  expression.  Some  secret  sorrow,  or  the  brooding 
spirit  of  some  moody  passion,  had  quenched  the  light  and  ingenuous 
vivacity  of  youth  in  a  countenance  singularly  fitted  to  display  both, 
and  it  was  not  easy  to  gaze  on  the  stranger  without  a  secret  impres- 
sion either  of  pity  or  awe,  or  at  least  of  doubt  and  curiosity  allied  to 
both. 

The  impression  which  we  have  necessarily  been  long  in  describing 
Lucy  felt  in  the  glance  of  a  moment,  and  had  no  sooner  encountered 
the  keen  black  eyes  of  the  stranger  than  her  own  were  Id^h^  ou  x^^^ 
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gToand  with  a  mixture  of  bashful  embarrassment  and  fear.  Yet 
there  was  a  necessity  to  speak,  or  at  least  she  thought  so,  and  in  a 
fluttered  accent  she  began  to  mention  her  wonderful  escape,  in  which 
she  was  sure  that  the  stranger  must,  imder  Heaven,  have  been  her 
father's  protector  and  her  own. 

He  seemed  to  shrink  from  her  expressions  of  gratitude,  while  he 
replied  abruptly,  **  I  leave  you,  madam " — the  deep  melody  of  his 
voice  rendered  powerful,  but  not  harsh,  by  something  like  a  severity 
of  tone — "  I  leave  you  to  the  protection  of  those  to  whom  it  is  possible 
you  may  have  this  day  been  a  guardian  angel." 

Lucy  was  surprised  at  the  ambiguity  of  his  language,  and,  with  a 
feeling  of  artless  and  unaffected  gratitude,  began  to  deprecate  the  idea 
of  having  intended  to  give  her  deliverer  any  offence,  as  if  such  a 
thing  had  been  possible.  ^*  I  have  been  unfortunate,''  she  said,  *^in 
endeavouring  to  express  my  thanks — I  am  sure  it  must  be  so,  though 
I  cannot  recollect  what  I  said — but  would  you  but  stay  till  my 
father — till  the  Lord  Keeper  comes — would  you  only  permit  him  to 
pay  you  his  thanks,  and  to  inquire  your  name  ? " 

"  My  name  is  unnecessary,"  answered  the  stranger ;  "  your  &thei — 
I  would  rather  say  Sir  William  Ashton — will  learn  it  soon  enough, 
for  all  the  pleasure  it  is  likely  to  afford  him." 

"  You  mistake  him,"  said  Lucy  earnestly;  "  he  will  be  grateful  for 
my  sake  and  for  his  own.  You  do  not  know  my  father,  or  you  are 
deceiving  me  with  a  story  of  his  safety,  when  he  has  already  fallen  a 
victim  to  the  fury  of  that  animal." 

When  she  had  caught  this  idea  she  started  from  the  ground,  and 
endeavoured  to  press  towards  the  avenue  in  which  the  accident  had 
taken  place,  while  the  stranger,  though  he  seemed  to  hesitate 
between  the  desire  to  assist  and  the  wish  to  leave  her,  was  obliged, 
in  common  humanity,  to  oppose  her  both  by  entreaty  and  action. 

"  On  the  word  of  a  gentleman,  madam,  I  tell  you  the  truth ;  your 
father  is  in  perfect  safety;  you  will  expose  yourself  to  injury  if  you 
venture  back  where  the  herd  of  wild  cattle  grazed.  If  you  will 
go  " — for,  having  once  adopted  the  idea  that  her  father  was  still  in 
danger,  she  pressed  forward  in  spite  of  him — **  If  you  will  go,  accept 
my  arm,  though  I  am  not  perhaps  the  person  who  can  with  most 
propriety  offer  you  support." 

But,  without  heeding  this  intimation,  Lucy  took  him  at  his  word. 
"  0,  if  you  be  a  man,"  she  said — "  if  you  be  a  gentleman,  assist  me  to 
find  my  father !  You  shall  not  leave  me — you  must  go  with  me — he 
is  dying  perhaps  while  we  are  talking  here  ! " 

Then,  without  listening  to  excuse  or  apology,  and  holding  fast  by 
the  stmnger'a  arm,  though  unconscious  of  anything  save  the  support 
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which  it  gave,  and  without  which  she  could  not  have  moved,  mixed 
with  a  vague  feeling  of  preventing  his  escape  from  her,  she  was 
urging,  and  almost  dragging,  him  forward,  when  Sir  William  Ashton 
came  up,  followed  by  the  female  attendant  of  blind  Alice,  and  by 
two  wood-cutters,  whom  he  had  summoned  from  their  occupation  to 
his  assistance.  His  joy  at  seeing  his  daughter  safe,  overcame  the 
surprise  with  which  he  would  at  another  time  have  beheld  her  hang- 
ing as  familiarly  on  the  arm  of  a  stranger  as  she  might  have  done 
upon  his  own. 

"  Lucy,  my  dear  Lucy,  are  you  safe  ? — are  you  well  1 "  were  the 
only  words  that  broke  from  him  as  he  embraced  her  in  ecstasy. 

'^  I  am  well,  sir,  thank  Gk)d  !  and  still  more  that  I  see  you  so ;  but 
this  gentleman,"  she  said,  quitting  his  arm,  and  shrinking  from  him, 
"  what  must  he  think  of  me  1 "  and  her  eloquent  blood,  flushing  over 
neck  and  brow,  spoke  how  much  she  was  ashamed  of  the  freedom 
with  which  she  had  craved,  &Dd  even  compelled,  his  assistance. 

"  This  gentleman,*'  said  Sir  William  Ajshton,  "  will,  I  trust,  not 
regret  the  trouble  we  have  given  him,  when  I  assure  him  of  the  grati- 
tude of  the  Lord  Keeper  for  the  greatest  service  which  one  man  ever 
rendered  to  another — for  the  life  of  my  child — for  my  own  life,  which 
he  has  saved  by  his  bravery  and  presence  of  mind.  He  will,  I  am 
sure,  permit  us  to  request " 

''  Bequest  nothing  of  me,  my  lord,''  said  the  stranger,  in  a  stem  and 
peremptory  tone  :  ^*  I  am  the  Master  of  Ravenswood." 

There  was  a  dead  pause  of  surprise,  not  unmixed  with  less  pleasant 
feelings.  The  Master  wrapt  himself  in  his  cloak,  made  a  haughty 
inclination  towards  Lucy,  muttering  a  few  words  of  courtesy,  as 
indistinctly  heard  as  they  seemed  to  be  reluctantly  uttered,  and, 
turning  from  them,  was  immediately  lost  in  the  thicket. 

"  The  Master  of  Ravenswood  ! "  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  when  he 
had  recovered  his  momentary  astonishment.  '*  Hasten  after  him — 
stop  him — ^beg  him  to  speak  to  me  for  a  single  moment." 

The  two  foresters  accordingly  set  off  in  pursuit  of  the  stranger. 
They  speedily  reappeared,  and,  in  an  embarrassed  and  awkward 
manner,  said  the  gentleman  would  not  return.  The  Lord  Keeper 
took  one  of  the  fellows  aside,  and  questioned  him  more  closely  what 
the  Master  of  Ravenswood  had  said. 

'*  He  just  said  he  wadna  come  back,"  said  the  man,  with  the 
caution  of  a  prudent  Scotchman,  who  cared  not  to  be  the  bearer  of 
an  unpleasant  errand. 

**  He  said  something  more,  sir,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  ^'  and  I 
insist  on  knowing  what  it  was." 

**  Why  then,  my  lord,"  said  the  man,  looking  down,  "  W  aa\.^— ^svxX. 
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it  wad  be  nae  pleasure  to  your  lordship  to  hear  it,  for  I  daresay  the 
Master  meant  nae  ilL" 

''That's  none  of  your  concern,  sir;  I  desire  to  hear  the  very 
words." 

<<  Weel,  then,**  replied  the  man, ''  he  said,  tell  Sir  William  Ashton 
that  the  next  time  he  and  I  forgather,  he  will  not  be  half  sae  blithe 
of  our  meeting  as  of  our  parting.^ 

"  Very  well,  sir,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper, ''  I  beUeve  he  alludes  to  a 
wager  we  have  on  our  hawks — it  is  a  matter  of  no  consequence." 

He  turned  to  his  daughter,  who  was  by  this  time  so  much  recovered 
as  to  be  able  to  walk  home.  But  the  effect  which  the  various 
recollections,  connected  with  a  scene  so  terrific,  made  upon  a  mind 
which  was  susceptible  in  an  extreme  degree,  was  more  permanent 
than  the  injury  which  her  nerves  had  sustained.  YisionB  of  terror, 
both  in  sleep  and  in  waking  reveries,  recalled  to  her  the  form  of  the 
furious  animal,  and  the  dreadful  bellow  with  which  he  accompanied 
his  career;  and  it  was  always  the  image  of  the  Master  of  Bavenswood, 
with  his  native  nobleness  of  coimtenance  and  form,  that  seemed  to 
interpose  betwixt  her  and  assured  death.  It  is,  perhaps,  at  all  times 
dangerous  for  a  young  person  to  suffer  recollection  to  dwell  repeatedly, 
and  with  too  much  complacency,  on  the  same  individual;  but  in 
Lucy's  situation  it  was  almost  unavoidable.  She  had  never  hap- 
pened to  see  a  young  man  of  mien  and  features  so  romantic  and  so 
striking  as  young  Bavenswood;  but  had  she  seen  a  hundred  his 
equals  or  his  superiors  in  those  particulars,  no  one  else  could  have 
been  linked  to  her  heart  by  the  strong  associations  of  remembered 
danger  and  escape,  of  gratitude,  wonder,  and  curiosity.  I  say 
curiosity,  for  it  is  likely  that  the  singularly  restrained  and  unaccom- 
modating manners  of  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  so  much  at  variance 
with  the  natural  expression  of  his  features  and  grace  of  his  deport- 
ment, as  they  excited  wonder  by  the  contrast,  had  their  effect  in 
riveting  her  attention  to  the  recollection.  She  knew  little  of  Bavens- 
wood, or  the  disputes  which  had  existed  betwixt  her  father  and  hia, 
and  perhaps  could  in  her  gentleness  of  mind  hardly  have  compre- 
hended the  angry  and  bitter  passions  which  they  had  engendered. 
But  she  knew  that  he  was  come  of  noble  stem ;  was  poor,  though 
descended  from  the  noble  and  the  wealthy;  and  she  felt  that  she 
could  sympathise  with  the  feelings  of  a  proud  mind,  which  uiged 
him  to  recoil  from  the  proffered  gratitude  of  the  new  proprietors  of 
his  father^s  house  and  domains.  Would  he  have  equally  shunned 
their  acknowledgments  and  avoided  their  intimacy  had  her  f&ther's 
request  been  urged  more  mildly,  less  abruptly,  and  softened  with  the 
^!zsce  which  women  so  well  know  how  to  throw  into  their  piftntyf^r 
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when  thej  mean  to  mediate  betwixt  the  headlong  passions  of  the 
ruder  sex?  This  was  a  penlous  question  to  ask  her  own  mind — 
perilous  both  in  the  idea  and  in  its  consequences. 

Lucy  Ashton,  in  short,  was  involved  in  those  mazes  of  the  imagina- 
tion which  are  most  dangerous  to  the  young  and  the  sensitive. 
Time,  it  is  true,  absence,  change  of  scene,  and  new  faces  might 
probably  have  destroyed  the  illusion  in  her  instance  as  it  has  done  in 
many  others;  but  her  residence  remained  solitary,  and  her  mind 
without  those  means  of  dissipating  her  pleasing  visions.  This 
solitude  was  chiefly  owing  to  the  absence  of  Lady  Ashton,  who  was 
at  this  time  in  Edinburgh,  watching  the  progress  of  some  state- 
intrigue;  the  Lord  Keeper  only  received  society  out  of  policy  or 
ostentation,  and  was  by  nature  rather  reserved  and  unsociable ;  and 
thus  no  cavalier  appeared  to  rival  or  to  obscure  the  ideal  picture  of 
chivalrous  excellence  which  Lucy  had  pictured  to  herself  in  the 
Master  of  Bavenswood. 

While  Lucy  indulged  in  these  dreams,  she  made  frequent  visits  to 
old  blind  Alice,  hoping  it  would  be  easy  to  lead  her  to  talk  on  the 
subject,  which  at  present  she  had  so  imprudently  admitted  to  occupy 
so  large  a  portion  of  her  thoughts.  But  Alice  did  not  in  this 
particular  gratify  her  wishes  and  expectations.  She  spoke  readily,  and 
with  pathetic  feeling,  concerning  the  family  in  general,  but  seemed 
to  observe  an  especial  and  cautious  silence  on  the  subject  of  the 
present  representative.  The  little  she  said  of  him  was  not  altogether 
so  favourable  as  Lucy  had  anticipated.  She  hinted  that  he  was  of  a 
stem  and  unforgiving  character,  more  ready  to  resent  than  to  pardon 
injuries ;  and  Lucy  combined  with  great  alarm  the  hints  which  she 
now  dropped  of  these  dangerous  qualities,  with  Alice's  advice  to  her 
father,  so  emphatically  given,  "  to  beware  of  Bavenswood." 

But  that  very  Bavenswood  of  whom  such  imjust  suspicions  had 
been  entertained  had,  almost  immediately  after  they  had  been 
uttered,  confuted  them,  by  saving  at  once  her  father^s  life  and  her 
own.  Had  he  nourished  such  black  revenge  as  Alice's  dark  hints 
seemed  to  indicate,  no  deed  of  active  guilt  was  necessary  to  the  full 
gratification  of  that  evil  passion.  He  needed  but  to  have  withheld 
for  an  instant  his  indispensable  and  effective  assistance,  and  the 
object  of  his  resentment  must  have  perished,  without  any  direct 
aggression  on  his  part,  by  a  death  equally  fearful  and  certain.  She 
conceived,  therefore,  that  some  secret  prejudice  or  the  suspicions 
incident  to  age  and  misfortune  had  led  Alice  to  form  conclusions 
injurious  to  the  character,  and  irreconcilable  both  with  the  generous 
conduct  and  noble  features  of  the  Master  of  Bavenswood.  And  in 
this  belief  Lucy  reposed  her  hope,  and  went  on  weaving  kex  eiiOckasi\A\ 
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web  of  fkiry  tissue,  as  beautiful  and  transient  as  the  film  of  the 
gossamer  when  it  is  pearled  with  the  morning  dew  and  glimmering 
to  the  sun. 

Her  father,  in  the  meanwhile,  as  well  as  the  Master  of  Eavens- 
wood,  were  making  reflections,  as  frequent  though  more  solid  than 
those  of  Lucy,  upon  the  singular  event  which  had  taken  place.  The 
Lord  Keeper's  first  task,  when  he  returned  home,  was  to  ascertain 
hj  medical  advice  that  his  daughter  had  sustained  no  injury  from 
the  dangerous  and  alarming  situation  in  which  she  had  been  placed. 
Satisfied  on  this  topic,  he  proceeded  to  revise  the  memoranda  which 
he  had  taken  down  from  the  mouth  of  the  person  employed  to 
interrupt  the  funeral  service  of  the  late  Lord  Bavenswood.  Bred  to 
casuistry,  and  well  accustomed  to  practise  the  ambidexter  ingenuity 
of  the  bar,  it  cost  him  little  trouble  to  soften  the  features  of  the 
tumult  which  he  had  been  at  first  so  anxious  to  exaggerate.  He 
preached  to  his  colleagues  of  the  Privy  Council  the  necessity  of  using 
conciliatory  measures  with  young  men,  whose  blood  and  temper  were 
hot,  and  their  experience  of  life  limited.  He  did  not  hesitate  to 
attribute  some  censure  to  the  conduct  of  the  officer,  as  having  been 
unnecessarily  irritating. 

These  were  the  contents  of  his  public  despatches.  The  letters 
which  he  wrote  to  those  private  friends  into  whose  management  the 
matter  was  likely  to  fall,  were  of  a  yet  more  favourable  tenor.  He 
represented  that  lenity  in  this  case  would  be  equally  politic  and 
popular,  whereas,  considering  the  high  respect  with  which  the  rites 
of  interment  are  regarded  in  Scotland,  any  severity  exercised  against 
the  Master  of  Ravenswood  for  protecting  those  of  his  father  from 
interruption  would  be  on  all  sides  most  imfavourably  construed. 
And,  finally,  assuming  the  language  of  a  generous  and  high-spirited 
man,  he  made  it  his  particular  request  that  this  afiiair  should  be 
passed  over  without  severe  notice.  He  alluded  with  delicacy  to  the 
predicament  in  which  he  himself  stood  with  young  Eavenswood,  as 
having  succeeded  in  the  long  train  of  litigation  by  which  the  fortunes 
of  that  noble  house  had  been  so  much  reduced,  and  confessed  it 
would  be  most  peculiarly  acceptable  to  his  own  feelings  could  he 
find  means  in  some  sort  to  counterbalance  the  disadvantages  which 
he  had  occasioned  the  family,  though  only  in  the  prosecution  of  his 
just  and  lawful  rights.  He  therefore  made  it  his  particular  and 
personal  request  that  the  matter  should  have  no  farther  consequences^ 
and  insinuated  a  desire  that  he  himself  should  have  the  merit  of 
having  put  a  stop  to  it  by  his  favourable  report  and  intercession.  It 
was  particularly  remarkable  that,  contrary  to  his  uniform  practice^ 
he  made  no  special  communication  to  Lady  Ashton  upon  the  subject 
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of  the  tumult ;  and  although  he  mentioned  the  alarm  which  Lucy 
had  receiyed  from  one  of  the  wild  cattle,  yet  he  gave  no  detailed 
account  of  an  incident  so  interesting  and  terrible. 

There  was  much  surprise  among  Sir  William  Ashton's  political 
friends  and  colleagues  on  receiving  letters  of  a  tenor  so  unexpected. 
On  comparing  notes  together,  one  smiled,  one  put  up  his  eyebrows, 
a  third  nodded  acquiescence  in  the  general  wonder,  and  a  fourth 
asked  if  they  were  sure  these  were  all  the  letters  the  Lord  Keeper  had 
written  on  the  subject.  "  It  runs  strangely  in  my  mind,  my  lords, 
that  none  of  these  advices  contain  the  root  of  the  matter.'' 

But  no  secret  letters  of  a  contrary  nature  had  been  received, 
although  the  question  seemed  to  imply  the  possibility  of  their 
existence. 

"  Well,"  said  an  old  grey-headed  statesman  who  had  contrived,  by 
shifting  and  trimming,  to  maintain  his  post  at  the  steerage  through 
all  the  changes  of  course  which  the  vessel  had  held  for  thirty  years, 
''  I  thought  Sir  William  would  hae  verified  the  auld  Scottish  saying, 
'As  soon  comes  the  lamb's  skin  to  market  as  the  auld  tup's.' " 

"We  must  please  him  after  his  own  fashion,"  said  another, 
"  though  it  be  an  unlooked-for  one." 

"A  wilful  man  maun  hae  his  way,"  answered  the  old  counsellor. 

**  The  Keeper  will  rue  this  before  year  and  day  are  out,"  said  a 
third ;  "  the  Master  of  Ravenswood  is  the  lad  to  wind  him  a  pim."t 

"Why,  what  would  you  do,  my  lords,  with  the  poor  young 
fellow  V*  said  a  noble  Marquis  present ;  "  the  Lord  Keeper  has  got 
all  his  estates — ^he  has  not  a  cross  to  bless  himself  with." 

On  which  the  ancient  Lord  Tumtippet  replied, 

**  *  If  he  hasna  gear  to  fine, 
He  has  shins  to  pine  * — 

And  that  was  our  way  before  the  Revolution — Luitur  cv/m  persona, 
gui  hiere  rum  potest  cum  crwmenaX — hegh,  my  lords,  that 's  gude  law 
Latin." 

"  I  can  see  no  motive,"  replied  the  Marquis,  "  that  any  noble  lord 
can  have  for  urging  this  matter  farther ;  let  the  Lord  Keeper  have 
the  power  to  deal  in  it  as  he  pleases." 

"Agree,  agree — ^remit  to  the  Lord  Keeper,  with  any  other  person 
for  fashion's  sake — Lord  Hirplehooly,  who  is  bed-ridden — one  to 
be  a  quorum.  Make  your  entry  in  the  minutes,  Mr.  Clerk.  And 
now,  my  lords,  there  is   that   young    scattergood,  the   Laird  of 

t  Wind  "Mm  a  pim,f  proverbial  for  preparing  a  troublesome  business  for  some 
person, 
t  ie..  Let  him  pay  vith  his  person  who  cannot  pay  with  his  puise. 
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BucklaVs  fine  to  be  disponed  upon — I  suppose  it  goes  to  my  Lord 
Treasurer  r' 

"  Shame  be  in  my  meal-poke,  then,"  exclaimed  Lord  Tamtippet^ 
''and  your  hand  aye  in  the  nook  of  it !  I  had  set  that  down  for  a 
by  bit  between  meals  for  myselL" 

"  To  use  one  of  your  favourite  saws,  my  lord,'*  replied  the  Marquis, 
''  you  are  like  the  miller's  dog,  that  licks  his  lips  before  the  bag  is 
untied — the  man  is  not  fined  yet." 

''  But  that  costs  but  twa  skarts  of  a  pen,"  said  Lord  Tumtippet ; 
**  and  surely  there  is  nae  noble  lord  that  will  presume  to  say  that  I, 
wha  hae  complied  wi'  a'  compliances,  taen  all  manner  of  tests,  abjured 
all  that  was  to  be  abjured,  and  sworn  a'  that  was  to  be  sworn,  for 
these  thirty  years  bypast,  sticking  fast  by  my  duty  to  the  state 
through  good  report  and  bad  report,  shouldna  hae  something  now  and 
then  to  synd  my  mouth  wi'  after  sic  drouthy  wark  1    Eh  I" 

"It  would  be  very  unreasonable  indeed,  my  lord,"  replied  the 
Marquis,  <'  had  we  either  thought  that  your  lordship's  drought  was 
quenchable,  or  observed  anything  stick  in  your  throat  that  required 
washing  down." 

And  so  we  close  the  scene  on  the  Privy  Council  of  that  period. 


CHAPTER    VI. 

For  this  are  all  these  warriors  come, 

To  hear  an  idle  tale  ; 
And  o'er  our  death-accostomed'd  arms 

Shall  silly  tears  prevail  ? 

Henry  Maokenzis. 

On  the  evening  of  the  day  when  the  Lord  Keeper  and  his  daughter 
were  saved  from  such  imminent  peril,  two  strangers  were  seated  in 
the  most  private  apartment  of  a  small  obscure  inn,  or  rather  alehouse, 
called  the  Tod's  Den,  about  three  or  four  miles  from  the  Castle  of 
Bavenswood,  and  as  far  from  the  ruinous  tower  of  Wolf's  Crag, 
betwixt  which  two  places  it  was  situated. 

One  of  these  strangers  was  about  forty  years  of  age,  tall,  and  thin  in 
the  flanks,  with  an  aquiline  nose,  dark  penetrating  eyes,  and  a  shrewd 
but  sinister  cast  of  countenance.  The  other  was  about  fifteen  yean 
younger,  short,  stout,  ruddy-faced,  and  red-haired,  with  an  open, 
resolute,  and  cheerful  eye,  to  which  careless  and  fearless  freedom, 
and  inward  daring,  gave  fire  and  expression,  notwithstanding  its 
light-grey  colour.  A  stoup  of  wine  (for  in  those  days  it  was  served 
out  from  the  cask  in  pewter  flagons)  was  placed  on  the  table,  and 
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each  had  his  quaigh  or  hicker  f  before  him.  But  there  was  little 
appearance  of  conyiviality.  With  folded  arms,  and  looks  of  anxious 
expectation,  they  eyed  each  other  in  silence,  each  wrapt  in  his  own 
thoughts,  and  holding  no  communication  with  his  neighbour. 

At  length  the  younger  broke  silence  by  exclaiming,  ^*  What  the 
foul  fiend  can  detain  the  Master  so  long  ?  he  must  have  miscarried 
in  his  enterprise.    Why  did  you  dissuade  me  from  going  with  him  ?" 

^*  One  man  is  enough  to  right  his  own  wrong,"  said  the  taller  and 
older  personage ;  *'  we  venture  our  lives  for  him  in  coming  thus  far 
on  such  an  errand." 

**  You  are  but  a  craven  after  all,  Craigengelt,"  answered  the  younger, 
^'and  that's  what  many  folk  have  thought  you  before  now." 

*'But  what  none  has  dared  to  tell  me,"  said  Craigeugelt,  laying 
his  hand  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword ;  "  and,  but  that  I  hold  a  hasty 
man  no  better  than  a  fool,  I  would" — he  paused  for  his  companion's 
answer. 

"  Would  you  V*  said  the  other,  coolly ;  "  and  why  do  you  not, 
then  1" 

Craigengelt  drew  his  cutlass  an  inch  or  two,  and  then  returned  it 
with  violence  into  the  scabbard.  "  Because  there  is  a  deeper  stake 
to  be  played  for  than  the  lives  of  twenty  harebrained  gowks  like  you." 

**You  are  right  there,"  said  his  companion,  "for  if  it  were  not 
that  these  forfeitures,  and  that  last  fine  that  the  old  driveller  Turn- 
tippet  is  gaping  for,  and  which,  I  daresay,  is  laid  on  by  this  time, 
have  fairly  driven  me  out  of  house  and  home,  I  were  a  coxcomb 
and  a  cuckoo  to  boot,  to  trust  your  fair  promises  of  getting  me  a 
commission  in  the  Irish  brigade — what  have  I  to  do  with  the  Irish 
brigade  ?  I  am  a  plain  Scotsman,  as  my  father' was  before  me ;  and 
my  grand-aunt,  Lady  Gimington,  cannot  live  for  ever." 

"  Ay,  Bucklaw,"  observed  Craigengelt,  "  but  she  may  live  for  many 
a  long  day;  and  for  your  father,  he  had  land  and  living,  kept  himself 
close  from  wadsetters  and  money-lenders,  paid  each  man  his  due,  and 
lived  on  his  own." 

^  And  whose  fault  is  it  that  I  have  not  done  so  too  ?"  said  Bucklaw 
— "whose  but  the  devil's  and  yours,  and  such  like  as  you,  that  have 
led  me  to  the  far  end  of  a  fair  estate  f  and  now  I  shall  be  obliged,  I 
Bnppose,  to  shelter  and  shift  about  like  yourself — ^live  one  week  upon 
a  line  of  secret  intelligence  from  Saint  Germains — another  upon  a 
report  of  a  rising  in  the  Highlands — get  my  breakfast  and  morning- 
draught  of  sack  from  old  Jacobite  ladies,  and  give  them  locks  of  my 

t  Drinldiig-enps  of  different  lizei,  made  out  of  staves  booped  together.  The  quaigh 
was  need  chiefly  for  drinking  wine  or  brandy ;  it  might  hold  about  a  gill,  and  wa>  oftea 
eompoMd  of  rare  wood,  and  cuiiously  oxxiamented  with  tilTor. 
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old  wig  for  the  Chevalier's  hair — second  my  friend  in  his  quarrel  tiU 
he  comes  to  the  field,  and  then  flinch  from  him  lest  so  important  a 
political  agent  should  perish  from  the  way.  All  this  I  must  do  for 
bread,  besides  calling  myself  a  captain." 

**  You  think  you  are  making  a  flne  speech  now,''  said  Craigengelt, 
''and  showing  much  wit  at  my  expense.  Is  starving  or  hanging 
better  than  the  life  I  am  obliged  to  lead,  because  the  present  for- 
tunes of  the  king  cannot  sufGlciently  support  his  envoys  1*' 

"  Starving  is  honester,  Craigengelt,  and  hanging  is  like  to  be  the 
end  on't.  But  what  you  mean  to  make  of  this  poor  fellow  Bavens- 
wood,  I  know  not — ^he  has  no  money  left,  any  more  than  I — ^his 
lands  are  all  pawned  and  pledged,  and  the  interest  eats  up  the  rents, 
and  is  not  satisfied,  and  what  do  you  hope  to  make  by  meddUng  in 
his  affairs?" 

"  Content  yourself,  Bucklaw;  I  know  my  business,"  repUed  Craigen- 
gelt. **  Besides  that  his  name,  and  his  father's  services  in  1689,  will 
make  such  an  acquisition  sound  well  both  at  Versailles  and  Saint 
Qermains — you  will  also  please  be  informed  that  the  Master  of 
Eavenswood  is  a  very  different  kind  of  a  young  fellow  from  you. 
He  has  parts  and  address,  as  well  as  courage  and  talents,  and  will 
present  himself  abroad  like  a  young  man  of  head  as  well  as  heart, 
who  knows  something  more  than  the  speed  of  a  horse  or  the  flight 
of  a  hawk.  I  have  lost  credit  of  late  by  bringing  over  no  one  that 
had  sense  to  know  more  than  how  to  unharbour  a  stag  or  take  and 
reclaim  an  eyas.    The  Master  has  education,  sense,  and  penetration.'' 

'*  And  yet  is  not  wise  enough  to  escape  the  tricks  of  a  kidnapper, 
Craigengelt  1 "  repUed  the  younger  man.  "  But  don't  be  angry ;  yon 
know  you  will  not  fight,  and  so  it  is  as  well  to  leave  your  hilt  in  peace 
and  quiet,  and  tell  me  in  sober  guise  how  you  drew  the  Master  into 
your  confidence. " 

''  By  flattering  his  love  of  vengeance,  Bucklaw,"  answered  Craigen- 
gelt. *'  He  has  always  distrusted  me,  but  I  watched  my  time,  and 
struck  while  his  temper  was  red-hot  with  the  sense  of  insult  and  of 
wrong.  He  goes  now  to  expostulate,  as  he  says,  and  perhaps  thinks, 
with  Sir  William  Ashton.  I  say  that  if  they  meet,  and  tiie  lawyer 
puts  him  to  his  defence,  the  Master  will  kill  him ;  for  he  had  that 
sparkle  in  his  eye  which  never  deceives  you  when  you  would  read  a 
man's  purpose.  At  any  rate,  he  will  give  him  such  a  bullying  as 
will  be  construed  into  an  assault  on  a  privy-councillor ;  so  there  will 
be  a  total  breach  betwixt  him  and  government;  Scotland  will  be 
too  hot  for  him,  France  will  gain  him,  and  we  will  all  set  sail 
together  in  the  French  brig  L'Espoir,  which  is  hovering  for  us  off 
Eyemouth," 
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*'  Content  am  I/'  said  Bucklaw ;  "  Scotland  has  little  left  that  I 
care  about ;  and  if  carrying  the  Master  with  us  will  get  us  a  better 
reception  in  France,  why,  so  be  it,  a  Qod's  name.  I  doubt  our  own 
merits  will  procure  us  slender  preferment ;  and  I  trust  he  will  send 
a  ball  through  the  Keeper's  head  before  he  joins  us.  One  or  two  of 
these  scoundrel  statesmen  should  be  shot  once  a-year,  just  to  keep 
the  others  on  their  good  behaviour.'' 

**  That  is  very  true,"  replied  Craigengelt ;  "  and  it  reminds  me  that 
I  must  go  and  see  that  our  horses  have  been  fed,  and  are  in  readiness; 
for,  should  such  deed  be  done,  it  will  be  no  time  for  grass  to  grow 
beneath  their  heels.''  He  proceeded  as  far  as  the  door,  then  turned 
back  with  a  look  of  earnestness,  and  said  to  Bucklaw,  "  Whatever 
should  come  of  this  business,  I  am  sure  you  will  do  me  the  justice  to 
remember  that  I  said  nothing  to  the  Master  which  could  imply  my 
accession  to  any  act  of  violence  which  he  may  take  into  his  head  to 
commit." 

"No,  no,  not  a  single  word  like  accession,"  replied  Bucklaw; 
^'  you  know  too  well  the  risk  belonging  to  these  two  terrible  words, 
art  and  part."  Then,  as  if  to  himself,  he  recited  the  following 
lines: — 

**  The  dial  spoke  not,  but  it  made  shrewd  signs, 
And  pointed  full  upon  the  stroke  of  murder." 

"What  is  that  you  are  talking  to  yourself?"  said  Craigengelt, 
taming  back  with  some  anxiety. 

"  Nothing — only  two  lines  I  have  heard  upon  the  stage,"  replied 
his  companion. 

"Bucklaw,"  said  Craigengelt,  "I  sometimes  think  you  should 
have  been  a  stage-player  yourself;  all  is  fancy  and  frolic  with  you." 

"  I  have  often  thought  so  myself,"  said  Bucklaw.  "  I  believe  it 
would  be  safer  than  acting  with  you  in  the  Fatal  Conspiracy.  But 
away,  play  your  own  part,  and  look  after  the  horses  like  a  groom  as 
you  are.  "A  play-actor — a  stage-player!"  he  repeated  to  himself; 
"that  would  have  deserved  a  stab,  but  that  Craigengelt 's  a  coward. 
And  yet  I  should  like  the  profession  well  enough.  Stay — let  me  see 
— ay — I  would  come  out  in  Alexander — 

*  Thus  £:om  the  grave  I  riise  to  save  my  love, 
Draw  all  your  swords,  and  quick  as  lightning  move ; 
When  I  rush  on,  sure  none  will  dare  to  stay, 
'Tis  love  commands,  and  glory  leads  the  way.'  '* 

As  with  a  voice  of  thunder,  and  his  hand  upon  his  sword,  Bucklaw 
repeated  the  ranting  couplets  of  poor  Lee,  Craigengelt  re-entered  with 

a  face  of  alarm. 

s 


jjft  lajzf  IX  ztA  raVif-.  bii£  s  aiB£  ^iiiip    ^h  kacknej  will  be 
ij]±  iatx^  -wax.  sni  mw  ht  hm  w>  Ituh  hone;  he  will 


~  ItSkL  istEK  -wi^  vt  31?  mrrisE  wii^  i^  ipeei  cf  fightning  this 
hcfS^'  mad    B^ski&ir,   czrir.      "^Bsx   flter.   Ton   em   giTe   him 


to::!*.*" 


•i  Wiaa  I  isd  be  lakcL.  isTnif !    I  thmk  yoa  Sor  the  pKopoaal,* 

aid  CrKJgppgy-'.i, 

^  ^nj/"  mOied  BacJLkw.  ^  if  i2w  Losd  Keeper  dioiild  haTe  met 
with  e  Tn^af^n*^/* — whirh,  for  zaj  pen,  I  cazmot  eappoee^  for  the 
MeeUT  i£  not  the  lai  lo  i^DOt  en  c^d  aadviianiied  man — bat  %^  there 
■honld  here  been  a  fzar  at  the  Gusle.  Toa  are  neither  art  nor  part  in 
ity  Ton  knoWy  eo  haye  nothing  to  feaz.* 

'^Trae,  trae,'  answered  the  other  with  embenaannent^  ''bat 
ooDBider  my  oommisEion  from  St.  Gennain&'' 

^  Which  man  J  men  think  is  a  eommiesion  of  your  own  making, 
noble  captain.  Well,  if  jon  will  not  give  him  your  hozee,  why,  d— n 
ity  he  most  have  mine:~ 

^*  Tours  ?  ^  said  Cndgengelt. 

'<Ay,  mine,"  repeated  Bucklaw;  ''it  shall  never  be  said  that  I 
agreed  to  back  a  gentleman  in  a  little  affair  of  honour,  and  neither 
helped  him  on  with  it  nor  off  from  it.* 

"You  will  give  him  your  horse f  and  have  you  considered  the 
loss  ? " 

"  Loss  I  why,  Qrey  Gilbert  cost  me  twenty  Jacobuses,  that 's  true ; 
but  then  his  hackney  is  worth  something,  and  his  Black  Moor  is 
worth  twice  as  much  were  he  sound,  and  I  know  how  to  handle  him. 
Take  a  fat  sucking  mastiff  whelp,  flay  and  bowel  him,  stuff  the  body 
full  of  black  and  grey  snails,  roast  a  reasonable  time,  and  baste  with 
oil  of  spikenard,  saffron,  cinnamon,  and  honey,  anoint  with  the 

dripping,  working  it  in " 

**  Yes,  Bucklaw ;  but  in  the  meanwhile,  before  the  sprain  is  cured^ 
nay,  before  the  whelp  is  roasted,  you  will  be  caught  and  hung. 
Depend  on  it,  the  chase  will  be  hard  after  Bavenswood.  I  wish  we 
hud  made  our  place  of  rendezvous  nearer  to  the  coast." 

**  On  my  faith,  then,"  said  Bucklaw,  "  I  had  best  go  off  just  now, 
and  leave  my  horse  for  him.    Stay,  stay,  he  comes ;  I  hear  a  horse's 

feeu** 

**  Are  you  sure  there  is  only  one  t"  said  Cndgengelt ;  "  I  fear  there 
is  a  chAse ;  I  think  I  hear  three  or  four  galloping  together.  I  am 
sure  1  hear  more  hones  than  one." 

**  l\)oh,  |H>oh|  ii  is  the  wenoh  of  the  house  clattering  to  the  well  in 
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her  pattens.  By  my  faith,  Captain,  you  should  give  up  both  your 
captainship  and  your  secret  service,  for  you  are  as  easily  scared  as  a 
wild-goose.  But  here  comes  the  Master  alone,  and  looking  as  gloomy 
as  a  night  in  November.'' 

The  Master  of  Bavenswood  entered  the  room  accordingly,  his 
doak  muffled  around  him,  his  arms  folded,  his  looks  stern,  and  at 
the  same  time  dejected.  He  flung  his  cloak  from  him  as  he  entered, 
threw  himself  upon  a  chair,  and  appeared  sunk  in  a  profound 
reverie. 

"What  has  happened?  What  have  you  done?"  was  hastily 
demanded  by  Oraigengelt  and  Bucklaw  in  the  same  moment, 

*'  Kothing,"  was  the  short  and  sullen  answer. 

"  Nothing  ?  and  left  us  determined  to  call  the  old  villain  to  account 
for  all  the  injuries  that  you,  we,  and  the  country  have  received  at 
his  hand  ?    Have  you  seen  him  V 

"  I  have,"  replied  the  Master  of  Bavenswood. 

*'  Seen  him  ?  and  come  away  without  settling  scores  which  have 
been  so  long  due  ?"  said  Bucklaw ;  "  I  would  not  have  expected  that 
at  the  hand  of  the  Master  of  Bavenswood." 

" No  matter  what  you  expected,"  replied  Bavenswood ;  "it  is  not 
to  you,  sir,  that  I  shall  be  disposed  to  render  any  reason  for  my 
conduct." 

"Patience,  Bucklaw,"  said  Oraigengelt,  interrupting  his  com- 
panion, who  seemed  about  to  make  an  angry  reply.  "  The  Master 
has  been  interrupted  in  his  purpose  by  some  accident,  but  he  must 
excuse  the  anxious  curiosity  of  friends  who  are  devoted  to  his 
cause  like  you  and  me." 

"Friends,  Captain  Oraigengelt !"  retorted  Bavenswood  haughtily; 
'^I  am  ignorant  what  familiarity  has  passed  betwixt  us  to  entiUe 
you  to  use  that  expression.  I  think  our  friendship  amounts  to  this, 
that  we  agreed  to  leave  Scotland  together  so  soon  as  I  should  have 
visited  the  alienated  mansion  of  my  fathers,  and  had  an  interview 
with  its  present  possessor — I  will  not  call  him  proprietor." 

"  Very  true.  Master,"  answered  Bucklaw;  "and  as  we  thought  you 
had  a  mind  to  do  something  to  put  your  neck  in  jeopardy,  Craigie 
and  I  very  courteously  agreed  to  tarry  for  you,  although  ours  might 
run  some  risk  in  consequence.  As  to  Craigie,  indeed  it  does  not 
very  much  signify,  he  had  gallows  written  on  his  brow  in  the  hour 
of  his  birth ;  but  I  should  not  like  to  discredit  my  parentage  by 
coming  to  such  an  end  in  another  man's  cause." 

"  Gtentlemen,"  said  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  "  I  am  sorry  if  I 
have  occasioned  you  any  inconvenience,  but  I  must  claim  the  right 
of  judging  what  is  best  for  my  own  affairs,  without  xeadeim^  ^i£^- 


y^^j^  Mr^ifnf  -^n^^i^.  If  I  5aMtad. 
^vn*    -twKi^  vi  ;«#  i^^Anxuc  1  an. 

/A^^  AA  Vi»wf<w^  «  pnms;  -vlSL  vune  zui  tx  x  s»  s&e 

Mi^/^  V/  ;m^»  i^inf  t^Tr^t  %Km^  y^if^.  ^A  ^^^XBL  aet-voKk,*  aid  he;  'baft 
f  ^^^A  //^^  y^'/ir  V^  ^i//4y  U;4et  if  t&«j  cfler  to  dose  ^on  il^  I  viU  chop 
l^/f^Ay/^  ^/^  ir)tl/  f/f/  irt/(/b^/^,  ^IikiK  tiift  XmCct  has  changed  hummdy 
f  mt[f\f*4^  WH  ti^  tiiAirf  \t^frH  W9  \fm^'^  bat  in  the  fini  plaee  I  beg 

*'  T««ll  h)m  Mifihittf/f  ytm  will,''  said  Cndgoigelt^  «if  yon  will  fizat 
mM'/w  NfM  f/#  «(UU  i\tH  in/Ufiiyartttfnc^  to  which  he  will  expose  himwftlf 
\tf  ntiM)itit^  imf  wii'.Uiyt  in  rMtiiwl  him  of  the  obstacles  to  his  lemain- 
)MM  '"*"*#  M'f'l  *f^  ^t'^f  fl)<ft/;ultifj»  attending  his  proper  introduction  at 
VHfHHtllHN  itfMl  ^iMliiiOfniiiilnM,  without  the  countenance  of  those  who 

"  hiiHliliift  rnrfMlUii^  tlin  frlntifUhip/'  i»aid  Bucklaw,  ''of  at  least  one 
IIIIMI  iirN|illll  Klltl  lioitdiir." 

"  UMiillniiiniii"  niiht  liiivoiiNWoofl,  '<  permit  me  once  more  to  assure 
\\\\\  liliiil:  Villi  Iwtvi*  liPiMi  plnuNnd  to  nttaoh  to  our  temporary  connexion 
iiiiiiii  liii|iiiil<iiiiMi  \\\\\\\  \  nvnr  mount  that  it  should  have.  When  I 
\\<\\s\\\  lit  ^lh>^lu  onui'tit,  1  ttlmll  not  nood  the  introduction  of  an 
hililMiiliiU  ««itv««uliihM*,  wwx  (h  it  uooowMiry  for  me  to  set  value  on  the 
(M»«i\\UUlp  \\\  w  \\\\\  \\y^\\^\\  ImiU^y."*  With  these  words,  and  without 
>>t^UU\M  \\^'  ^w  (^«\«\\«^i\  \\^  l(«(X  Uio  Aiwrtmout,  remounted  his  hoiBe^ 

'•M^\\lUWu  t""  ^i^\\\  W\A*\\\  K\t\^\\f^%y  *<my  reerait  is  lost!' 
''  A\  I  \N\\^UU0  iM(^^  UuokU\^\  '^  U\«  Mdmon  U  off  with  hook  and 
aU     i^N\l  \  \<\\\  A\\\'\  VS\\\^  tlxM  \  hAY^  had  ttuvc^  of  hjs  inwiVriinn  than 
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Craigengelt  offered  to  accompany  him;  bat  Bucklaw  replied,  **  No, 
no,  Captain,  keep  you  the  cheek  of  the  chimney-nook  till  I  come 
back;  it's  good  sleeping  in  a  haill  skin. 

*  Little  kens  the  auld  wife  that  sits  hy  the  fire, 
How  cattld  the  wind  hlaws  in  hurle-burle  swire.*" 

And  singing  as  he  went,  he  left  the  apartment. 


CHAPTEE    VII. 

Now,  Billy  Bewick,  keep  good  heart, 

And  of  thy  talking  let  me  be; 
Bnt  if  thon  art  a  man,  as  I  am  sure  thon  art. 

Come  over  the  dike  and  fight  with  me. 

Old  Ballad. 

The  Master  of  Bavenswood  had  mounted  the  ambling  hackney  which 
he  before  rode,  on  finding  the  accident  which  had  happened  to  his 
led  horse,  and,  for  the  animal's  ease,  was  proceeding  at  a  slow  pace 
from  the  Tod's  Den  towards  his  old  tower  of  Wolfs  Crag,  when  he 
heard  the  galloping  of  a  horse  behind  him,  and,  looking  back,  per- 
ceived that  he  was  pursued  by  young  Bucklaw,  who  had  been 
delayed  a  few  minutes  in  the  pursuit  by  the  irresistible  temptation 
of  giving  the  hostler  at  the  Tod's  Den  some  recipe  for  treating  the 
lame  horse.  This  brief  delay  he  had  made  up  by  hard  galloping, 
and  now  overtook  the  Master  where  the  road  traversed  a  waste  moor. 
**Halt,  sir,"  cried  Bucklaw;  "I  am  no  political  agent — no  Captein 
Craigengelt,  whose  life  is  too  important  to  be  hazarded  in  defence 
of  his  honour.  I  am  Frank  Hayston  of  Bucklaw,  and  no  man 
iajures  me  by  word,  deed,  sign,  or  look,  but  he  must  render  me  an 
account  of  it." 

•*  This  is  all  very  well,  Mr.  Hayston  of  Bucklaw,"  replied  the 
Master  of  Bavenswood,  in  a  tone  the  most  calm  and  indifferent; 
"  but  I  have  no  quarrel  with  you,  and  desire  to  have  none.  Our 
roads  homeward,  as  well  as  our  roads  through  life,  lie  in  different 
directions ;  there  is  no  occasion  for  us  crossing  each  other." 

"  Is  tfcere  not  ?"  said  Bucklaw  impetuously.  "  By  Heaven  !  but  I 
say  that  there  is,  though — ^you  called  us  intriguing  adventurers." 

**Be  correct  in  your  recollection,  Mr.  Hayston;  it  was  to  your 
companion  only  I  applied  that  epithet,  and  you  know  him  to  be 
no  better." 

<'  And  what  then  !  He  was  my  companion  for  the  time,  and  no 
man  shall  insult  my  companion,  right  or  wrong,  while  he  is  in  my 
company." 
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**  Then,  Mr.  HayBton,"  replied  Bavenswood,  with  the  same  com- 
posure, "  you  should  choose  your  society  better,  or  you  are  like  to 
have  much  work  in  your  capacity  of  their  champion.  Gk>  home,  sir, 
sleep,  and  have  more  reason  in  your  wrath  to-morrow." 

'^  Not  so,  Master,  you  have  mistaken  your  man;  high  airs  and  wise 
saws  shall  not  carry  it  off  thus.  Besides,  you  termed  me  buPy,  and 
you  shall  retract  the  word  before  we  part" 

**  Faith,  scarcely,"  said  Ravenswood,  **  unless  you  show  me  better 
reason  for  thinking  myself  mistaken  than  you  are  now  producing." 

"  Then,  Master,"  said  Bucklaw,  "  though  I  should  be  sorry  to  offer 
it  to  a  man  of  your  quality,  if  you  will  not  justify  your  incivility  or 
retract  it,  or  name  a  place  of  meeting,  you  must  here  undergo  the 
hard  word  and  the  hard  blow." 

<^ Neither  will  be  necessary,"  said  Bavenswood;  ''I  am  satisfied 
with  what  I  have  done  to  avoid  an  affair  with  you.  If  you  axe 
serious,  this  place  will  serve  as  well  as  another." 

**  Dismount,  then,  and  draw,"  said  Bucklaw,  setting  him  an  example* 
"  I  always  thought  and  said  you  were  a  pretty  man ;  I  should  be 
sorry  to  report  you  otherwise." 

**  You  shall  have  no  reason,  sir,"  said  Bavenswood,  alighting;  and 
putting  himself  into  a  posture  of  defence. 

Their  swords  crossed,  and  the  combat  commenced  with  great  spixife 
on  the  part  of  Bucklaw,  who  was  well  accustomed  to  affiuxs  of  the 
kind,  and  distinguished  by  address  and  dexterity  at  his  weapoiL  hk 
the  present  case,  however,  he  did  not  use  his  skill  to  advantage;  to^ 
having  lost  temper  at  the  cool  and  contemptuous  manner  in  whidh 
the  Master  of  Bavenswood  had  long  refused,  and  at  length  giantod 
him  satisfaction,  and  urged  by  his  impatience,  he  adopted  the  part  of 
an  assailant  with  inconsiderate  eagerness.  The  Master,  with  eqiial 
skill,  and  much  greater  composure,  remained  chiefly  on  the  defensive^ 
and  even  declined  to  avail  himself  of  one  or  two  advantages  afforded 
him  by  the  eagerness  of  his  adversary.  At  length,  in  a  desperate 
lunge,  which  he  followed  with  an  attempt  to  close,  Bucklaw's  foot 
slipped,  and  he  fell  on  the  short  grassy  turf  on  which  they  were 
fighting.  "Take  your  life,  sir,"  said  the  Master  of  Bavenswood* 
"  and  mend  it,  if  you  can." 

"  It  would  be  but  a  cobbled  piece  of  work,  I  fear,"  said  Bucklaw^ 
rising  slowly  and  gathering  up  his  sword,  much  less  disconcerted 
with  the  issue  of  the  combat  than  could  have  been  expected  from 
the  impetuosity  of  his  temper.  **  I  thank  you  for  my  life,  Master,"  he 
pursued.  "  There  is  my  hand,  I  bear  no  ill-will  to  you,  either  for 
my  bad  luck  or  your  better  swordsmanship." 

The  Master  looked  steadily  at  him  for  an  instant,  then  extended 
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his  hand  to  him — "  Bncktaw,"  he  wid,  "  jim  are  a  geoeroiu  fellow, 
Kid  I  have  done  you  wrong.  I  heartily  ask  yonc  pardon  for  the 
ezpreaaiDn  which  offended  ;oa;  it  wai  haatily  and  incautiously 
attered,  and  I  am  convinced  it  is  totally  misapplied." 

"Aie  yon  indeed,  Master  I"  eaid  Bucklaw,  his  face  resuming  at 
once  itsnatni&l  ezpreasion  of  light-hearted  carelessness  and  audacity; 
"that  is  more  than  I  expected  of  yon ;  for,  Master,  men  say  yon  are 
not  ready  to  retract  your  opinions  and  yonr  language." 

"Not  when  I  have  well  considered  them,"  said  the  Master. 

"Then  you  are  a  little  wiser  than  I  am,  for  I  always  give  my 
Mend  satisfaction  first  and  explanation  afterwards.    If  one  of  oa 


falls,  all  accounts  are  settled;  il'  not,  men  are  never  so  ready  for 
peace  as  after  war.  But  what  does  that  brawling  brat  of  a  boy 
-want}"  said  Bucklaw.  ''I  wish  to  Heaven  he  had  come  a  few  minutes 
Booner !  and  yet  it  must  have  been  ended  some  time,  and  perhaps 
this  way  is  as  well  as  any  other." 

Aa  he  spoke,  the  boy  he  mentioned  came  np,  cudgelling  an  ass,  oa 
which  he  was  mounted,  to  the  top  of  its  speed,  and  sending,  like  one 
of  Ossian's  heroes,  his  voice  before  him — "Gentlemen,  gentlemen, 
■ave  yourselves  1  for  the  gudenife  bade  ns  tell  ye  there  were  folk  in 
her  house  had  taen  Captain  Craigeugelt,  and  were  seeking  for  Buck- 
law,  and  that  ye  behoved  to  lide  for  it." 
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''By  my  faith,  and  that's  very  trae,  my  man,''  said  Backlaw; 
''  and  there 's  a  silver  sixpence  for  your  news,  and  I  would  give  any 
man  twice  as  much  would  tell  me  which  way  I  should  ride." 

**  That  will  I,  Bucklaw,"  said  Ravenswood ;  "  ride  home  to  Wolfs 
Crag  with  me.  There  are  places  in  the  old  tower  where  you  might 
lie  hid  were  a  thousand  men  to  seek  you." 

'^  But  that  will  bring  you  into  trouble  yourself,  Master ;  and  unless 
you  be  in  the  Jacobite  scrape  already,  it  is  quite  needless  for  me  to 
drag  you  in." 

"  Not  a  whit ;  I  have  nothing  to  fear." 

"  Then  I  will  ride  with  you  blithely,  for,  to  say  the  truth,  I  do 
not  know  the  rendezvous  that  Craigie  was  to  guide  us  to  this  night ; 
and  I  am  sure  that,  if  he  is  taken,  he  will  tell  all  the  truth  of  me, 
and  twenty  lies  of  you,  in  order  to  save  himself  from  the  withie." 

They  mounted,  and  rode  off  in  company  accordingly,*  striking  off 
the  ordinary  road,  and  holding  their  way  by  wild  moorish  unfre- 
quented paths,  with  which  the  gentlemen  were  well  acquainted  from 
the  exercise  of  the  chase,  but  through  which  others  would  have  had 
much  difficulty  in  tracing  their  course.  They  rode  for  some  time  in 
silence,  making  such  haste  as  the  condition  of  Bavenswood's  horse 
permitted,  until,  night  having  gradually  closed  around  them,  they 
discontinued  their  speed,  both  from  the  difficulty  of  discovering  their 
path,  and  from  the  hope  that  they  were  beyond  the  reach  of  pursuit 
or  observation. 

"  And  now  that  we  have  drawn  bridle  a  bit,"  said  Bucklaw,  "  I 
would  fain  ask  you  a  question,  Master." 

"Ask,  and  welcome,"  said  Ravenswood,  "but  forgive  my  not 
answering  it  unless  I  think  proper." 

"  Well,  it  is  simply  this,"  answered  his  late  antagonist — "  What,  in 
the  name  of  old  Sathan,  could  make  you,  who  stand  so  highly  on 
your  reputation,  think  for  a  moment  of  drawing  up  with  such 
a  rogue  as  Craigengelt,  and  such  a  scape-grace  as  folk  call 
Bucklawl" 

"  Simply  because  I  was  desperate,  and  sought  desperate  associatea." 

"And  what  made  you  break  off  from  us  at  the  nearest?"  again 
demanded  Bucklaw. 

"Because  I  had  changed  my  mind,"  said  the  Master,  "and  re- 
nounced my  enterprise,  at  least  for  the  present.  And  now  that  I 
have  answered  your  questions  fairly  and  frankly,  tell  me  what  makes 
you  associate  with  Craigengelt,  so  much  beneath  you  both  in  birth 
and  in  spirit  1 " 

"  In  plain  terms,"  answered  Bucklaw,  "  because  I  am  a  fool,  who 
have  gambled  away  my  land  in  these  times.     My  grand-aunt,  Lady 
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Gimington,  has  taen  a  new  tack  of  life,  I  think,  and  I  could  only 
hope  to  get  something  by  a  change  of  government.  Craigie  was  a 
sort  of  gambling  acquaintance ;  he  saw  my  condition ;  and,  as  the, 
devil  is  always  at  one's  elbow,  told  me  fifty  lies  about  his  credentials 
from  Versailles,  and  his  interest  at  Saint  Germains,  promised  me  a 
captain's  commission  at  Paris,  and  I  have  been  ass  enough  to  put  my 
thumb  under  his  belt.  I  daresay,  by  this  time,  he  has  told  a  dozen 
pretty  stories  of  me  to  the  government.  And  this  is  what  I  have  got 
by  wine,  women,  and  dice,  cocks,  dogs,  and  horses.'' 

"  Yes,  Bucklaw,"  said  the  Master,  "  you  have  indeed  nourished  in 
your  bosom  the  snakes  that  are  now  stinging  you." 

'* That's  home  as  well  as  true,  Master,"  replied  his  companion; 
"  but,  by  your  leave,  you  have  nursed  in  your  bosom  one  great  goodly 
snake  that  has  swallowed  all  the  rest,  and  is  as  sure  to  devour  you 
as  my  half-dozen  are  to  make  a  meal  on  all  that's  left  of  Bucklaw, 
which  is  but  what  lies  between  bonnet  and  boot-heel." 

"  I  must  not,"  answered  the  Master  of  Ravenswood,  "  challenge 
the  freedom  of  speech  in  which  I  have  set  example.  What,  to  speak 
without  a  metaphor,  do  you  call  this  monstrous  passion,  which  you 
charge  me  with  fostering  1 " 

"  Revenge,  my  good  sir,  revenge ;  which,  if  it  be  as  gentleman-like 
a  sin  as  wine  and  wassail,  with  their  et  cceteras,  is  equally  unchristian, 
and  not  so  bloodless.  It  is  better  breaking  a  park-pale  to  watch  a 
doe  or  damsel  than  to  shoot  an  old  man." 

"I  deny  the  purpose,"  said  the  Master  of  Ravenswood.  "On  my 
soul,  I  had  no  such  intention ;  I  meant  but  to  confront  the  oppressor 
ere  I  left  my  native  land,  and  upbraid  him  with  his  tyranny  and  its 
consequences.  I  would  have  stated  my  wrongs  so  that  they  would 
have  shaken  his  soul  within  him." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Bucklaw,  "  and  he  would  have  collared  you,  and 
cried  help,  and  then  you  would  have  shaken  the  soul  out  of  him,  I 
suppose.  Your  very  look  and  manner  would  have  frightened  the  old 
man  to  death." 

"  Consider  the  provocation,"  answered  Ravenswood — "  consider  the 
ruin  and  death  procured  and  caused  by  his  hard-hearted  cruelty — an 
ancient  house  destroyed,  an  affectionate  father  murdered  !  Why,  in 
our  old  Scottish  days,  he  that  sat  quiet  imder  such  wrongs  would 
have  been  held  neither  fit  to  back  a  friend  nor  face  a  foe." 

"  Well,  Master,  I  am  glad  to  see  that  the  devil  deals  as  cunningly 
with  other  folk  as  he  deals  with  me ;  for  whenever  I  am  about  to 
commit  any  folly,  he  persuades  me  it  is  the  most  necessary,  gallant, 
gentlemanlike  thing  on  earth,  and  I  am  up  to  saddle-girths  in  the 
bog  before  I  see  that  the  ground  is  soft.    And  you,  MsAtAt^tcd!^ 
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have  turned  oat  a  mnrd a  homidde,  just  out  of  pure  respect  for 

your  father^B  memory.'' 

''There  is  more  sense  in  your  language,  Bucklaw,*  replied  the 
Master,  **  than  might  have  been  expected  from  your  conduct.  It  is 
too  true,  our  vices  steal  upon  us  in  forms  outwardly  as  fair  as  those 
of  the  demons  whom  the  superstitious  represent  as  intriguing  with 
the  human  race,  and  are  not  discovered  in  their  native  hideousness 
until  we  have  clasped  them  in  our  arms." 

"But  we  may  throw  them  from  us,  though,"  said  Bucklaw,  '^and 
that  is  what  I  shall  think  of  doing  one  of  these  days — ^that  is,  when 
old  Lady  Gimington  dies." 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  the  expression  of  the  English  divine  ?  "  said 
Bavenswood — "  ^  Hell  is  paved  with  good  intentions ' — as  much  as  to 
say,  they  are  more  often  formed  than  executed.'' 

**  WeU,"  replied  Bucklaw,  "  but  I  will  begin  this  blessed  night,  and 
have  determined  not  to  drink  above  one  quart  of  wine,  unless  your 
claret  be  of  extraordinary  quality." 

"  You  will  find  little  to  tempt  you  at  Wolf's  Crag,"  said  the  Master. 
"  I  know  not  that  I  can  promise  you  more  than  the  shelter  of  my 
roof;  all,  and  more  than  all,  our  stock  of  wine  and  provisions  was 
exhausted  at  the  late  occasion." 

"Long  may  it  be  ere  provision  is  needed  for  the  like  purpose^'* 
answered  Bucklaw ;  "  but  you  should  not  drink  up  the  last  flask  at 
a  dirge ;  there  is  ill  luck  in  that." 

"There  is  ill  luck,  I  think,  in  whatever  belongs  to  me,"  said 
Ravenswood.  "But  yonder  is  Wolf's  Crag,  and  whatever  it  still 
contains  is  at  your  service." 

The  roar  of  the  sea  had  long  announced  their  approach  to  the 
cliffs,  on  the  summit  of  which,  like  the  nest  of  some  sea-eagle,  the 
founder  of  the  fortalice  had  perched  his  eyry.  The  pale  moon,  which 
had  hitherto  been  contending  with  flitting  clouds,  now  shone  oat» 
and  gave  them  a  view  of  the  solitary  and  naked  tower,  situated  on  a 
projecting  cliff  that  beetled  on  the  German  Ocean.  On  three  sides 
the  rock  was  precipitous ;  on  the  fourth,  which  was  that  towards  the 
land,  it  had  been  originally  fenced  by  an  artificial  ditch  and  draw- 
bridge, but  the  latter  was  broken  down  and  ruinous,  and  the  former 
had  been  in  part  filled  up,  so  as  to  allow  passage  for  a  horseman  into 
the  narrow  courtyard,  encircled  on  two  sides  with  low  offices  and 
stables,  partly  ruinous,  and  closed  on  the  landward  front  by  a  low 
embattled  wall,  while  the  remaining  side  of  the  quadrangle  was 
occupied  by  the  tower  itself  which,  tall  and  narrow,  and  built  of  a 
greyish  stone,  stood  glimmering  in  the  moonlight,  like  the  sheeted 
spectre  of  some  huge  giant.    A  wilder  or  more  disconsolate  dwelling 
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it  was  perhaps  difficult  to  conceive.  The  sombroos  and  heavy  sonnd 
of  the  billows,  successivelj  dashing  against  the  rocky  beach  at  a 
profound  distance  beneath,  was  to  the  ear  what  the  landscape  was  to 
the  eye — a  symbol  of  unvaried  and  monotonous  melancholy,  not 
unmingled  with  horror. 

Although  the  night  was  not  far  advanced,  there  was  no  sign  of 
Hving  inhabitant  about  this  forlorn  abode,  excepting  that  one,  and 
only  one^  of  the  narrow  and  stanchelled  windows  which  appeared  at 
irregular  heights  and  distances  in  the  walls  of  the  building,  showed 
a  small  glimmer  of  light. 

''There/'  said  Bavenswood|  ''sits  the  only  male  domestic  that 
remains  to  the  house  of  Ravenswood;  and  it  is  well  that  he  does 
remain  there,  since  otherwise  we  had  little  hope  to  find  either  light 
or  fire.  But  follow  me  cautiously ;  the  road  is  narrow,  and  admits 
only  one  horse  in  front* 

In  effect,  the  path  led  along  a  kind  of  isthmus,  at  the  peninsular 
extremity  of  which  the  tower  was  situated,  with  that  exclusive  atten- 
tion to  strength  and  security,  in  preference  to  every  circumstance  of 
convenience,  which  dictated  to  the  Scottish  barons  the  choice  of  their 
situations,  as  well  as  their  style  of  building. 

By  adopting  the  cautious  mode  of  approach  recommended  by  the 
proprietor  of  this  wild  hold,  they  entered  the  courtyard  in  safety. 
But  it  was  long  ere  the  efforts  of  Ravenswood,  though  loudly  exerted 
by  knocking  at  the  low-browed  entrance,  and  repeated  shouts  to 
Caleb  to  open  the  gate  and  admit  them,  received  any  answer. 

**  The  old  man  must  be  departed,"  he  began  to  say,  "  or  fallen  into 
some  fit ;  for  the  noise  I  have  made  would  have  waked  the  seven 
sleepers." 

At  length  a  timid  and  hesitating  voice  replied — ''  Master — Master 
of  Ravenswood,  is  it  you  1" 

**  Yes,  it  is  I,  Caleb ;  open  the  door  quickly." 

*'  But  is  it  you  in  very  blood  and  body  1  For  I  would  sooner  face 
fifty  deevils  as  my  master^s  ghaist,  or  even  his  wraith — wherefore, 
aroint  ye,  if  ye  were  ten  times  my  master,  unless  ye  come  in  bodily 
shape,  lith  and  limb." 

"  It  is  I,  you  old  fool,"  answered  Ravenswood,  "  in  bodily  shape, 
and  alive,  save  that  I  am  half  dead  with  cold." 

The  light  at  the  upper  window  disappeared,  and,  glancing  from 
loop-hole  to  loop-hole  in  slow  succession,  gave  intimation  that  the 
bearer  was  in  the  act  of  descending,  with  great  deliberation,  a 
winding  staircase  occupying  one  of  the  turrets  which  graced  the 
angles  of  the  old  tower.  The  tardiness  of  his  descent  extracted 
some  exclamations  of  impatience  from  Ravenswood,  and  e^v^t^A. 
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oaths  from  hia  leu  patient  and  mote  metcorial  companion.  Oaleb 
again  pansed  ere  he  unbolted  the  door,  and  once  mora  asked  if 
they  were  men  of  mould  that  demanded  entrance  at  this  time  of 
night } 

"Were  I  near  you,  you  old  fool,"  aaid  Buoklaw,  "I  would  give 
you  sufficient  proofs  of  my  bodily  condition." 
"Open  the  gate,  Caleb,"  said  hie  master,  in  a  mow  soothiim  tone, 
partly  from  his  re- 
I  gard  to  the  ancient 
I  and  faithfal  aenes- 
1  chal,  partly  perhaps 
becanse  he  tiioi^bt 
I  that  angry  worda 
would  be  thrown 
I  away,  ao  long  at 
I  Caleb  bad  a  atont 
I  iron-cleiiched  oaken 
I  door  betwiit  his  per- 
son and  the  Bpeakera. 
At  length  Oaleb, 
I  with  a  trembling 
hand,  undid  the  bars, 
opened  the  heavy 
I  door,  and  stood  b»- 
I  fore  them,  exhibit* 
I  ing  his  thin  gnij 
hairs,  bald  forehead, 
and  aharp  high 
features,  illuminated 
by  a  qnivering  lamp 
I  which  he  held  in 
2  hand,  while  he 
I  shaded  and  protected 
1  its  flame  with  the 
other.  The  timoron* 
glance  which  he  threw  around  him — the  effect  of  the 
partial  light  upon  his  white  hair  and  illumined  features,  miglit 
have  made  a  good  painting ;  hut  our  travellera  were  too  im- 
patient for  security  against  the  rising  storm  to  permit  them 
to  indulge  themselves  in  studying  the  picturesque.  "Is  it  you, 
my  dear  master?  is  it  you  yourself,  indeed}"  ezdaimed  the  old 
domestic.  "I  am  wae  ye  snld  hae  stude  waiting  at  your  atn  gate; 
bat  wha  wad  hae  thought  o*  seeing  ye  aae  snne,  and  a  stnnge 
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gentleman  with  a— (Here  he  exclaimed  apart,  as  it  were,  and  to  some 
inmate  of  the  tower,  in  a  voice  not  meant  to  be  heard  by  those  in 
the  court) — Mysie — Mysie  woman !  stir  for  dear  life,  and  get  the 
fire  mended ;  take  the  auld  three-legged  stool,  or  ony  thing  that's 
readiest  that  will  make  a  lowe.  I  doubt  we  are  but  puirly  provided, 
no  expecting  ye  this  some  months,  when  doubtless  ye  wad  hae 
been  received  conform  till  your  rank,  as  gude  right  is ;  but  nathe- 


'^Natheless,  Caleb,"  said  the  Master,  ''we  must  have  our  horses 
put  up,  and  ourselves  too,  the  best  way  we  can.  I  hope  you  are  not 
sorry  to  see  me  sooner  than  you  expected  V* 

"  Sony,  my  lord ! — I  am  sure  ye  sail  aye  be  my  lord  wi'  honest 
folk,  as  your  noble  ancestors  hae  been  these  three  hundred  years, 
and  never  asked  a  whig^s  leave.  Sorry  to  see  the  Lord  of  Ravens- 
wood  at  ane  o'  his  ain  castles  ! — (Then  again  apart  to  his  unseen 
associate  behind  the  screen) — Mysie,  kill  the  brood-hen  without 
thinking  twice  on  it;  let  them  care  that  come  ahint.  No  to  say 
it's  our  best  dwelling,"  he  added,  turning  to  Bucklaw;  "but  just  a 
strength  for  the  Lord  of  Ravenswood  to  flee  imtil — ^that  is,  no  to 
flee,  but  to  retreat  until  in  troublous  times  like  the  present,  when 
it  was  ill  convenient  for  him  to  live  farther  in  the  country  in  ony 
of  his  better  and  mair  principal  manors ;  but,  for  its  antiquity, 
maist  folk  think  that  the  outside  of  Wolf's  Crag  is  worthy  of  a  large 
perusaL" 

''And  you  are  determined  we  shall  have  time  to  make  it,"  said 
Bavenswood,  somewhat  amused  with  the  shifts  the  old  man  used  to 
detain  them  without  doors  imtil  his  confederate  Mysie  had  made  her 
preparations  within. 

"  Oh,  never  mind  the  outside  of  the  house,  my  good  Mend,"  said 
Bucklaw;  "let's  see  the  inside,  and  let  our  horses  see  the  stable, 
that's  alL" 

"  Oh  yes,  sir — ay,  sir — unquestionably,  sir — my  lord  and  ony  of  his 
honourable  companions " 

"  But  our  horses,  my  old  friend— our  horses;  they  will  be  dead- 
foundered  by  standing  here  in  the  cold  after  riding  hard,  and  mine 
is  too  good  to  be  spoiled ;  therefore,  once  more,  our  horses,"  exclaimed 
Bucklaw. 

"True — ay — ^your  horses — yes — I  will  call  the  grooms;"  and 
sturdily  did  Caleb  roar  till  the  old  tower  rang  again — "John — 
William — Saunders!  The  lads  are  gane  out,  or  sleeping,"  he  ob- 
served, after  pausing  for  an  answer,  which  he  knew  that  he  had  no 
human  chance  of  receiving.  "  A'  gaes  wrang  when  the  Master 's  out 
by;  but  I  '11  take  care  o'  your  cattle  my  sell.'' 
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**  I  think  you  had  better/'  said  Ravenswoody  "  otherwise  I  see  little 
chance  of  their  being  attended  to  at  all/' 

"Whisht,  my  lord — whisht,  for  Gk>d'8  sake/'  said  Caleb,  in  an 
imploring  tone,  and  apart  to  his  master ;  *'  if  ye  dinna  regard  your 
ain  credit,  think  o'  mine;  <' we  '11  hae  hard  enengh  work  to  make  a 
decent  night  o  't,  wi'  a'  the  lees  I  can  tell." 

**  Well,  well,  never  mind,"  said  his  master ;  ''  go  to  the  stable. 
There  is  hay  and  com,  I  trust  V* 

"  Ou  ay,  plenty  of  hay  and  com ;"  this  was  uttered  boldly  and 
aloud,  and,  in  a  lower  tone,  *^  there  was  some  half-fous  o^  aits,  and 
some  taits  o'  meadow-hay,  left  after  the  buriaL" 

"Very  well,"  said  Ravenswood,  taking  the  lamp  from  his 
domestic's  unwilling  hand,  ''I  will  show  the  stranger  upstairs 
myself." 

'*  I  canna  think  o'  that,  my  lord ;  if  ye  wad  but  have  five  minutes, 
or  ten  minutes,  or,  at  maist,  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  patience,  and  look 
at  the  fine  moonlight  prospect  of  the  Bass  and  North-Bervrick  Law 
till  I  sort  the  horses,  I  would  marshal  ye  up,  as  reason  is  ye  suld  be 
marshalled,  your  lordship  and  your  honourable  visitor.  And  I  hae 
lockit  up  the  siller  candlesticks,  and  the  lamp  is  not  fit ** 

**  It  will  do  very  well  in  the  meantime,"  said  Bavenswood,  ^  and 
you  will  have  no  difficulty  for  want  of  light  in  the  stable,  for,  if  I 
recollect,  half  the  roof  is  off." 

**  Very  true,  my  lord,"  replied  the  trusty  adherent,  and  with  ready 
wit  instantly  added,  ''  and  the  lazy  sclater  loons  have  never  come  to 
put  it  on  a'  this  while,  your  lordship." 

'^  If  I  were  disposed  to  jest  at  the  calamities  of  my  house,"  said 
Bavenswood,  as  he  led  the  way  up  stairs,  "  poor  old  Caleb  would 
furnish  me  with  ample  means.  His  passion  consists  in  representing 
things  about  our  miserable  mmage,  not  as  they  are,  but  as,  in  his 
opinion,  they  ought  to  be ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  I  have  been  often 
diverted  with  the  poor  wretch's  expedients  to  supply  what  he  thought 
was  essential  for  the  credit  of  the  family,  and  his  still  more  geneioiu 
apologies  for  the  want  of  those  articles  for  which  his  ingenuity  could 
discover  no  substitute.  But  though  the  tower  is  none  of  the  largest 
I  shall  have  some  trouble  without  him  to  find  the  apartment  in 
which  there  is  a  fire." 

As  he  spoke  thus,  he  opened  the  door  of  the  halL  '<  Here,  at  least^' 
he  said,  "  there  is  neither  hearth  nor  harbour." 

It  was  indeed  a  scene  of  desolation.  A  large  vaulted  room,  the 
beams  of  which,  combined  like  those  of  Westminster  Hall,  were 
rudely  carved  at  the  extremitiesi  remained  nearly  in  the  situation  in 
which  it  had  been  left  after  the  entertainment  at  Allan  Lord  Baven*- 
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wood's  funeraL  Overtumed  pitchers,  and  black  jacks,  and  pewter 
stoups,  and  flagons  still  cumbered  the  large  oaken  table;  glasses, 
those  more  perishable  implements  of  conviviality,  many  of  which 
had  been  voluntarily  sacrificed  by  the  guests  in  their  enthusiastic 
pledges  to  favourite  toasts,  strewed  the  stone  floor  with  their  frag- 
ments. As  for  the  articles  of  plate,  lent  for  the  purpose  by  Mends 
and  kinsfolk,  those  had  been  carefully  withdrawn  so  soon  as  the 
ostentatious  display  of  festivity,  equally  unnecessary  and  strangely 
timed,  had  been  made  and  ended.  Nothing,  in  short,  remained  that 
indicated  wealth ;  all  the  signs  were  those  of  recent  wastefulness  and 
present  desolation.  The  black  cloth  hangings,  which  on  the  late 
mournful  occasion  replaced  the  tattered  moth-eaten  tapestries,  had 
heen  partly  pulled  down,  and,  dangling  from  the  wall  in  irregular 
festoons,  disclosed  the  rough  stone- work  of  the  building,  unsmoothed 
either  by  plaster  or  the  chiseL  The  seats  thrown  down,  or  left  in 
disorder,  intimated  the  careless  confusion  which  had  concluded  the 
mournful  revel.  ''This  room,"  said  Bavenswood,  holding  up  the 
lamp—*'  this  room,  Mr.  Hayston,  was  riotous  when  it  should  have 
been  sad;  it  is  a  just  retribution  that  it  should  now  be  sad  when  it 
ought  to  be  cheerful." 

They  left  this  disconsolate  apartment  and  went  up  stairs,  where, 
after  opening  one  or  two  doors  in  vain,  Bavenswood  led  the  way 
into  a  little  matted  anteroom,  in  which,  to  their  great  joy,  they  found 
a  tolerably  good  fire,  which  Mysie,  by  some  such  expedient  as  Caleb 
had  suggested,  had  supplied  with  a  reasonable  quantity  of  fueL  Glad 
at  the  heart  to  see  more  of  comfort  than  the  castle  had  yet  seemed  to 
offer,  Bucklaw  rubbed  his  hands  heartily  over  the  fire,  and  now 
listened  with  more  complacency  to  the  apologies  which  the  Master  of 
Bavenswood  offered.  "  Comfort,"  he  said,  "  I  cannot  provide  for  you, 
for  I  have  it  not  for  myself ;  it  is  long  since  these  walls  have  known 
it,  i^  indeed,  they  were  ever  acquainted  with  it.  Shelter  and  safety, 
I  think,  I  can  promise  you." 

"  Excellent  matters.  Master,"  replied  Bucklaw,  **  and,  with  a 
mouthful  of  food  and  wine,  positively  all  I  can  require  to-night." 

^  I  fear,"  said  the  Master,  "your  supper  wiU  be  a  poor  one;  I  hear 
the  matter  in  discussion  betwixt  Caleb  and  Mysie.  Poor  Balderston 
is  something  &eaf,  amongst  his  other  accomplishments,  so  that  much 
of  what  he  means  should  be  spoken  aside  is  overheard  by  the  whole 
audience,  and  especially  by  those  from  whom  he  is  most  anxious  to 
conceal  his  private  manoeuvres.    Hark  !" 

They  listened,  and  heard  the  old  domestic's  voice  in  conversation 
with  Mysie  to  the  following  effect.  *'  Just  mak  the  best  o  't,  mak  the 
best  o  %  woman ;  if s  easy  to  put  a  fair  fEuse  on  ony thing." 
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*^  Bat  the  auld  brood-hen  1 — she  11  be  as  teugh  as  bow-strings  and 
bend-leather  I " 

**  Say  ye  made  a  mistake — say  ye  made  a  mistake,  Mysie,"  replied 
the  faithful  seneschal,  in  a  soothing  and  under-toned  voice ;  ^  tak  it 
a'  on  yoursell ;  never  let  the  credit  o'  the  house  suffer.'' 

''£ut  the  brood-hen/'  remonstrated  Mysie — '^ou,  she's  sitting 
some  gate  aneath  the  dais  in  the  haU,  and  I  am  feared  to  gae  in  in 
the  dark  for  the  bogle;  and  if  I  didna  see  the  bogle,  I  could  as  ill 
see  the  hen,  for  it's  pit-mirk,  and  there's  no  another  light  in  the 
house  save  that  very  blessed  lamp  whilk  the  Master  has  in  his 
ain  hand.  And  if  I  had  the  hen,  she 's  to  pu',  and  to  draw,  and 
to  dress;  how  can  I  do  that,  and  them  sitting  by  the  only  fire 
we  have?" 

"  Weel,  weel,  Myrie,"  said  the  butler,  "  bide  ye  there  a  wee,  and 
I  'U  try  to  get  the  lamp  wiled  away  frae  them." 

Accordingly,  Caleb  Balderston  entered  the  apartment,  little  aware 
that  so  much  of  his  by-play  had  been  audible  there.  ''  Well,  Calebs 
my  old  friend,  is  there  any  chance  of  supper  ?"  said  the  Master  of 
Ravenswood. 

"  Chance  of  supper,  your  lordship  ?  "  said  Caleb,  with  an  emphasis 
of  strong  scorn  at  the  implied  doubt — ^'how  should  there  be  ony 
question  of  that,  and  us  in  your  lordship's  house?  Chance  of 
supper,  indeed !  But  ye  11  no  be  for  butcher  meat  ?  There's  walth 
o'  fat  poultry,  ready  either  for  spit  or  brander.  The  feit  capon, 
Mysie  !"  he  added,  calling  out  as  boldly  as  if  such  a  thing  had  been 
in  existence. 

*'  Quite  unnecessary,"  said  Bucklaw,  who  deemed  himself  bound  in 
courtesy  to  relieve  some  part  of  the  anxious  butler's  perplexity;  **  if 
you  have  anything  cold,  or  a  morsel  of  bread." 

"  The  best  of  bannocks  ! "  exclaimed  Caleb,  much  relieved ;  *'  and, 
for  cauld  meat,  a'  that  we  hae  is  cauld  eneugh — howbeit  maist  of  the 
cauld  meat  and  pastry  was  gien  to  the  puir  folk  after  the  ceremony 
of  interment,  as  gude  reason  was ;  nevertheless ^" 

"  Come,  Caleb,"  said  the  Master  of  Ravenswood,  **  I  must  cut  thia 
matter  short.  This  is  the  young  laird  of  Bucklaw;  he  is  under 
hiding,  and  therefore,  you  know " 

''  He  'U  be  nae  nicer  than  your  lordship's  honour,  I'se  warranty" 
answered  Caleb  cheerfully,  with  a  nod  of  intelligence;  "  I  am  sorry 
that  the  gentleman  is  under  distress,  but  I  am  blithe  that  he  canna 
say  muckle  again'  our  house-keeping,  for  I  believe  his  ain  pinchee 
may  match  ours — ^no  that  we  are  pinched,  thank  Gk>d,"  he  added, 
retracting  the  admission  which  he  had  made  in  his  first  burst  of  joy, 
"but  nae  doubt  we  are  waur  aff  than  we  hae  been,  or  gold  be. 
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And  for  eating — what  signifies  telling  a  lee  1  there 's  just  the  hinder 
end  of  the  mutton-ham  that  has  been  but  three  times  on  the  table, 
and  the  nearer  the  bane  the  sweeter,  as  your  honours  weel  ken;  and — 
there 's  the  heel  of  the  ewe-milk  kebbuck,  wi'  a  bit  of  nice  butter, 
and — and — that 's  a'  that 's  to  trust  to.''  And  with  great  alacrity  he 
produced  his  slender  stock  of  provisions,  and  placed  them  with  much 
formality  upon  a  small  round  table  betwixt  the  two  gentlemen,  who 
were  not  deterred  either  by  the  homely  quality  or  limited  quantity 
of  the  repast  from  doing  it  full  justice.  Caleb  in  the  meanwhile 
waited  on  them  with  grave  officiousness,  as  if  anxious  to  make  up,  by 
bis  own  respectful  assiduity,  for  the  want  of  all  other  attendance. 

But  alas !  how  little  on  such  occasions  can  form,  however  anxiously 
and  scrupulously  observed,  supply  the  lack  of  substantial  fare  ! 
Bucklaw,  who  had  eagerly  eaten  a  considerable  portion  of  the  thrice 
sacked  mutton-ham,  now  began  to  demand  ale. 

"  I  wadna  just  presume  to  recommend  our  ale,"  said  Caleb ;  "the 
maut  was  ill  made,  and  there  was  awfu'  thunner  last  week ;  but 
siccan  water  as  the  Tower  well  has  ye  '11  seldom  see,  Bucklaw,  and 
that  I'se  engage  for." 

"  But  if  your  ale  is  bad,  you  can  let  us  have  some  wine,"  said 
Bucklaw,  making  a  grimace  at  the  mention  of  the  pure  element 
which  Caleb  so  earnestly  recommended. 

"  Wine  1 "  answered  Caleb  undauntedly,  "  eneugh  of  wine ;  it  was 
but  twa  days  syne — wae's  me  for  the  cause — there  was  as  much  wine 
drunk  in  this  house  as  would  have  floated  a  pinnace.  There  never 
was  lack  of  wine  at  Wolfs  Crag." 

"  Do  fetch  us  some,  then,"  said  his  master,  "  instead  of  talking 
about  it."    And  Caleb  boldly  departed. 

Every  expended  butt  in  the  old  cellar  did  he  set  a-tilt,  and  shake 

with  the  desperate  expectation  of  collecting  enough  of  the  grounds 

of  claret  to  All  the  large  pewter  measure  which  he  carried  in  his 

hand.     Alas !  each  had  been  too  devoutly  drained ;  and,  with  all  the 

squeezing  and  manoeuvring  which  his  craft  as  a  butler  suggested, 

he  could  only  collect  about  half  a  quart  that  seemed  presentable. 

Still,  however,  Caleb  was  too  good  a  general  to  renounce  the  field 

without  a  stratagem  to  cover  his  retreat.     He  undauntedly  threw 

down  an  empty  flagon,  as  if  he  had  stumbled  at  the  entrance  of  the 

apartment ;  called  upon  Mysie  to  wipe  up  the  wine  that  had  never 

been  spilt,  and,  placing  the  other  vessel  on  the  table,  hoped  there 

was  still  enough  left  for  their  honours.    There  was  indeed ;  for  even 

Bucklaw,  a  sworn  friend  to  the  grape,  found  no  encouragement 

to  renew  his  first  attack  upon  the  vintage  of  Wolf's  Crag,  but 

contented  himself,  however  reluctantly,  with  a  draught  oi  iaix  NvaXess* 
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Arrangements  were  now  made  for  his  repose;  and  as  the  secret 
chamber  was  assigned  for  this  purpose,  it  famished  Caleb  with  a 
first-rate  and  most  plausible  apology  for  all  deficiencies  of  fdmitniey 
bedding,  &c. 

^'  For  whay"  said  he,  ^*  would  have  thought  of  the  secret  chaumer 
being  needed?  it  has  not  been  used  since  the  time  of  the  Gk>wrie 
Conspiracy,  and  I  durst  never  let  a  woman  ken  of  the  entrance  to  it^ 
or  your  honour  will  allow  that  it  wad  not  hae  been  a  secret  chaumer 
lang." 


CHAPTEE    VIIL 

The  hearth  in  hall  was  black  and  dead, 

No  board  was  dight  in  bower  within, 
Nor  merry  bowl  nor  welcome  bed  ; 

'*  Here's  sorry  cheer,"  quoth  the  Heir  of  linne. 

Old  Ballad. 

The  feelings  of  the  prodigal  Heir  of  Linne,  as  expressed  in  that 
excellent  old  song,  when,  after  dissipating  his  whole  fortune,  he 
found  himself  the  deserted  inhabitant  of  ''  the  lonely  lodge,''  might 
perhaps  have  some  resemblance  to  those  of  the  Master  of  Bavena- 
wood  in  his  deserted  mansion  of  Wolfs  Crag.  The  Master,  however, 
had  this  advantage  over  the  spendthrift  in  the  legend,  that  if  he  was 
in  similar  distress,  he  could  not  impute  it  to  his  own  imprudence. 
His  misery  had  been  bequeathed  to  him  by  his  father,  and,  joined  to 
his  high  blood,  and  to  a  title  which  the  courteous  might  give,  or  the 
churlish  withhold,  at  their  pleasure,  it  was  the  whole  inhentanoe  he 
had  derived  from  his  ancestry. 

Perhaps  this  melancholy,  yet  consolatory,  reflection  crossed  the 
mind  of  the  unfortunate  young  nobleman  with  a  breathing  of  comfort. 
Favourable  to  calm  reflection,  as  well  as  to  the  Muses,  the  morning, 
while  it  dispelled  the  shades  of  night,  had  a  composing  and  sedative 
effect  upon  the  stormy  passions  by  which  the  Master  of  Bavenswood 
had  been  agitated  on  the  preceding  day.  He  now  felt  himself  able 
to  analyse  the  different  feelings  by  which  he  was  agitated,  and  much 
resolved  to  combat  and  to  subdue  them.  The  morning,  which  had 
arisen  calm  and  bright,  gave  a  pleasant  effect  even  to  the  waste  moor- 
land view  which  was  seen  from  the  castle  on  looking  to  the  landwaid; 
and  the  glorious  ocean^  crisped  with  a  thousand  rippling  waves  of 
silver,  extended  on  the  other  side,  in  awful  yet  complacent  ma^atkf^ 
to  the  verge  of  the  horizon.  With  such  scenes  of  calm  snblimitf 
the  human  heart  sympathises  even  in  its  most  disturbed  mooda,  and 
daeds  of  honour  and  virtue  are  inspired  by  their  majestic  influenoa. 
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To  seek  oat  Bucklaw  in  the  retreat  which  he  had  afforded  him 
was  the  first  occupation  of  the  Master,  after  he  had  performed,  with 
a  scrutiny  unusually  severe,  the  important  task  of  self-examination. 
**How  now,  Bucklaw?"  was  his  morning's  salutation — "how  like 
you  the  couch  in  which  the  exiled  Earl  of  Angus  once  slept  in 
security,  when  he  was  pursued  by  the  full  energy  of  a  king's 
resentment  ? '' 

"  Umph ! "  returned  the  sleeper  awakened ;  "  I  have  little  to 
complain  of  where  so  great  a  man  was  quartered  before  me,  only  the 
mattress  was  of  the  hardest,  the  vault  somewhat  damp,  the  rats  rather 
more  mutinous  than  I  would  have  expected  from  the  state  of  Caleb's 
larder;  and  if  there  had  been  shutters  to  that  grated  window,  or  a 
curtain  to  the  bed,  I  should  think  it,  upon  the  whole,  an  improvement 
in  your  accommodations/' 

'^  It  is,  to  be  sure,  forlorn  enough,"  said  the  Master,  looking  around 
the  small  vault;  "but  if  you  will  rise  and  leave  it,  Caleb  will 
endeavour  to  find  you  a  better  breakfast  than  your  supper  of  last 
night" 

"  Pray,  let  it  be  no  better,"  said  Bucklaw,  getting  up  and  endeavour- 
ing to  dress  himself  as  well  as  the  obscurity  of  the  place  would 
permit — **  let  it,  I  say,  be  no  better,  if  you  mean  me  to  persevere  in 
my  proposed  reformation.  The  very  recollection  of  Caleb's  beverage 
has  done  more  to  suppress  my  longing  to  open  the  day  with  a 
morning-draught  than  twenty  sermons  would  have  done.  And  you, 
Master,  have  you  been  able  to  give  battle  valiantly  to  your  bosom 
snake  ?    You  see  I  am  in  the  way  of  smothering  my  vipers  one  by  one." 

^  I  have  commenced  the  battle,  at  least,  Bucklaw,  and  I  have  had 
a  fair  vision  of  an  angel  who  descended  to  my  assistance,"  replied  the 
Master. 

"Woe's  me  1"  said  his  guest,  "no  vision  can  I  expect,  unless  my 
aunt,  Lady  Gimington,  should  betake  herself  to  the  tomb ;  and  then 
it  would  be  the  substance  of  her  heritage  rather  than  the  appearance 
of  her  phantom  that  I  should  consider  as  the  support  of  my  good 
resolutions.  But  this  same  breakfast,  Master — does  the  deer  that  is 
to  make  the  pasty  run  yet  on  foot,  as  the  ballad  has  it  ? " 

**  I  will  inquire  into  that  matter,"  said  his  entertainer ;  and,  leaving 
the  apartment,  he  went  in  search  of  Caleb,  whom,  after  some 
diffictQty,  he  found  in  an  obscure  sort  of  dungeon,  which  had  been  in 
fonner  times  the  buttery  of  the  castle.  Here  the  old  man  was 
employed  busily  in  the  doubtful  task  of  burnishing  a  pewter  flagon 
imtil  it  should  take  the  hue  and  semblance  of  silver-plate.  "  I  think 
it  may  do--I  think  it  might  pass,  if  they  winna  bring  it  ower  muckle 
in  the  light  o'  the  window ! "  were  the  ejocalations  which,  lift  Tiiu\.\jex«^ 
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from  time  to  time,  as  if  to  encourage  himself  in  his  nndertaking, 
when  he  was  interrupted  by  the  voice  of  his  master,  ^  Take  this^" 
said  the  Master  of  Kavenswood,  "  and  get  what  is  necessary  for  the 
family."  And  with  these  words  he  gave  to  the  old  butler  the  purse 
which  had  on  the  preceding  evening  so  narrowly  escaped  the  fiangB 
of  Craigengelt.  The  old  man  shook  his  silvery  and  thin  locks^  and 
looked  with  an  expression  of  the  most  heartfelt  anguish  at  his  master 
as  he  weighed  in  his  hand  the  slender  treasure,  and  said  in  a  sorrow- 
ful voice,  "And  is  this  a'  that 's  left  1" 

**A11  that  is  left  at  present,''  said  the  Master,  affecting  more  cheer- 
fulness than  perhaps  he  really  felt,  **  is  just  the  green  purse  and  the 
wee  pickle  gowd,  as  the  old  song  says ;  but  we  shall  do  better  one 
day,  Caleb." 

'^  Before  that  day  comes,''  said  Caleb,  '*  I  doubt  there  will  be  an 
end  of  an  auld  sang  and  an  auld  serving-man  to  boot.  But  it  disna 
become  me  to  speak  that  gate  to  your  honour,  and  you  looking  me 
pale.  Tak  back  the  purse,  and  keep  it  to  be  making  a  show  before 
company;  for  if  your  honour  would  just  tak  a  bidding,  and  be  whiles 
taking  it  out  afore  folk  and  putting  it  up  again,  there's  naebody 
would  refuse  us  trust,  for  a'  that's  come  and  gane  yet." 

'^  But,  Caleb,"  said  the  Master,  '*  I  still  intend  to  leave  this  country 
very  soon,  and  desire  to  do  so  with  the  reputation  of  an  honest  maOy 
leaving  no  debt  behind  me,  at  least  of  my  own  contracting." 

''And  gude  right  ye  suld  gang  away  as  a  true  man,  and  so  ye 
shall ;  for  auld  Caleb  can  tak  the  wyte  of  whatever  is  taen  on  for  the 
house,  and  then  it  will  be  a'  just  ae  man's  burden ;  and  I  will  live 
just  as  weel  in  the  tolbooth  as  out  of  it,  and  the  credit  of  the  feunily 
will  be  a'  safe  and  sound." 

The  Master  endeavoured,  in  vain,  to  make  Caleb  comprehend 
that  the  butler's  incurring  the  responsibility  of  debts  in  his  own 
person  would  rather  add  to  than  remove  the  objections  which  he 
had  to  their  being  contracted.  He  spoke  to  a  premier,  too  busy  in 
devising  ways  and  means  to  puzzle  himself  with  refuting  the  aiga- 
ments  offered  against  their  justice  or  expediency. 

''There's  Eppie  Sma'trash  will  trust  us  for  ale,"  said  Caleb  to 
himself ;  "  she  has  lived  a'  her  life  under  the  family — and  maybe  wi' 
a  soup  brandy — I  canna  say  for  wine — she  is  but  a  lone  woiman,  and 
gets  her  claret  by  a  runlet  at  a  time — but  I  '11  work  a  wee  drap  out 
o'  her  by  fair  means  or  fouL  For  doos,  there's  the  doocot — ^there 
will  be  poultry  amang  the  tenants,  though  Luckie  Chimside  eajB  aha 
has  paid  the  kain  twice  ower.  Well  mak  shift,  an  it  like  your 
honour — well  mak  shift — ^keep  your  heart  abune,  for  the  house  lall 
hand  its  caredit  as  lang  as  auld  Caleb  is  to  the  fore." 
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The  entertainment  which  the  old  man's  exertions  of  various  kinds 
enabled  him  to  present  to  the  young  gentlemen  for  three  or  four  days 
was  certainly  of  no  splendid  description,  but  it  may  readily  be  believed 
it  was  set  before  no  critical  guests ;  and  even  the  distresses,  excuses^ 
evasionsy  and  shifts  of  Caleb  afforded  amusement  to  the  young  men, 
and  added  a  sort  of  interest  to  the  scrambling  and  irregular  style  of 
their  table.  They  had  indeed  occasion  to  seize  on  every  circumstance 
that  might  serve  to  diversify  or  enliven  time  which  otherwise  passed 
away  so  heavily. 

Bucklaw,  shut  out  from  his  usual  field-sports  and  joyous  carouses 
by  the  necessity  of  remaining  concealed  within  the  walls  of  the 
castle,  became  a  joyless  and  uninteresting  companion.  When  the 
Master  of  Kavenswood  would  no  longer  fence  or  play  at  shovel- 
board — ^when  he  himself  had  polished  to  the  extremity  the  coat  of 
his  palfrey  with  brush,  curry-comb,  and  hair-cloth — when  he  had 
seen  him  eat  his  provender,  and  gently  lie  down  in  his  stall,  he 
could  hardly  help  envying  the  animal's  apparent  acquiescence  in  a 
life  80  monotonous.  "  The  stupid  brute,"  he  said,  'Hhinks  neither  of 
the  race-ground  or  the  hunting-field  or  his  green  paddock  at  Bucklaw, 
but  enjoys  himself  as  comfortably  when  haltered  to  the  rack  in  this 
ruinous  vault,  as  if  he  had  been  foaled  in  it ;  and  I,  who  have  the 
freedom  of  a  prisoner  at  large,  to  range  through  the  dungeons  of  this 
wretched  old  tower,  can  hardly,  betwixt  whistling  and  sleeping,  con- 
trive to  pass  away  the  hour  till  dinner-time." 

And  with  this  disconsolate  reflection  he  wended  his  way  to  the 
bartizan  or  battlements  of  the  tower,  to  watch  what  objects  might 
appear  on  the  distant  moor,  or  to  pelt,  with  pebbles  and  pieces  of 
lime,  the  sea-mews  and  cormorants  which  established  themselves 
incautiously  within  the  reach  of  an  idle  young  man. 

Bavenswood,  with  a  mind  incalculably  deeper  and  more  powerful 
than  that  of  his  companion,  had  his  own  anxious  subjects  of  reflection, 
which  wrought  for  him  the  same  unhappiness  that  sheer  ennui  and 
want  of  occupation  inflicted  on  his  companion.  The  first  sight  of 
Lucy  Aflhton  had  been  less  impressive  than  her  image  proved  to  be 
upon  reflection.  As  the  depth  and  violence  of  that  revengeful 
paasion  by  which  he  had  been  actuated  in  seeking  an  interview  with 
the  iiather  began  to  abate  by  degrees,  he  looked  back  on  his  conduct 
towards  the  daughter  as  harsh  and  unworthy  towards  a  female  of 
xaok  and  beauty.  Her  looks  of  grateful  acknowledgment,  her  words 
of  affectionate  courtesy,  had  been  repelled  with  something  which 
a^Toached  to  disdain ;  and  if  the  Master  of  Kavenswood  had  sustained 
wrongs  at  the  hand  of  Sir  William  Ashton,  his  conscience  told  him 
they  had  been  unhandsomely  resented  towards  his  daT\g\i\ie;c.    "^V^tx 
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his  thoughts  took  this  torn  of  self-ieproaoh,  the  rMolleetion  of  Jaxsj 
Ashton's  beautifol  features,  rendered  yet  more  interesting  bj  the 
drcumstances  in  which  their  meeting  had  taken  pUce,  made  an 
impression  upon  his  mind  at  once  soothing  and  painfdl.  The  sweet- 
ness of  her  voice,  the  delicacy  of  her  expressions^  the  vivid  gh)w  of 
her  filial  affection,  embittered  his  regret  at  having  repulsed  her  grati- 
tude with  rudeness,  while,  at  the  same  time,  they  placed  before  his 
imagination  a  picture  of  the  most  seducing  sweetness. 

Even  young  Kavenswood's  strength  of  moral  feeling  and  rectitude 
of  purpose  at  once  increased  the  danger  of  cherishing  these  recollec- 
tions, and  the  propensity  to  entertain  them.  Firmly  resolved  as  he 
was  to  subdue,  if  possible,  the  predominating  vice  in  his  character, 
he  admitted  with  willingness — nay,  he  sunmioned  up  in  his  imagina- 
tion the  ideas  by  which  it  could  be  most  powerfully  counteracted ; 
and,  while  he  did  so,  a  sense  of  his  own  harsh  conduct  towards  the 
daughter  of  his  enemy  naturally  induced  him,  as  if  by  way  of  recom« 
pense,  to  invest  her  with  more  of  grace  and  beauty  than  perhaps  she 
could  actually  claim. 

Had  any  one  at  this  period  told  the  Master  of  Kavenswood  that  he 
had  so  lately  vowed  vengeance  against  the  whole  lineage  of  him  whom 
he  considered,  not  unjustly,  as  author  of  his  father's  ruin  and  death, 
he  might  at  first  have  repelled  the  charge  as  a  foul  calumny;  yet,  upon 
serious  self-examination,  he  would  have  been  compelled  to  admit  that 
it  had,  at  one  period,  some  foundation  in  truth,  though,  according  to 
the  present  tone  of  his  sentiments,  it  was  difficult  to  believe  that  this 
had  really  been  the  case. 

There  already  existed  in  his  bosom  two  contradictory  passions— 
a  desire  to  revenge  the  death  of  his  father,  strangely  qualified  by 
admiration  of  his  enemy's  daughter.  Against  the  former  feeling  he 
had  struggled,  until  it  seemed  to  him  upon  the  wane;  against  the 
latter  he  used  no  means  of  resistance,  for  he  did  not  suspect  its 
existence.  That  this  was  actually  the  case,  was  chiefly  evinced  by 
his  resuming  his  resolution  to  leave  Scotland.  Yet,  though  such  was 
his  purpose,  he  remained  day  after  day  at  Wolf's  Crag,  without 
taking  measures  for  carrying  it  into  execution.  It  is  true^  that  he 
had  written  to  one  or  two  kinsmen  who  resided  in  a  distant  quarter 

of  Scotland,  and  particularly  to  the  Marquis  of  A ,  intimating  his 

purpose;  and  when  pressed  upon  the  subject  by  Bucklaw,  he  was 
wont  to  allege  the  necessity  of  waiting  for  their  reply,  especially  that 
of  the  Marquis,  before  taking  so  decisive  a  measure. 

The  Marquis  was  rich  and  powerful ;  and  although  he  was  sus- 
pected to  entertain  sentiments  unfavourable  to  the  government 
established  at  the  Be  volution,  he  had  nevertheless  address  enough  to 
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head  a  party  in  the  ScottiBh  Privy  Council,  connected  with  the  high 
church  faction  in  England,  and  powerful  enough  to  menace  those  to 
whom  the  Lord  Keeper  adhered,  with  a  probable  subversion  of  their 
power.  The  consulting  with  a  personage  of  such  importance  was  a 
plausible  excuse  which  Kavenswood  used  to  Bucklaw,  and  probably 
to  himself,  for  continuing  his  residence  at  Wolf's  Crag ;  and  it  was 
rendered  yet  more  so  by  a  general  report,  which  began  to  be  current, 
of  a  probable  change  of  ministers  and  measures  in  the  Scottish 
administration.  These  rumours,  strongly  asserted  by  some,  and  as 
resolutely  denied  by  others,  as  their  wishes  or  interest  dictated,  found 
their  way  even  to  the  ruinous  Tower  of  Wolf's  Crag,  chiefly  through 
the  m  edium  of  Caleb  the  butler,  who,  among  his  other  excellences, 
was  an  ardent  politician,  and  seldom  made  an  excursion  from  the  old 
fortress  to  the  neighbouring  village  of  Wolf's-hope  without  bringing 
back  what  tidings  were  current  in  the  vicinity. 

But  if  Bucklaw  could  not  offer  any  satisfactory  objections  to  the 
delay  of  the  Master  in  leaving  Scotland,  he  did  not  the  less  suffer 
with  impatience  the  state  of  inaction  to  which  it  confined  him ;  and 
it  was  only  the  ascendancy  which  his  new  companion  had  acquired 
over  him  that  induced  him  to  submit  to  a  course  of  life  so  alien  to 
his  habits  and  inclinations. 

"You  were  wont  to  be  thought  a  stirring,  active  young  fellow. 
Master,"  was  his  frequent  remonstrance ;  **  yet  here  you  seem  deter- 
mined to  live  on  and  on  like  a  rat  in  a  hole,  with  this  trifling 
difference,  that  the  wiser  vermin  chooses  a  hermitage  where  he  can 
find  food  at  least ;  but  as  for  us,  Caleb's  excuses  become  longer  as  his 
diet  turns  more  spare,  and  I  fear  we  shall  realise  the  stories  they  tell 
of  the  sloth — we  have  almost  ate  up  the  last  green  leaf  on  the  plant, 
and  have  nothing  left  for  it  but  to  drop  from  the  tree  and  break  our 
necks." 

"  Do  not  fear,"  said  Bavenswood ;  "  there  is  a  fate  watches  for  us, 
and  we  too  have  a  stake  in  the  revolution  that  is  now  impending, 
and  which  already  has  alarmed  many  a  bosom." 

"What  fate — what  revolution?"  enquired  his  companion.  "We 
have  had  one  revolution  too  much  already,  I  think." 

Bavenswood  interrupted  him  by  putting  into  his  hand  a 
letter. 

"  Oh,"  answered  Bucklaw,  "  my  dream 's  out.  I  thought  I  heard 
Caleb  this  morning  pressing  some  unfortunate  fellow  to  a  drink  of 
cold  water,  and  assuring  him  it  was  better  for  his  stomach  in  the 
morning  than  ale  or  brandy." 

"  It  was  my  Lord  of  A ^'s  courier,"  said  Bavenswood,  "  who 

was  doomed  to  experience  his  ostentatious  hospitality)  >N\aO[i  \ 
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believe  ended  in  sour  beer  and  herrings.  Bead,  and  you  will  see 
the  news  he  has  brought  us." 

*'I  will  as  fast  as  I  can/'  said  Bucklaw ;  "but  I  am  no  great 
clerk,  nor  does  his  lordship  seem  to  be  the  first  of  scribes.'' 

The  reader  will  peruse,  in  a  few  seconds,  by  the  aid  of  our  friend 
Ballantyne's  types,  what  took  Bucklaw  a  good  half-hour  in  perusal, 
though  assisted  by  the  Master  of  Eavenswood.  The  tenor  was  as 
follows: — 

"  Bight  Honov/rable  ov/r  Cotism, 

"  Our  hearty  commendations  premised,  these  come  to  assure  you 
of  the  interest  which  we  take  in  your  welfare,  and  in  your  purposes 
towards  its  augmentation.  If  we  have  been  less  active  in  showing 
forth  our  effective  good- will  towards  you  than,  as  a  loving  kinsman 
and  blood-relative,  we  would  willingly  have  desired,  we  request  that 
you  will  impute  it  to  lack  of  opportunity  to  show  our  good-liking, 
not  to  any  coldness  of  our  will.  Touching  your  resolution  to  travel 
in  foreign  parts,  as  at  this  time  we  hold  the  same  little  advisable,  in 
respect  that  your  ill-willers  inay,  according  to  the  custom  of  such 
persons,  impute  motives  for  your  journey,  whereof,  although  we 
know  and  believe  you  to  be  as  clear  as  ourselves,  yet  natheless  their 
words  may  find  credence  in  places  where  the  belief  in  them  may 
much  prejudice  you,  and  which  we  should  see  with  more  unwilling- 
ness and  displeasure  than  with  means  of  remedy. 

"  Having  thus,  as  becometh  our  kindred,  given  you  our  poor  mind 
on  the  subject  of  your  journeying  forth  of  Scotland,  we  would 
willingly  add  reasons  of  weight,  which  might  materially  advantage 
you  and  your  father's  house,  thereby  to  determine  you  to  abide  at 
Wolf's  Crag,  until  this  harvest  season  shall  be  passed  over.  But 
what  sayeth  the  proverb,  verimm  sapienti — ^a  word  is  more  to  him  that 
hath  wisdom  than  a  sermon  to  a  fooL  And  albeit  we  have  written 
this  poor  scroll  with  our  own  hand,  and  are  well  assured  of  the 
fidelity  of  our  messenger,  as  him  that  is  many  ways  bounden  to  na, 
yet  so  it  is,  that  sliddery  ways  crave  wary  walking,  and  that  we  may 
not  peril  upon  paper  matters  which  we  would  gladly  impart  to  you 
by  word  of  mouth.  Wherefore,  it  was  our  purpose  to  have  prayed 
you  heartily  to  come  to  this  barren  Highland  country  to  kill  a 
stag,  and  to  treat  of  the  matters  which  we  are  now  more  painfully 
inditing  to  you  anent  But  commodity  does  not  serve  at  present  for 
such  our  meeting,  which,  therefore,  shall  be  deferred  intil  sic  time  as 
we  may  in  all  mirth  rehearse  those  things  whereof  we  now  keeji 
silence.  Meantime,  we  pray  you  to  think  that  we  are,  and  will  stUl 
be,  youi  good  kinsman  and  well-wisher,  waiting  but  for  times  of 
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whilk  we  do,  as  it  were,  entertain  a  twilight  prospect,  and  app^r 
and  hope  to  be  also  yonr  effectual  well-doer.  And  in  which  hope 
we  heartily  write  onrself, 

"Right  Honourable, 

"  Your  loving  cousin, 

"  A . 

"  Given  from  our  poor 

house  of  B ,  &c.*' 

Superscribed — "  For  the  right  honourable,  and  our  honoured  kins- 
man, the  Master  of  Kavenswood.  These,  with  haste,  haste,  post 
haste — ride  and  run  until  these  be  delivered." 

"  What  think  you  of  this  epistle,  Bucklaw  V*  said  the  Master,  when 
his  companion  had  hammered  out  all  the  sense,  and  almost  all  the 
words  of  which  it  consisted. 

''Truly,  that  the  Marquis's  meaning  is  as  great  a  riddle  as  his 
manuscript.  He  is  really  in  much  need  of  Wit's  Interpreter,  or  the 
Complete  Letter-Writter,  and  were  I  you,  I  would  send  him  a  copy 
by  the  bearer.  He  writes  you  very  kindly  to  remain  wasting  your 
time  and  your  money  in  this  vile,  stupid,  oppressed  country,  without 
so  much  as  offering  you  the  countenance  and  shelter  of  his  house. 
In  my  opinion,  he  has  some  scheme  in  view  in  which  he  supposes 
you  can  be  useful,  and  he  wishes  to  keep  you  at  hand,  to  make  use 
of  you  when  it  ripens,  reserving  the  power  of  turning  you  adrift 
should  his  plot  fiedl  in  the  concoction." 

**  His  plot  ? — then  you  suppose  it  is  a  treasonable  business," 
answered  Kavenswood. 

"What  else  can  it  be  1 "  replied  Bucklaw;  "the  Marquis  has  been 
long  suspected  to  have  an  eye  to  Saint  Germains." 

"He  should  not  engage  me  rashly  in  such  an  adventure,"  said 
Bavenswood ;  "  when  I  recollect  the  times  of  the  first  and  second 
Charles,  and  of  the  last  James,  truly  I  see  little  reason  that,  as  a  man 
or  a  patriot,  I  should  draw  my  sword  for  their  descendants." 

"  Humph  I"  replied  Bucklaw ;  "so  you  have  set  yourself  down  to 
mourn  over  the  crop-eared  dogs,  whom  honest  Claver'se  treated  as 
they  deserved  ?" 

"They  first  gave  the  dogs  an  ill  name,  and  then  hanged  them," 
replied  Bavenswood.  "  I  hope  to  see  the  day  when  justice  shall  be 
open  to  Whig  and  Tory,  and  when  these  nick-names  shall  only  be 
used  among  coffee-house  politicians,  as  slut  and  jade  are  among 
apple-women,  as  cant  terms  of  idle  spite  and  rancour." 
"l^at  will  not  be  in  our  days.  Master — ^the  iron  has  entered  too 

deeply  into  our  sides  and  our  souls." 
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^  It  will  be,  however,  one  day,"  replied  the  Master;  ''men  will  not 
always  start  at  these  nick-names  as  at  a  trompet-soond.  Ab  social 
life  is  better  protected,  its  comforts  will  become  too  dear  to  be 
hazarded  without  some  better  reason  than  specnlative  politics.*' 

''It  is  fine  talking,"  answered  Backlaw;  ''but  my  heart  is  with 
the  old  song — 

'  To  see  good  com  upon  the  rigs, 
And  a  gallows  built  to  hang  the  Whigs, 
And  the  right  restored  where  the  right  should  be, 
Oh,  that  is  the  thing  that  would  wanton  me. '  " 

**  You  may  sing  as  loudly  as  you  will,  cantahit  vacuus^  answered 
the  Master;  ''but  I  believe  the  Marquis  is  too  wise,  at  least  too 
wary,  to  join  you  in  such  a  burden«  I  suspect  he  alludes  to  a 
revolution  in  the  Scottish  Privy  Council,  rather  than  in  the  British 
kingdoms.'* 

''  Ob,  confusion  to  your  state  tricks !  *'  exclaimed  Bncklaw,  "  yoor 
cold  calculating  manoeuvres,  which  old  gentlemen  in  wrought  night- 
caps and  furred  gowns  execute  like  so  many  games  at  chess,  and 
displace  a  treasurer  or  lord  commissioner  as  they  would  take  a  rook 
or  a  pawn.  Tennis  for  my  sport,  and  battle  for  my  earnest !  My 
racket  and  my  sword  for  my  plaything  and  bread-winner  !  And  you, 
Master,  so  deep  and  considerate  as  you  would  seem,  you  have  that 
within  you  makes  the  blood  boil  faster  than  suits  your  present 
humour  of  moralising  on  political  truths.  You  are  one  of  those  wise 
men  who  see  everything  with  great  composure  till  their  blood  is  up, 
and  then — woe  to  any  one  who  should  put  them  in  mind  of  their 
own  prudential  maxims  1 '' 

*'  Perhaps,"  said  Eavenswood,  "  you  read  me  more  rightly  than  I 
can  myself.  But  to  think  justly  will  certainly  go  some  length  in 
helping  me  to  act  so.  But  hark  !  I  hear  Caleb  tolling  the  dinner- 
bell." 

"Which  he  always  does  with  the  more  sonorous  grace,  in  pro- 
portion to  the  meagreness  of  the  cheer  which  he  has  provided," 
said  Bucklaw ;  "  as  if  that  infernal  clang  and  jangle  which  will 
one  day  bring  the  belfry  down  the  cliff,  could  convert  a  starved  hen 
into  a  fat  capon,  and  a  blade-bone  of  mutton  into  a  haunch  of 
venison." 

"  I  wish  we  may  be  so  well  off  as  your  worst  conjectures  surmise, 
Bucklaw,  from  the  extreme  solemnity  and  ceremony  with  which 
Caleb  seems  to  place  on  the  table  that  solitary  covered  dish." 

"Uncover,  Caleb!  uncover,  for  heaven's  sake!"  said  Bucklaw; 
"  let  us  have  what  you  can  give  us  without  preface.    Why,  it  stands 
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well  enough,  man,"  lie  continued,  addreseing  impatiently  the  ancient 
butler,  who,  without  reply,  kept  shifting  the  dish,  until  he  had  at 
length  placed  it  with  mathematical  precision  in  the  very  midst  of 
the  table. 

''What  have  we  got  here,  Caleb  1''  inquired  the  Master  in  his 
turn. 

''Ahem !  sir,  ye  suld  have  known  before ;  but  his  honour  the 
Laird  of  Bucklaw  is  so  impatient,''  answered  Caleb,  still  holding 
the  dish  with  one  hand  and  the  cover  with  the  other,  with  evident 
reluctance  to  disclose  the  contents. 

"  But  what  is  it,  a  God's  name — not  a  pair  of  clean  spurs,  I  hope, 
in  the  Border  fashion  of  old  times  1 " 

"  Ahem  1  ahem  ! "  reiterated  Caleb,  "your  honour  is  pleased  to  be 
facetious — ^natheless,  I  might  presume  to  say  it  was  a  convenient 
fiashion,  and  used,  as  I  have  heard,  in  an  honourable  and  thriving 
family.  But  touching  your  present  dinner,  I  judged  that  this  being 
Saint  Magdalen's  Eve,  who  was  a  worthy  queen  of  Scotland  in  her 
day,  your  honours  might  judge  it  decorous,  if  not  altogether  to  fast, 
yet  only  to  sustain  nature  with  some  sUght  refection,  as  ane  saulted 
herring  or  the  like."  And,  uncovering  the  dish,  he  displayed  four  of 
the  savoury  fbshes  which  he  mentioned,  adding,  in  a  subdued  tone, 
"  that  they  were  no  just  common  herring  neither,  being  every  ane 
melters,  and  sauted  with  uncommon  care  by  the  housekeeper  (poor 
Mysie)  for  his  honour's  especial  use." 

"Out  upon  all  apologies ! "  said  the  Master,  "let  us  eat  the  her- 
rings, since  there  is  nothing  better  to  be  had,  but  I  begin  to  think 
with  you,  Bucklaw,  that  we  are  consuming  the  last  green  leaf,  and 
that,  in  spite  of  the  Marquis's  political  machinations,  we  must 
positively  shift  camp  for  want  of  forage,  without  waiting  the  issue 
of  them." 


CHAPTEK    IX. 

Ay,  and  when  huntsmen  wind  the  merry  horn, 

And  from  its  covert  starts  the  fearful  prey, 

"Who,  warm'd  with  youth's  blood  in  his  swelling  veins, 

Would,  like  a  lifeless  clod,  outstretched  lie, 

Shut  out  from  all  the  fair  creation  offers  ? 

EthwcUdt  Act  /.,  Scene  7. 
Light  meals  procure  Ught  slumbers;  and  therefore  it  is  not  sur- 
prising that,  considering  the  fare  which  Caleb's  conscience,  or  his 
necessity,  assuming,  as  will  sometimes  happen,  that  disguise,  had 
assigned  to  the  guests  of  Wolf's  Crag,  their  slumbers  should  have 
been  short. 
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In  the  morning  Bucklaw  raslied  into  his  hosfs  apartment  with  a 
loud  halloo  which  might  have  awaked  the  dead. 

**  Up  !  up  !  in  the  name  of  Heaven — ^the  hunters  are  out,  the 
only  piece  of  sport  I  have  seen  this  month ;  and  you  lie  here,  Master, 
on  a  bed  that  has  little  to  recommend  it,  except  that  it  may  be 
something  softer  than  the  stone  floor  of  your  ancestor's  vault** 

"  I  wish,"  said  Kavenswood,  raising  his  head  peevishly,  **  you  had 
forborne  so  early  a  jest,  Mr.  Hayston — it  is  really  no  pleasure  to  lose 
the  very  short  repose  which  I  had  just  begun  to  enjoy,  after  a  night 
spent  in  thoughts  upon  fortune  far  harder  than  my  couch,  Bucklaw." 

"Pshaw,  pshaw!"  replied  his  guest;  "get  up— get  up— the 
hounds  are  abroad.  I  have  saddled  the  horses  myself  for  old  Caleb 
was  calling  for  grooms  and  lackeys,  and  would  never  have  proceeded 
without  two  hours'  apology  for  the  absence  of  men  that  were  a  hun- 
dred miles  off.  Get  up,  Master — I  say  the  hounds  are  out — get  up,  I 
say — the  hunt  is  up."    And  off  ran  Bucklaw. 

"  And  I  say,"  said  the  Master,  rising  slowly,  "  that  nothing  can 
concern  me  less.     Wliose  hounds  come  so  near  to  us  ?" 

"  The  Honourable  Lord  BittlebrainsV  answered  Caleb,  who  had 
followed  the  impatient  Laird  of  Bucklaw  into  his  master's  bedroom, 
"  and  truly  I  ken  nae  title  they  have  to  be  yowling  and  howling 
within  the  freedoms  and  immunities  of  your  lordship's  right  of  free 
forestrv." 

"  Nor  I,  Caleb,"  replied  Bavenswood,  "  excepting  that  they  have 
bought  both  the  lands  and  the  right  of  forestry,  and  may  think 
themselves  entitled  to  exercise  the  rights  they  have  paid  their  money 
for." 

"  It  may  be  sae,  my  lord,"  replied  Caleb ;  "  but  it's  no  gentleman's 
deed  of  them  to  come  here  and  exercise  such-like  right,  and  your 
lordship  living  at  your  ain  castle  of  Wolfs  Crag.  Lord  Bittlebrains 
would  do  weel  to  remember  what  his  folk  have  been." 

"And  we  what  we  now  are,"  said  the  Master,  with  suppressed 
bitterness  of  feeling.  "  But  reach  me  my  cloak,  Caleb,  and  I  will 
indulge  Bucklaw  with  a  sight  of  this  chase.  It  is  selfish  to  sacrifice 
my  guest's  pleasure  to  my  own." 

"  Sacrifice  !"  echoed  Caleb,  in  a  tone  which  seemed  to  imply  the 
total  absurdity  of  his  master  making  the  least  concession  in  deference 
to  any  one.  Sacrifice,  indeed ! — ^but  I  crave  your  honour's  pardon — 
and  whilk  doublet  is  it  your  pleasure  to  wear  ?" 

"  Any  one  you  will,  Caleb — my  wardrobe,  I  suppose,  is  not  very 
extensive." 

"  Not  extensive  !"  echoed  his  assistant;  "  when  there  is  the  grey 
and  silver  that  your  lordship  bestowed  on  Hew  Hildebrand,  your 
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outrider — and  the  French  velvet  that  went  with  my  lord,  your 
father — (be  gracious  to  him  !) — ^my  lord  your  father's  auld  wardrobe 
to  the  puir  friends  of  the  family,  and  the  drap-de-berry '' 

"  Which  I  gave  to  you,  Caleb,  and  which,  I  suppose,  is  the  only 
dress  we  have  any  chance  to  come  at,  except  that  I  wore  yesterday — 
pray,  hand  me  that,  and  say  no  more  about  it'' 

"If  your  honour  has  a  fancy,"  replied  Caleb,  "and  doubtless  it's 
a  sad-coloured  suit,  and  you  are  in  mourning — nevertheless,  I  have 
never  tried  on  the  drap-de»berry — ill  wad  it  become  me — ^and  your 
honour  having  no  change  of  claiths  at  this  present — and  it's  weel 
brushed,  and  as  there  are  leddies  down  yonder " 

"  Ladies ! "  said  Bavenswood ;  "  and  what  ladies,  pray  1 " 

"  What  do  I  ken,  your  lordship  1 — ^looking  down  at  them  from  the 
Warden's  Tower,  I  could  but  see  them  glent  by  wi'  their  bridles 
ringing  and  their  feathers  fluttering,  like  the  court  of  Elfland." 

**  Well,  well,  Caleb,"  replied  the  Master,  "  help  me  on  with  my 
cloak,  and  hand  me  my  sword-belt.  What  clatter  is  that  in  the 
courtyard  ? " 

"  Just  Bucklaw  bringing  out  the  horses,"  said  Caleb  after  a  glance 
through  the  window,  "  as  if  there  werena  men  eneugh  in  the  castle, 
or  as  if  I  couldna  serve  the  turn  of  ony  o'  them  that  are  out  o'  the 
gate." 

"  Alas  I  Caleb,  we  should  want  little  if  your  ability  were  equal  to 
your  will,"  replied  his  master. 

"  And  I  hope  your  lordship  disna  want  that  muckle,"  said  Caleb  ; 
^  for,  considering  a'  things,  I  trust  we  support  the  credit  of  the  family 
as  weel  as  things  will  permit  of— only  Bucklaw  is  aye  sae  frank  and 
sae  forward.  And  there  he  has  brought  out  your  lordship's  palfrey, 
without  the  saddle  being  decored  wi'  the  broidered  sumpter-cloth ! 
and  I  could  have  brushed  it  in  a  minute." 

"It  is  all  very  well,"  said  his  master,  escaping  from  him  and 
descending  the  narrow  and  steep  winding  staircase  which  led  to  the 
courtyard. 

"It  may  be  a'  very  weel,"  said  Caleb  somewhat  peevishly;  "but 
if  your  lordship  wad  tarry  a  bit,  I  will  tell  you  what  will  not  be 
very  weel." 

"  And  what  is  that  ?  "  said  Bavenswood  impatiently,  but  stopping 
at  the  same  time. 

"Why,  just  that  ye  suld  speer  ony  gentleman  hame  to  dinner; 
for  I  canna  mak  anither  fast  on  a  feast  day,  as  when  I  cam  ower 
Bucklaw  wi'  Queen  Margaret — and,  to  speak  truth,  if  your  lordship 
wad  but  please  to  cast  yoursell  in  the  way  of  dining  wi'  Lord  Bittle- 
biains,  I'se  warrand  I  wad  cast  about  brawly  for  the  moiD.'^  oc  ii^ 
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stead  o'  that,  ye  wad  but  dine  wi'  them  at  the  change-honte,  ye  might 
mak  your  shift  for  the  la  wing ;  ye  might  say  ye  had  foigot  your 
purse— or  that  the  carline  awed  ye  rent^  and  that  je  wad  allow  it  in 
the  settlement 

''Or  any  other  lie  that  came  uppermost,  I  suppoeef  said  his 
master.  **  Qood-bye,  Caleb ;  I  commend  your  care  for  the  honour  of 
the  family."  And,  throwing  himself  on  his  horse,  he  followed 
Bncklaw,  who,  at  the  manifest  risk  of  his  neck,  had  begun  to  gallop 
down  the  steep  path  which  led  from  the  Tower  as  soon  aa  he  saw 
Eavenswood  have  his  foot  in  the  stirrup. 

Caleb  Balderstone  looked  anxiously  after  them,  and  shook  his  thin 
grey  locks.  ''  And  I  trust  they  will  come  to  no  evil — but  they  have 
reached  the  plain,  and  folk  cannot  say  but  that  the  horses  are  hearty 
and  in  spirits." 

Animated  by  the  natural  impetuosity  and  fire  of  his  temper, 
young  Bucklaw  rushed  on  with  the  careless  speed  of  a  whirlwind. 
Eavenswood  was  scarce  more  moderate  in  his  pace,  for  his  was  a 
mind  unwillingly  roused  from  contemplative  inactivity,  but  which, 
when  once  put  into  motion,  acquired  a  spirit  of  forcible  and  violent 
progression.  Neither  was  his  eagerness  proportioned  in  all  oases 
to  the  motive  of  impulse,  but  might  be  compared  to  the  speed  of  a 
stone,  which  rushes  with  like  fury  down  the  hill,  whether  it  waa 
first  put  in  motion  by  the  arm  of  a  giant  or  the  hand  of  a  boy.  He 
felt,  therefore,  in  no  ordinary  degree,  the  headlong  impulse  of  the 
chase,  a  pastime  so  natural  to  youth  of  all  ranks  that  it  seems 
rather  to  be  an  inherent  passion  in  our  animal  nature,  which  levels 
all  differences  of  rank  and  education,  than  an  acquired  habit  of  rapid 
exercise. 

The  repeated  bursts  of  the  French  horn,  which  was  then  alwaya 
used  for  the  encouragement  and  direction  of  the  hounds — ^the  deep, 
though  distant,  baying  of  the  pack — ^the  half-heardr  cries  of  the 
huntsmen — the  half-seen  forms  which  were  discovered,  now  emerging 
from  glens  which  crossed  the  moor,  now  sweeping  over  its  surface, 
now  picking  their  way  where  it  was  impeded  by  morasses;  and,  above 
all,  the  feeling  of  his  own  rapid  motion,  animated  the  Master  of 
Eavenswood,  at  least  for  the  moment,  above  the  recollections  of  a 
more  painful  nature  by  which  he  was  surrounded.  The  first  thing 
which  recalled  him  to  those  unpleasing  circumstances  was  feeling 
that  his  horse,  notwithstanding  all  the  advantages  which  he  received 
from  his  rider's  knowledge  of  the  country,  was  unable  to  keep  np 
with  the  chase.  As  he  drew  his  bridle  up  with  the  bitter  feeling 
that  his  poverty  excluded  him  from  the  favourite  reoreation  of  his 
ibrefathers,  and  indeed  their  sole  employment  when  not  engaged 
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in  military  pursuits,  he  was  accosted  by  a  well-mounted  strauger, 
who,  unobserved,  had  kept  near  him  during  the  earlier  part  of  his 
career. 

**  Your  horse  is  blown,''  said  the  man  with  a  complaisance  seldom 
used  in  a  hunting-field.  **  Might  I  crave  your  honour  to  make  use 
of  mine  ?  " 

''Sir,"  said  Bavenswood,  more  surprised  than  pleased  at  such  a 
proposal,  "  I  really  do  not  know  how  I  have  merited  such  a  favour 
at  a  stranger's  hands." 

''  Never  ask  a  question  about  it,  Master/'  said  Bucklaw,  who,  with 
great  unwillingness,  had  hitherto  reined  in  his  own  gallant  steed, 
not  to  outride  his  host  and  entertainer.  "  Take  the  goods  the  gods 
provide  you,  as  the  great  John  Dryden  says — or  stay — here,  my 
fiiend,  lend  me  that  horse;  I  see  you  have  been  puzzled  to  rein  him 
up  this  half-hour.  I'll  take  the  devil  out  of  him  for  you.  Now, 
Master,  do  you  ride  mine,  which  will  carry  you  like  an  eagle." 

And  throwing  the  rein  of  his  own  horse  to  the  Master  of  Bavens- 
wood, he  sprung  upon  that  which  the  stranger  resigned  to  him,  and 
continued  his  career  at  full  speed. 

''Was  ever  so  thoughtless  a  being  !"  said  the  Master;  "and  you, 
my  Mend,  how  could  you  trust  him  with  your  horse  ? " 

"  The  horse,"  said  the  man,  **  belongs  to  a  person  who  will  make 
your  honour,  or  any  one  of  your  honourable  friends,  most  welcome 
to  him,  flesh  and  fell." 

"And  the  owner's  name  is 1"  asked  Bavenswood. 

"  Your  honour  must  excuse  me,  you  will  learn  that  firom  himself. 
If  you  please  to  take  your  friend's  horse,  and  leave  me  your  galloway, 
I  will  meet  you  after  the  fall  of  the  stag,  for  I  hear  they  are  blowing 
him  at  bay." 

'*  I  believe,  my  friend,  it  will  be  the  best  way  to  recover  your  good 
horse  for  you,"  answered  Bavenswood;  and  mounting  the  nag  of  his 
Mend  Bucklaw,  he  made  all  the  haste  in  his  power  to  the  spot  where 
the  blast  of  the  horn  announced  that  the  stag's  career  was  nearly 
tomdnated. 

These  jovial  sounds  were  intermixed  with  the  huntsmen's  shouts 
of  "Hyke  a  Talbot !  Hyke  a  Teviot !  now,  boys,  now !"  and  similar 
(Peering  haUoos  of  the  olden  hunting-fleld,  to  which  the  impatient 
yeUing  of  the  hounds,  now  close  on  the  object  of  their  pursuit,  gave 
a  lively  and  unremitting  chorus.  The  straggling  riders  began  now 
to  lally  towards  the  scene  of  action,  collecting  from  different  points 
S8  to  a  common  centre. 

Bucklaw  kept  the  start  which  he  had  gotten,  and  arrived  first  at 
the  Bpot  where  the  stag,  incapable  of  sustaining  a  more  -^toXsmifgu^^ 
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Hight,  had  turned  upon  the  hounds,  and,  in  the  hunter's  phrase,  was 
at  bay.  With  his  stately  head  bent  down,  his  sides  white  with  foam, 
his  eyes  strained  betwixt  rage  and  terror,  the  hunted  animal  had  now 
in  his  turn  become  an  object  of  intimidation  to  his  pursuers.  The 
hunters  came  up  one  by  one,  and  watched  an  opportunity  to  assail 
him  with  some  advantage,  which,  in  such  circumstances,  can  only  be 
done  with  caution.  The  dogs  stood  aloof  and  bayed  loudly,  inti- 
mating at  once  eagerness  and  fear,  and  each  of  the  sportsmen  seemed 
to  expect  that  his  comrade  would  take  upon  him  the  perilous  task 
of  assaulting  and  disabling  the  animal.  The  ground,  which  was  a 
hollow  in  the  common  or  moor,  afforded  little  advantage  for  ap- 
proaching the  stag  unobserved ;  and  general  was  the  shout  of 
triumph  when  Bucklaw,  with  the  dexterity  proper  to  an  accom- 
plished cavalier  of  the  day,  sprang  from  his  horse,  and  dashing 
suddenly  and  swiftly  at  the  stag,  brought  him  to  the  ground  by  a 
cut  on  the  hind  leg  with  his  short  hunting  sword.  The  pack, 
rushing  in  upon  their  disabled  enemy,  soon  ended  his  painful 
struggles,  and  solemnised  his  fall  with  their  clamour — ^the  hunters, 
with  their  horns  and  voices,  whooping  and  blowing  a  mort,  or  death- 
note,  which  resounded  far  over  the  billows  of  the  adjacent  ocean. 

The  huntsman  then  withdrew  the  hounds  from  the  throttled  stag, 
and  on  his  knee  presented  his  knife  to  a  fair  female  form,  on  a  white 
palfrey,  whose  terror,  or  perhaps  her  compassion,  had  till  then  kept 
her  at  some  distance.  She  wore  a  black  sUk  riding  mask,  which  was 
then  a  common  fashion,  as  well  for  preserving  the  complexion  from 
sun  and  rain  as  from  an  idea  of  decorum,  which  did  not  permit  a 
lady  to  appear  barefaced  while  engaged  in  a  boisterous  sport,  and 
attended  by  a  promiscuous  company.  The  richness  of  her  dress, 
however,  as  well  as  the  mettle  and  form  of  her  palfrey,  together  with 
the  sylvan  compliment  paid  to  her  by  the  huntsman,  pointed  her  out 
to  Bucklaw  as  the  principal  person  in  the  field.  It  was  not  without 
a  feeling  of  pity,  approaching  even  to  contempt,  that  this  enthusiastic 
hunter  observed  her  refuse  the  huntsman's  knife,  presented  to  her 
for  the  purpose  of  making  the  first  incision  in  the  stag's  breast,  and 
thereby  discovering  the  quality  of  the  venison.  He  felt  more  than 
half  inclined  to  pay  his  compliments  to  her ;  but  it  had  been  Buck- 
law's  misfortune  that  his  habits  of  life  had  not  rendered  him 
familiarly  acquainted  with  the  higher  and  better  classes  of  female 
society,  so  that,  with  all  his  natural  audacity,  he  felt  sheepish  and 
bashful  when  it  became  necessary  to  address  a  lady  of  distinction. 

Taking  unto  himself  heart  of  grace  (to  use  his  own  phrase),  he  did 
at  length  summon  up  resolution  enough  to  give  the  fair  huntress  good 
time  of  the  day,  and  trust  that  her  sport  had  answered  her  expecta- 
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tion.  Her  answer  was  very  courteously  and  modestly  expressed,  and 
testified  some  gratitude  to  the  gaUant  cavalier,  whose  exploit  had 
terminated  the  chase  so  adroitly,  when  the  hounds  and  huntsmen 
seemed  somewhat  at  a  stand. 

'*  Uds  daggers  and  scabbard,  madam,"  said  Bucklaw,  whom  this 
observation  brought  at  once  upon  his  own  ground,  "  there  is  no  diffi- 
culty or  merit  in  that  matter  at  all,  so  that  a  fellow  is  not  too  much 
afraid  of  having  a  pair  of  antlers  in  his  guts.  I  have  hunted  at  force 
five  hundred  times,  madam;  and  I  never  yet  saw  the  stag  at  bay,  by 
land  or  water,  but  I  durst  have  gone  roundly  in  on  him.  It  is  all  use 
and  wont,  madam ;  and  I  '11  tell  you,  madam,  for  all  that,  it  must  be 
done  with  good  heed  and  caution ;  and  you  will  do  well,  madam,  to 
have  your  hunting  sword  both  right  sharp  and  double-edged,  that 
you  may  strike  either  fore-handed  or  back-handed,  as  you  see  reason, 
for  a  hurt  with  a  buck's  horn  is  a  perilous  and  somewhat  venomous 
matter." 

'*  I  am  afraid,  sir,"  said  the  young  lady,  and  her  smile  was  scarce 
concealed  by  her  vizard,  *'I  shall  have  little  use  for  such  careful 
preparation." 

'*  But  the  gentleman  says  very  right  for  all  that,  my  lady,"  said 
an  old  huntsman,  who  had  listened  to  BucklaVs  harangue  with  no 
small  edification ;  *'  and  I  have  heard  my  father  say,  who  was  a 
forester  at  the  Cabrach,  that  a  wild  boar's  gaunch  is  more  easily 
healed  than  a  hurt  from  the  deer's  horn,  for  so  says  the  old  woocT- 
man's  rhyme — 

'  If  thou  be  hurt  with  horn  of  hart,  it  brings  thee  to  thy  bier ; 
But  tusk  of  boar  shall  leeches  heal — thereof  have  lesser  fear.'  " 

"  An  I  might  advise,"  continued  Bucklaw,  who  was  now  in  his 
element,  and  desirous  of  assuming  the  whole  management,  **  as  the 
hounds  are  surbated  and  weary,  the  head  of  the  stag  should  be 
cabbaged  in  order  to  reward  them  ;  and  if  I  may  presume  to  speak, 
the  huntsman  who  is  to  break  up  the  stag  ought  to  drink  to  your 
good  ladyship's  health  a  good  lusty  bicker  of  ale,  or  a  tass  of  brandy; 
for  if  he  breaks  him  up  without  cbinking,  the  venison  will  not  keep 
well" 

This  very  agreeable  prescription  received,  as  will  be  readily 
Wieved,  all  acceptation  from  the  huntsman,  who,  in  requital,  offered 
to  Bucklaw  the  compliment  of  his  knife,  which  the  young  lady  had 
declined.    This  polite  proffer  was  seconded  by  his  mistress. 

"I  believe,  sir,"  she  said,  withdrawing  herself  &om  the  circle, 
"that  my  father,  for  whose  amusement  Lord  Bittlebrains'  hounds 
We  been  out  to-day,  will  readily  surrender  all  care  of  these  matters 
to  a  gentleman  of  your  experience." 
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Theii)  bending  gracefully  firom  her  horse,  she  wished  him  good 
morning,  and,  attended  by  one  or  two  domestics,  who  seemed  im- 
mediately attached  to  her  service,  retired  from  the  scene  of  action, 
to  which  Bucklaw,  too  much  delighted  with  an  opportonity  of 
displaying  his  wood-craft  to  care  about  man  or  woman  either,  paid 
little  attention;  but  was  soon  stripped  to  his  doublet,  with  tucked-up 
sleeves,  and  naked  arms  up  to  the  elbows  in  blood  and  grease,  slashing, 
cutting,  hacking,  and  hewing,  with  the  precision  of  Sir  Tristram 
himself,  and  wrangling  and  disputing  with  all  around  him  concerning 
nombles,  briskets,  flankards,  and  raven-bones,  then  usual  terms  of 
the  art  of  hunting,  or  of  butchery,  whichever  the  reader  chooses  to 
call  it,  which  are  now  probably  antiquated. 

When  Ravenswood,  who  followed  a  short  space  behind  his  friend, 
saw  that  the  stag  had  fEillen,  his  temporary  ardour  for  the  chase  gave 
way  to  that  feeling  of  reluctance  which  he  endured  at  encountering 
in  his  fallen  fortunes  the  gaze  whether  of  equals  or  inferiors.  He 
reined  up  his  horse  on  the  top  of  a  gentle  eminence,  from  which  he 
observed  the  busy  and  gay  scene  beneath  him,  and  heard  the  whoops 
of  the  huntsmen  gaily  mingled  with  the  cry  of  the  dogs,  and  the 
neighing  and  trampling  of  the  horses.  But  these  jovial  sounds  fell 
sadly  on  the  ear  of  the  ruined  nobleman.  The  chase,  with  all  its 
train  of  excitations,  has  ever  since  feudal  times  been  accounted  the 
almost  exclusive  privilege  of  the  aristocracy,  and  was  anciently  their 
chief  employment  in  times  of  peace.  The  sense  that  he  was  excluded 
by  his  situation  from  enjoying  the  sylvan  sport,  which  his  rank 
assigned  to  him  as  a  special  prerogative,  and  the  feeling  that  new 
men  were  now  exercising  it  over  the  downs,  which  had  been  jealously 
reserved  by  his  ancestors  for  their  own  amusement,  while  he,  the  heir 
of  the  domain,  was  fain  to  hold  himself  at  a  distance  from  their 
party,  awakened  reflections  calculated  to  depress  deeply  a  mind  like 
Bavenswood's,  which  was  naturally  contemplative  and  melancholy. 
His  pride,  however,  soon  shook  off  this  feeling  of  dejection,  and  it 
gave  way  to  impatience  upon  finding  that  his  volatile  friend  Bucklaw 
seemed  in  no  hurry  to  return  with  his  borrowed  steed,  which  Bavens- 
wood,  before  leaving  the  field,  wished  to  see  restored  to  the  obliging 
owner.  As  he  was  about  to  move  towards  the  group  of  assembled 
huntsmen,  he  was  joined  by  a  horseman,  who  like  himself  had  kept 
aloof  during  the  fall  of  the  deer. 

This  personage  seemed  stricken  in  years.  He  wore  a  scarlet  cloak, 
buttoned  high  upon  his  face,  and  his  hat  was  unlooped  and  slouched, 
probably  by  way  of  defence  against  the  weather.  His  horse,  a  strong 
and  steady  palfrey,  was  calculated  for  a  rider  who  proposed  to  witness 
the  sport  of  the  day  rather  than  to  share  it.    An  attendant  waited  at 
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some  distance,  and  the  whole  equipment  was  that  of  an  elderly 
gentleman  of  rank  and  fashion.  He  accosted  Ravenswood  very 
politely,  but  not  without  some  embarrassment. 

"  You  seem  a  gallant  young  gentleman,  sir/'  he  said,  '*  and  yet 
appear  as  indifferent  to  this  brave  sport  as  if  you  had  my  load  of 
years  on  your  shoulders." 

"  I  have  followed  the  sport  with  more  spirit  on  other  occasions/' 
replied  the  Master;  '^at  present,  late  events  in  my  family  must  be 
my  apology  —  and  besides,"  he  added,  "  I  was  but  indifferently 
mounted  at  the  beginning  of  the  sport." 

''  I  think,"  said  the  stranger, ''  one  of  my  attendants  had  the  sense 
to  accommodate  your  friend  with  a  horse." 

"I  was  much  indebted  to  his  politeness  and  yours/'  replied 
Bavenswood.  "My  friend  is  Mr.  Hayston  of  Bucklaw,  whom  I 
daresay  you  will  be  sure  to  find  in  the  thick  of  the  keenest  sports- 
men. He  will  return  your  servant's  horse,  and  take  my  pony  in 
exchange — and  will  add,"  he  concluded,  turning  his  horse's  head 
from  the  stranger,  ''his  best  acknowledgments  to  mine  for  the 
accommodation." 

The  Master  of  Bavenswood  having  thus  expressed  himself,  began 
to  move  homeward  with  the  manner  of  one  who  has  taken  leave  of 
his  company.  But  the  stranger  was  not  so  to  be  shaken  off.  He 
turned  his  horse  at  the  same  time,  and  rode  in  the  same  direction  so 
near  to  the  Master  that,  without  outriding  him,  which  the  formal 
civility  of  the  time  and  the  respect  due  to  the  stranger's  age  and 
recent  civility  would  have  rendered  improper,  he  could  not  easily 
escape  from  his  company. 

The  stranger  did  not  long  remain  silent.  "  This,  then,"  he  said, 
"is  the  ancient  Castle  of  Wolf's  Crag,  often  mentioned  in  the 
Scottish  records,"  looking  to  the  old  tower,  then  darkening  under 
the  influence  of  a  stormy  cloud  that  formed  its  background ;  for,  at 
the  distance  of  a  short  mile,  the  chase,  having  been  circuitous,  had 
brought  the  hunters  nearly  back  to  the  point  which  they  had  attained 
when  Bavenswood  and  Bucklaw  had  set  forward  to  join  them. 

Bavenswood  answered  this  observation  with  a  cold  and  distant 
assent. 
"  It  was,  as  I  have  heard,"  continued  the  stranger,  unabashed  by 

his  coldness,  "  one  of  the  most  early  possessions  of  the  honourable 

fcmily  of  Bavenswood." 
"Their  earliest  possession,"  answered  the  Master,  "and  probably 

their  latest." 
"I — I — I  should  hope  not,  sir,"  answered  the  stranger,  clearing  his 

T(dce  with  more  than  one  cough,  and  making  an  ef[oTt  V>  o^^t^^oth^ 


100  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 

a  certain  degree  of  hecdtation.  ''  Scotland  knows  what  she  owes  to 
this  ancient  family,  and  remembers  their  frequent  and  hononiabla 
achievements.  I  have  little  doubt  that,  were  it  properly  represented 
to  her  majesty  that  so  ancient  and  noble  a  family  were  subjected  to 
dilapidation — I  mean  to  decay — means  might  be  found  <id  re-^ed^ficof^ 
dvm  antiquam  domum " 

*'  I  will  save  you  the  trouble,  sir,  of  discussing  this  point  faxOteT" 
interrupted  the  Master,  haughtily.  ''  I  am  the  heir  of  that  unfortu- 
nate house — I  am  the  Master  of  Eavenswood.  And  you,  sir,  who 
seem  to  be  a  gentleman  of  fashion  and  education,  must  be  sensible 
that  the  next  mortification  after  being  imhappy  is  the  being  loaded 
with  undesired  commiseration.'' 

''I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  the  elder  horseman — ''I  did  not 
know — I  am  sensible  I  ought  not  to  have  mentioned — ^nothing  could 
be  farther  from  my  thoughts  than  to  suppose " 

« There  are  no  apologies  necessary,  sir,**  answered  Bavenswood, 
«for  here,  I  suppose,  our  roads  separate,  and  I  assure  you  that  we 
part  in  perfect  equanimity  on  my  side." 

As  speaking  these  words,  he  directed  his  horse's  head  towards  a 
narrow  causeway,  the  ancient  approach  to  Wolf's  Crag^  of  which 
it  might  be  truly  said,  in  the  words  of  the  Bard  of  Hope,  that 

"  Frequented  by  few  was  the  grass-cover'd  road 
Where  the  hunter  of  deer  and  the  warrior  trode, 
To  his  hills  that  encircle  the  sea." 

But,  ere  he  could  disengage  himself  from  his  companion,  the  young 
lady  we  have  already  mentioned  came  up  to  join  the  stranger,  fol- 
lowed by  her  servants. 

''  Daughter/'  said  the  stranger  to  the  masked  damsel,  '*  this  is  the 
Master  of  Bavenswood." 

It  would  have  been  natural  that  the  gentleman  should  have  replied 
to  this  introduction ;  but  there  was  something  in  the  graceful  form 
and  retiring  modesty  of  the  female  to  whom  he  was  thus  presented 
which  not  only  prevented  him  from  inquiring  to  whom  and  by  whom 
the  annunciation  had  been  made,  but  which  even  for  the  time  struck 
him  absolutely  mute.  At  this  moment  the  cloud  which  had  long 
lowered  above  the  height  on  which  Wolf's  Crag  is  situated,  and 
which  now,  as  it  advanced,  spread  itself  in  darker  and  denser  folds 
both  over  land  and  sea,  hiding  the  distant  objects  and  obscuring 
those  which  were  nearer,  turning  the  sea  to  a  leaden  complexion,  and 
the  heath  to  a  darker  brown,  began  now,  by  one  or  two  distant  peal% 
to  announce  the  thunders  with  which  it  was  fraught;  while  two 
flashes  of  lightning,  following  each  other  very  closely,  showed  in  the 
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distsnoe  the  giey  tnrretB  of  Wolf's  Crag,  and,  more  nearly,  the  rolling 
billows  of  the  ocean,  created  anddenly  with  red  and  dazzling  light. 

The  horse  of  the  fait  hnntreM  showed  Bymptoms  of  impatience  and 
restiTeness,  and  it  became  impoesible  for  Ravenswood,  as  a  man  or  a 
gentleman,  to  leave  her  abruptly  to  the  care  of  an  aged  father  or  her 
menial  attendants.  He  was,  or  believed  himself,  obliged  in  courtesy 
to  take  hold  of  her  bridle,  and  assist  her  in  managing  the  unruly 
animal.  While  he  was  tbns  engaged,  the  old  gentleman  observed 
that  the  storm  seemed  to  increase — that  they  were  fat  from  Lord 
Bittlebrains',  whose  gnests  they  were  for  the  present — and  that  he 
would  be  obkged  tu  the  Master  ot  Eavenswood  to  point  hun  the  way 


C^,  which  seemed  to  render  it  almoBt  imposaible  for  the  owner  to 
tvoid  offering  an  old  man  and  a  lady,  in  snch  an  emergency,  the 
temporary  nse  of  his  house.  Indeed,  the  condition  of  the  yonng 
huntress  made  this  conrtesy  indispensable ;  for,  in  the  course  of  the 
■trrices  which  he  rendered,  be  could  not  bnt  perceive  that  she 
tiembled  much,  and  was  extremely  agitated,  from  her  apprehensions, 
danbtless,  of  the  coming  storm. 

I  know  iu>t  if  the  Master  of  Ravenswood  shared  her  terrors,  but 
k«  ma  not  entirely  free  from  something  like  k  aimilu  diwR&Ki  (A 
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nerves  as  he  obseryed,  '*  The  Tower  of  Wolfs  Crag  has  nothing  to 
offer  beyond  the  shelter  of  its  roof,  but  if  that  can  be  acceptable  at 
such  a  moment '' — he  paused,  as  if  the  rest  of  the  invitation  stuck  in 
his  throat.  But  the  old  gentleman,  his  self-constituted  companion, 
did  not  allow  him  to  recede  from  the  invitation,  which  he  had  rather 
suffered  to  be  implied  than  directly  expressed. 

**  The  storm,''  said  the  stranger,  <'must  be  an  apology  for  waiving 
ceremony — his  daughter's  health  was  weak — she  had  suffered  much 
from  a  recent  alarm — he  trusted  their  intrusion  on  the  Master  of 
Bavenswood's  hospitality  would  not  be  altogether  unpardonable  in 
the  circumstances  of  the  case — his  child's  safety  must  be  dearer  to 
him  than  ceremony." 

There  was  no  room  to  retreat.  The  Master  of  Ravenswood  led  the 
way,  continuing  to  keep  hold  of  the  lady's  bridle  to  prevent  her  horse 
from  starting  at  some  unexpected  explosion  of  thunder.  He  was  not 
so  bewildered  in  his  own  hurried  reflections  but  that  he  remarked, 
that  the  deadly  paleness  which  had  occupied  her  neck  and  temples, 
and  such  of  her  features  as  the  riding-mask  left  exposed,  gave  place 
to  a  deep  and  rosy  suffusion ;  and  he  felt  with  embarrassment  that 
a  flush  was  by  tacit  sympathy  excited  in  his  own  cheeks.  The 
stranger,  with  watchfulness  which  he  disguised  under  apprehensions 
lor  the  safety  of  his  daughter,  continued  to  observe  the  expression  of 
the  Master's  countenance  as  they  ascended  the  hill  to  Wolf's  Orag. 
When  they  stood  in  front  of  that  ancient  fortress,  Bavenswood's 
emotions  were  of  a  very  complicated  description ;  and  as  he  led  the 
way  into  the  rude  courtyard,  and  halloo'd  to  Caleb  to  give  attend- 
ance, there  was  a  tone  of  sternness,  almost  of  fierceness,  which  seemed 
somewhat  alien  from  the  courtesies  of  one  who  is  receiving  honooied 
guests. 

Caleb  came ;  and  not  the  paleness  of  the  fair  stranger  at  the  first 
approach  of  the  thunder,  nor  the  paleness  of  any  other  person,  in  any 
other  circumstances  whatever,  equalled  that  which  overcame  the  thin 
cheeks  of  the  disconsolate  seneschal,  when  he  beheld  this  accession 
of  guests  to  the  castle,  and  reflected  that  the  dinner-hour  was  fast 
approaching.  "Is  he  daft?"  he  muttered  to  himself — ''is  he  dean 
daft  a'thegither,  to  bring  lords  and  leddies,  and  a  host  of  folk 
behint  them,  and  twal-o'clock  chappit?"  Then  approaching  the 
Master,  he  craved  pardon  for  having  permitted  the  rest  of  his  people 
to  go  out  to  see  the  hunt,  observing  that  "  they  wad  never  think  of 
his  lordship  coming  back  till  mirk  night,  and  that  he- dreaded  they 
might  play  the  truant." 

'' Silence,  Balderstone  !"said  Ravenswood,  sternly;  ''your  folly  is 
unseasonable.    Sir  and  madam,"  he  said,  turning  to  his  guests,  "  this 
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old  man,  and  a  yet  older  and  more  imbecile  female  domestic,  form 
my  whole  retinae.  Our  means  of  refreshing  you  are  more  scanty 
than  even  so  miserable  a  retinue,  and  a  dwelling  so  dilapidated, 
might  seem  to  promise  you ;  but,  such  as  they  may  chance  to  be,  you 
may  command  them.'' 

The  elder  stranger,  struck  with  the  ruined  and  even  savage  appear- 
ance of  the  Tower,  rendered  still  more  disconsolate  by  the  lowering 
and  gloomy  sky,  and  perhaps  not  altogether  unmoved  by  the  grave 
and  determined  voice  in  which  their  host  addressed  them,  looked 
round  >^i"^  anxiously,  as  if  he  half-repented  the  readiness  with  which 
he  had  accepted  the  offered  hospitality.  But  there  was  now  no 
opportunity  of  receding  from  the  situation  in  which  he  had  placed 
himself. 

As  for  Caleb,  he  was  so  utterly  stunned  by  his  master's  public  and 
unqualified  acknowledgment  of  the  nakedness  of  the  land,  that  for 
two  minutes  he  could  only  mutter  within  his  hebdomadal  beard, 
which  had  not  felt  the  razor  for  six  days,  **  He 's  daft— clean  daft — 
red  wud,  and  awa  wi't !  But  deil  hae  Caleb  Balderstone,''  said  he, 
collecting  his  powers  of  invention  and  resource,  ''if  the  family  shall 
lose  credit,  if  he  were  as  mad  as  the  seven  wise  masters  V*  He  then 
boldly  advanced,  and,  in  spite  of  his  master's  frowns  and  impatience, 
gravely  asked, ''  if  he  should  not  serve  up  some  slight  refection  for 
the  young  leddy,  and  a  glass  of  tokay,  or  old  sack — or ^ 

"  Truce  to  this  ill-timed  foolery,"  said  the  Master,  sternly — "  put 
the  horses  into  the  stable,  and  interrupt  us  no  more  with  your 
absurdities." 

''Your  honour's  pleasure  is  to  be  obeyed  abune  a'  things,"  said 
Caleb ;  "  nevertheless,  as  for  the  sack  and  tokay  which  it  is  not  your 
noble  guests'  pleasure  to  accept ^ 

But  here  the  voice  of  Bucklaw,  heard  even  above  the  clattering 
of  hoofs  and  braying  of  horns  with  which  it  mingled,  announced 
that  he  was  scaling  the  pathway  to  the  Tower  at  the  head  of  the 
greater  part  of  the  gallant  hunting  train. 

"  The  deil  be  in  me,"  said  Caleb,  taking  heart  in  spite  of  this  new 
invasion  of  Philistines,  "  if  they  shall  beat  me  yet !  The  hellicat 
ne'er-do-weel ! — ^to  bring  such  a  crew  here,  that  will  expect  to  find 
brandy  as  plenty  as  ditch-water,  and  he  kenning  sae  absolutely  the 
case  in  whilk  we  stand  for  the  present !  But  I  trow,  could  I  get  rid 
of  thae  gaping  gowks  of  flunkies  that  hae  won  into  the  courtyard  at 
the  back  of  their  betters,  as  mony  a  man  gets  preferment,  I  could 
make  a'  right  yet." 

The  measures  which  he  took  to  execute  this  dauntless  resolution 
the  reader  shall  learn  in  the  next  chapter. 
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CHAPTER    X. 

With  throat  nnslaked,  with  black  lips  baked* 

Agape  they  heard  him  call ; 
Gramercy  they  for  joy  did  grin, 
And  all  at  once  their  breath  drew  in. 

As  they  had  been  drinking  all  t 

Oolebidge'b  ''^BMJMofths  Ancient  M^M^inar.** 

Hatston  of  Bucklaw  was  one  of  the  thoughtless  class  who  never 
hesitate  between  their  friend  and  their  jest.  When  it  was  announced 
that  the  principal  persons  of  the  chase  had  taken  their  route  towards 
Wolfs  Crag,  the  huntsmen,  as  a  point  of  civility,  offered  to  transfer 
the  venison  to  that  mansion ;  a  proffer  which  was  readily  accepted 
by  Bucklaw,  who  thought  much  of  the  astonishment  which  their 
arrival  in  full  body  would  occasion  poor  old  Caleb  Balderstone, 
and  very  little  of  the  dilemma  to  which  he  was  about  to  expose 
his  friend  the  Master,  so  ill  circumstanced  to  receive  such  a  party. 
But  in  old  Caleb  he  had  to  do  with  a  crafty  and  alert  antagonii^ 
prompt  at  supplyinj?,  upon  all  emergencies,  evasions  and  excuses 
suitable,  as  he  thought,  to  the  dignity  of  the  family. 

"  Praise  be  blest !  **^  said  Caleb  to  himself,  ^  ae  leaf  of  the  muckle 
gate  has  been  swung  to  wi'  yestreen's  wind,  and  I  think  I  can 
manage  to  shut  the  ither." 

But  he  was  desirous,  like  a  prudent  governor,  at  the  same  time  to 
get  rid,  if  possible,  of  the  internal  enemy,  in  which  light  he  con- 
sidered almost  every  one  who  ate  and  drank,  ere  he  took  measures 
to  exclude  those  whom  their  jocund  noise  now  pronounced  to  be  near 
at  hand.  He  waited,  therefore,  with  impatience  until  his  master 
had  shown  his  two  principal  guests  into  the  Tower,  and  then 
commenced  his  operations. 

'<I  think,"  he  said  to  the  stranger  menials,  ''that  as  they  are 
bringing  the  stag's  head  to  the  castle  in  all  honour,  we,  who  are 
indwellers,  should  receive  them  at  the  gate." 

The  unwary  grooms  had  no  sooner  hurried  out,  in  compliance 
with  this  insidious  hint,  than,  one  folding-door  of  the  ancient  gate 
being  already  closed  by  the  wind,  as  has  been  already  intimated, 
honest  Caleb  lost  no  time  in  shutting  the  other  with  a  clang,  which 
resounded  from  donjon-vault  to  battlement.  Having  thus  secured 
the  pass,  he  forthwith  indulged  the  excluded  huntsmen  in  brief 
parley,  from  a  small  projecting  window,  or  shot-hole,  through  which, 
in  former  days,  the  warders  were  wont  to  reconnoitre  those  who 
presented  themselves  before  the  gates.  He  gave  them  to  understand, 
in  a  short  and  pithy  speech,  that  the  gate  of  the  castle  was  never  on 
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my  aecoant  opened  during  meal-timei — tbfkt  bU  honour,  th«  Muter 
of  Ravenawood,  and  eome  gue>te  of  quality,  had  juBt  eei  down  to 
dinner — that  theie  woa  excellent  brand;  at  the  hoetler-wife's  at 
Wolfe-hope  down  below — and  he  held  out  some  obicnre  hint  that  the 
reckoning  would  be  diacba^ed  bj  the  Master ;  bnt  this  was  uttered 
in  a  very  dubious  and  oracular  strain,  for,  tike  Louis  XIV.,  Caleb 
Balderstone  hesitated  to  carry  finease  so  far  ae  direct  falsehood,  and 
was  content  to  deceive,  if  poaaible,  without  directly  lying. 


This  annunc  at  on  was  rece  ved  w  th  aurpnse  by  some,  with 
Unghter  by  others  and  with  dismay  by  the  expelled  lackeys,  who 
endeavoured  to  demonstrate  that  their  ngbt  of  re-admianon,  for  the 
pnrpoHe  of  waiting  upon  their  master  and  mistrees,  wan  at  leaat  indis- 
pntable.  But  Caieb  was  not  in  a  humour  to  UDderstand  or  admit 
uy  distinctions.  He  stnck  to  his  original  propoaition  with  tbat 
digged,  but  convenient,  pertinacity  which  is  anned  againat  all  con- 
fiotloi^  and  deaf  to  all  reasoning.    Buoklaw  now  eame  bom  tha  niz 
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of  the  party,  and  demanded  admittance  in  a  very  angry  tone.    But 
the  resolution  of  Caleb  was  immovable.'' 

'*  If  the  king  on  the  throne  were  at  the  gate,"  he  dedared,  "  his 
ten  fingers  should  never  open  it  contrair  to  the  established  use  and 
wont  of  the  fiEunily  of  Ravenswood,  and  his  duty  as  their  head- 
servant." 

Bucklaw  was  now  extremely  incensed,  and,  with  more  oaths  and 
curses  than  we  care  to  repeat,  declared  himself  most  unworthily 
treated,  and  demanded  peremptorily  to  speak  with  the  Master  of 
Ravenswood  himself.    But  to  this  also  Caleb  turned  a  deaf  ear. 

**  He 's  as  soon  a-bleeze  as  a  tap  of  tow,  the  lad  Bucklaw,''  he  said ; 
"  but  the  deil  of  ony  master's  fiace  he  shall  see  till  he  has  sleepit  and 
waken'd  on't.  He'll  ken  himsell  better  the  mom's  morning.  It 
sets  the  like  o'  him  to  be  bringing  a  crew  of  drunken  hunters  here, 
when  he  kens  there  is  but  little  preparation  to'sloken  his  ain 
drought."  And  he  disappeared  from  the  window,  leaving  them  all 
to  digest  their  exclusion  as  they  best  might. 

But  another  person  of  whose  presence  Caleb,  in  the  animation  of 
the  debate,  was  not  aware,  had  listened  in  silence  to  its  progress. 
This  was  the  principal  domestic  of  the  stranger — a  man  of  trust  and 
consequence — the  same  who  in  the  hunting-field  had  accommodated 
Bucklaw  with  the  use  of  his  horse.  He  was  in  the  stable  when  Caleb 
had  contrived  the  expulsion  of  his  fellow-servants,  and  thus  avoided 
sharing  the  same  fate,  from  which  his  personal  importance  would 
certainly  not  have  otherwise  saved  him. 

This  personage  perceived  the  manoeuvre  of  Caleb,  easily  appre- 
ciated the  motive  of  his  conduct,  and  knowing  his  master^s  intentions 
towards  the  family  of  Eavenswood,  had  no  difficulty  as  to  the  line  of 
conduct  he  ought  to  adopt  He  took  the  place  of  Caleb  (unperceived 
by  the  latter)  at  the  post  of  audience  which  he  had  just  left,  and 
announced  to  the  assembled  domestics  'Uhat  it  was  his  master's 
pleasure  that  Lord  Bittlebrains'  retinue  and  his  own  should  go  down 
to  the  adjacent  change-house,  and  call  for  what  refreshments  they 
might  have  occasion  for,  and  he  should  take  care  to  discharge  the 
lawing." 

The  jolly  troop  of  huntsmen  retired  from  the  inhospitable  gate  of 
Wolf's  Crag,  execrating,  as  they  descended  the  steep  pathway,  the 
niggard  and  unworthy  disposition  of  the  proprietor,  and  damning, 
with  more  than  sylvan  licence,  both  the  castle  and  its  inhabitants. 
Bucklaw,  with  many  qualities  which  would  have  made  him  a  man 
of  worth  and  judgment  in  more  favourable  circumstances,  had  been 
so  utterly  neglected  in  point  of  education,  that  he  was  apt  to  think 
And  feel  according  to  the  ideas  of  the  companions  of  his  pleaaorea. 
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The  praises  which  had  recently  been  heaped  upon  himself  he  con- 
trasted with  the  general  abuse  now  levelled  against  Eavenswood — ^he 
recalled  to  his  mind  the  dull  and  monotonous  days  he  had  spent  in 
the  Tower  of  Wolfs  Crag,  compared  with  the  joviality  of  his  usual 
life — he  felt  with  great  indignation  his  exclusion  from  the  castle, 
which  he  considered  as  a  gross  af&ont,  and  every  mingled  feeling  led 
him  to  break  off  the  union  which  he  had  formed  with  the  Master  of 
Bavenswood. 

On  arriving  at  the  change-house  of  the  village  of  Wolf  s-hope,  he 
unexpectedly  met  with  an  old  acquaintance  just  alighting  from  his 
horse.  This  was  no  other  than  the  very  respectable  Captain  Craigen- 
gelt,  who  immediately  came  up  to  him,  and,  without  appearing  to 
retain  any  recollection  of  the  indifferent  terms  on  which  they  had 
parted,  shook  him  by  the  hand  in  the  warmest  manner  possible.  A 
warm  grasp  of  the  hand  was  what  Bucklaw  could  never  help  return- 
ing with  cordiaHty,  and  no  sooner  had  Craigengelt  felt  the  pressure 
of  his  fingers,  than  he  knew  the  terms  on  which  he  stood  with  him. 

**Long  life  to  you,  Bucklaw  !'*  he  exclaimed;  "there's  life  for 
honest  folk  in  this  bad  world  yet ! " 

The  Jacobites  at  this  period,  with  what  propriety  I  know  not,  used, 
it  must  be  noticed,  the  term  of  honest  men  as  peculiarly  descriptive 
of  their  own  party. 

''Ay,  and  for  others  besides,  it  seems," answered  Bucklaw;  ''other- 
wise, how  came  you  to  venture  hither,  noble  Captain  V^ 

"  Who  ? — I  ?  I  am  as  free  as  the  wind  at  Martinmas,  that  pays 
neither  land-rent  nor  annual ;  all  is  explained — all  settled  with  the 
honest  auld  drivellers  yonder  of  Auld  Beekie.  Pooh  !  pooh  !  they 
dared  not  keep  me  a  week  of  days  in  durance.  A  certain  person  has 
better  friends  among  them  than  you  wot  of,  and  can  serve  a  friend 
when  it  is  least  likely.'' 

"  Pshaw  ! "  answered  Hayston,  who  perfectly  knew  and  thoroughly 
despised  the  character  of  this  man,  "  none  of  your  cogging  gibberish — 
tell  me  truly,  are  you  at  liberty  and  in  safety  ! " 

"Free  and  safe  as  a  whig  bailie  on  the  causeway  of  his  own 
borough,  or  a  canting  presbyterian  minister  in  his  own  pulpit — 
and  I  came  to  tell  you  that  you  need  not  remain  in  hiding  any 
longer." 

"  Then  I  suppose  you  call  yourself  my  friend.  Captain  Craigen- 
gelt  1 "  said  Bucklaw. 

"  Friend  ! "  replied  Craigengelt,  "  my  cock  of  the  pit  ?  Why,  I  am 
thy  very  Achates,  man,  as  I  have  heard  scholars  say — ^hand  and 
glove — ^bark  and  tree — ^thine  to  life  and  death  ! " 

"  I  'U  try  that  in  a  moment,"  answered  Bucklaw.   "  TYxou  «x\.  t^s^^l 
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without  money,  however  thou  comest  by  it  Lend  me  two  pieces  to 
wash  the  dost  out  of  these  honest  fellows'  throats  in  the  first  place, 
and  then * 

"  Two  pieces  ?  Twenty  are  at  thy  service,  my  lad — and  twenty  to 
back  them.'' 

"Ay — say  you  so  ?''  said  Bucklaw,  pausing,  for  his  natural  pene- 
tration led  him  to  suspect  some  extraordinary  motive  lay  couched 
under  such  ^n  excess  of  generosity.  "  Craigengelt,  you  are  either  an 
honest  fellow  in  right  good  earnest — and  I  scarce  know  how  to 
believe  that— or  you  are  cleverer  than  I  took  you  for,  and  I  scarce 
know  how  to  believe  that  either." 

"  Vun  'rCem'picke  pas  Vcmtre"  said  Craigengelt,  "touch  and  try — 
the  gold  is  as  good  as  ever  was  weighed." 

He  put  a  quantity  of  gold  pieces  into  BucklaVs  hand,  which  he 
thrust  into  his  pocket  without  either  counting  or  looking  at  them, 
only  observing,  "  that  he  was  so  circumstanced  that  he  must  enlist, 
though  the  devil  offered  the  press-money;"  and  then  turning  to  the 
huntsmen,  he  called  out,  "Gome  along,  my  lads — all  is  at  my 
cost." 

"  Long  life  to  Bucklaw  1"  shouted  the  men  of  the  chase. 

"And  confusion  to  him  who  takes  his  share  of  the  sport,  and 
leaves  the  hunters  as  dry  as  a  drum-head,"  added  another,  by  way  of 
corollary. 

« The  house  of  Bavenswood  was  ance  a  gude  and  an  honourable 
house  in  this'  land,"  said  an  old  man,  "  but  it 's  lost  its  credit  this 
day,  and  the  Master  has  shown  himself  no  better  than  a  greedy 
cuUion." 

And  with  this  conclusion,  which  was  unanimously  agreed  to  by  all 
who  heard  it,  they  rushed  tumultuously  into  the  house  of  entertain- 
ment, where  they  revelled  till  a  late  hour.  The  jovial  temper  of 
Bucklaw  seldom  permitted  him  to  be  nice  in  the  choice  of  his 
associates;  and  on  the  present  occasion,  when  his  joyous  debauch 
received  additional  zest  from  the  intervention  of  an  unusual  space  of 
sobriety,  and  almost  abstinence,  he  was  as  happy  in  leading  the 
revels  as  if  his  comrades  had  been  sons  of  princes.  Craigengelt  had 
his  own  purposes  in  fooling  him  up  to  the  top  of  his  bent ;  and 
having  some  low  humour,  much  impudence,  and  the  power  of  singing 
a  good  song,  understanding  besides  thoroughly  the  disposition  of  his 
regained  associate,  he  readily  succeeded  in  involving  him  bumper- 
deep  in  the  festivity  of  the  meeting. 

A  very  different  scene  was  in  the  meantime  passing  in  the  Tower 
of  Wolf's  Crag.  When  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  left  the  courtyard, 
too  much  busied  with  his  own  perplexed  reflections  to  pay  attention 
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to  the  manoeuYTe  of  Caleb,  he  ushered  his  guests  into  the  great  hall 
of  the  castle. 

The  indefatigable  Balderstone,  who,  from  choice  or  habit,  worked 
on  from  morning  to  night,  had  by  degrees  cleared  this  desolate 
apartment  of  the  confused  relics  of  the  funeral  banquet,  and  restored 
it  to  some  order.  But  not  all  his  skill  and  labour,  in  disposing  to 
advantage  the  little  furniture  which  remained,  could  remove  the 
dark  and  disconsolate  appearance  of  those  ancient  and  disfumished 
walls.  The  narrow  windows,  flanked  by  deep  indentures  into  the 
wall,  seemed  formed  rather  to  exclude  than  to  admit  the  cheerful 
light;  and  the  heavy  and  gloomy  appearance  of  the  thunder-sky 
added  still  farther  to  the  obscurity. 

As  Eavenswood,  with  the  grace  of  a  gallant  of  that  period,  but 
not  without  a  certain  stiffness  and  embarrassment  of  manner,  handed 
the  young  lady  to  the  upper  end  of  the  apartment,  her  father 
remained  standing  more  near  to  the  door,  as  if  about  to  disengage  him- 
self  from  his  hat  and  cloak.  At  this  moment  the  clang  of  the  portal 
was  heard,  a  sound  at  which  the  stranger  started,  stepped  hastily 
to  the  window,  and  looked  with  an  air  of  alarm  at  Ravenswood, 
when  he  saw  that  the  gate  of  the  court  was  shut,  and  his  domestics 
excluded. 

**  You  have  nothing  to  fear,  sir,''  said  Bavenswood,  gravely ;  "  this 
roof  retains  the  means  of  giving  protection,  though  not  welcome. 
Methinks,"  he  added,  '*  it  is  time  that  I  should  know  who  they  are 
that  have  thus  highly  honoured  my  ruined  dwelling  V* 

The  young  lady  remained  silent  and  motionless,  and  the  father, 
to  whom  the  question  was  more  directly  addressed,  seemed  in  the 
situation  of  a  performer  who  has  ventured  to  take  upon  himself  a 
part  which  he  finds  himself  unable  to  present,  and  who  comes  to  a 
pause  when  it  is  most  to  be  expected  that  he  should  speak.  While 
he  endeavoured  to  cover  his  embarrassment  with  the  exterior  cere- 
monials of  a  well-bred  demeanour,  it  was  obvious  that  in  making  his 
bow,  one  foot  shuffled  forward,  as  if  to  advance — the  other  backward, 
as  if  with  the  purpose  of  escape — and  as  he  undid  the  cape  of  his 
coat,  and  raised  his  beaver  from  his  face,  his  fingers  fumbled  as  it 
the  one  had  been  linked  with  rusted  iron,  or  the  other  had  weighed 
equal  with  a  stone  of  lead.  The  darkness  of  the  sky  seemed  to 
increase,  as  if  to  supply  the  want  of  those  mufflings  which  he  laid 
aside  with  such  evident  reluctance.  The  impatience  of  Bavenswood 
increased  also  in  proportion  to  the  delay  of  the  stranger,  and  he 
appeared  to  struggle  under  agitation,  though  probably  from  a  very 
different  cause.  He  laboured  to  restrain  his  desire  to  speak,  while 
the  stranger,  to  all  appearance,  was  at  a  loss  for  words  to  express 
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what  he.  felt  it  necessary  to  say.  At  length  Bavenswood's  impatience 
broke  the  bounds  he  had  imposed  upon  it. 

<<  I  perceive/'  he  said,  **  that  Sir  William  Ashton  is  unwilling  to 
announce  himself  in  the  Castle  of  Wolf's  Crag." 

'^  I  had  hoped  it  was  unnecessary/'  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  relieved 
from  his  silence,  as  a  spectre  by  the  voice  of  the  exorcist;  ''  and  I  am 
obliged  to  you,  Master  of  Bavenswood,  for  breaking  the  ice  at  once, 
where  circumstances — unhappy  circumstances,  let  me  call  them — 
rendered  self-introduction  peculiarly  awkward." 

"  And  am  I  not  then,"  said  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  gravely, 
**  to  consider  the  honour  of  this  visit  as  purely  accidental  ?" 

''Let  us  distinguish  a  little,"  said  the  Keeper,  assuming  an  ap- 
pearance oC  ease  which  perhaps  his  heart  was  a  stranger  to  ;  ''  this  is 
an  honour  which  I  have  eagerly  desired  for  some  time,  but  which  I 
might  never  have  obtained,  save  for  the  accident  of  the  storm.  My 
daughter  and  I  are  alike  grateful  for  this  opportunity  of  thanking 
the  brave  man  to  whom  she  owes  her  life  and  I  mine." 

The  hatred  which  divided  the  great  families  in  the  feudal  times 
had  lost  little  of  its  bitterness,  though  it  no  longer  expressed  itself  in 
deeds  of  open  violence.  Not  the  feelings  which  Bavenswood  had 
begun  to  entertain  towards  Lucy  Ashton,  not  the  hospitality  due  to 
his  guests,  were  able  entirely  to  subdue,  though  they  warmly  com- 
bated, the  deep  passions  which  arose  within  him  at  beholding  his 
father's  foe  standing  in  the  hall  of  the  family  of  which  he  had  in  a 
great  measure  accelerated  the  ruin.  His  looks  glanced  from  the 
father  to  the  daughter  with  an  irresolution  of  which  Sir  William 
Ashton  did  not  think  it  proper  to  await  the  conclusion.  He  had 
now  disembarrassed  himself  of  his  riding-dress,  and  walking  up  to 
his  daughter,  he  undid  the  fastening  of  her  mask. 

"Lucy,  my  love,"  he  said,  raising  her  and  leading  her  towards 
Bavenswood,  **  lay  aside  your  mask,  and  let  us  express  our  gratitude 
to  the  Master  openly  and  barefaced." 

"  If  he  will  condescend  to  accept  it/'  was  all  that  Lucy  uttered ; 
but  in  a  tone  so  sweetly  modulated,  and  which  seemed  to  imply  at 
once  a  feeling  and  a  forgiving  of  the  cold  reception  to  which  they 
were  exposed,  that,  coming  from  a  creature  so  innocent  and  so 
beautiful,  her  words  cut  Bavenswood  to  the  very  heart  for  his 
harshness.  He  muttered  something  of  surprise,  something  of  con- 
fusion, and,  encKng  with  a  warm  and  eager  expression  of  his  happiness 
at  being  able  to  afifbrd  her  shelter  under  his  roof,  he  saluted  her,  as 
the  ceremonial  of  the  time  enjoined  upon  such  occasions.  Their 
cheeks  had  touched  and  were  withdrawn  from  each  other — Bavens- 
wood had  not  quitted  the  hand  which  he  had  taken  in  kindly 
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courtesy — a  blush,  which  attached  more  consequence  by  fax  than 
was  nsual  to  such  ceremony,  still  mantled  on  Lucy  Ashton's  beauti- 
ful cheek,  when  the  apartment  was  suddenly  illuminated  by  a  flash 
of  lightning,  which  seemed  absolutely  to  swallow  the  darkness  of 
the  hall.   Every  object  might  have  been  for  an  instant  seen  distinctly. 
The  slight  and  half-sinking  form  of  Lucy  Ashton,  the  well-propor- 
tioned and  stately  figure  of  Eavenswood,  his  dark  features,  and 
the  fiery,  yet  irresolute  expression  of  his  eyes — the  old  arms  and 
scutcheons  which  hung  on  the  walls  of  the  apartment,  were  for  an 
instantly  distinctly  visible  to  the  Keeper  by  a  strong  red  brilliant 
glare  of  light.    Its  disappearance  was  almost  instantly  followed  by  a 
burst  of  thunder,  for  the  storm-cloud  was  very  near  the  castle ;  and 
the  peal  was  so  sudden  and  dreadful,  that  the  old  tower  rocked  to  its 
foundation,  and  every  inmate  concluded  it  was  falling  upon  them. 
The  soot,  which  had  not  been  disturbed  for  centuries,  showered 
down  the  huge  tunnelled  chimneys— lime  and  dust  flew  in  clouds 
from  the  wall ;  and,  whether  the  lightning  had  actually  struck  the 
castle,  or  whether,  through  the  violent  concussion  of  the  air,  several 
heavy  stones  were  hurled  from  the  mouldering  battlements  into  the 
roaring  sea  beneath,  it  might  seem  as  if  the  ancient  founder  of  the 
castle  were  bestriding  the  thunder-storm,  and  proclaiming  his  displea- 
sure at  the  reconciliation  of  his  descendant  with  the  enemy  of  his  house. 
The  consternation  was  general,  and  it  required  the  efforts  of  both 
the  Lord  Keeper  and  Eavenswood  to  keep  Lucy  from  fainting.    Thus 
was  the  Master  a  second  time  engaged  in  the  most  delicate  and 
dangerous  of  all  tasks,  that  of  affording  support  and  assistance  to  a 
beautiful  and  helpless  being,  who,  as  seen  before  in  a  similar  situa- 
tion, had  already  become  a  favourite  of  his  imagination,  both  when 
awake  and  when  slumbering.     If  the  Genius  of  the  House  really 
condemned  a  union  betwixt  the  Master  and  his  fair  guest,  the  means 
by  which  he  expressed  his  sentiments  were  as  unhappily  chosen  as 
if  he  had  been  a  mere  mortal.    The  train  of  little  attentions,  abso- 
lutely necessary  to  soothe  the  young  lady's  mind,  and  aid  her  in 
composing  her  spirits,  necessarily  threw  the  Master  of  Ravenswood 
into  such  an  intercourse  with  her  father  as  was  calculated,  for  the 
moment  at  least,  to  break  down  the  barrier  of  feudal  enmity  which 
divided  them.     To  express  himself  churlishly,  or  even  coldly,  towards 
an  old  man,  whose  daughter  (and  such  a  daughter)  lay  before  them, 
overpowered  with  natural  terror — and  all  this  under  his  own  roof — 
the  thing  was  impossible ;  and  by  the  time  that  Lucy,  extending  a 
hand  to  each,  was  able  to  thank  them  for  their  kindness,  the  Master 
felt  that  his  sentiments  of  hostility  towards  the  Lord  Keeper  were  by 
no  means  those  most  predominant  in  his  bosom. 
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The  weather,  her  state  of  health,  the  abeenoe  of  her  attimdaiiti^ 
all  prevented  the  poBsibility  of  Lucy  ABhton  zenewiiig  her  jonniej' 
to  Bittlebrains  House,  which  was  full  five  miles  distant;  and  the 
Master  of  Ravenswood  could  not  bat^  in  oomnum  conitesf,  oflFer 
the  shelter  of  his  roof  for  the  rest  of  the  daj  and  linr  the  nights  But 
u  ilush  of  less  soft  expression,  a  look  much  more  habitual  to  his 
features,  resumed  predominance  when  he  mentioned  how  meanly  he 
wori  provided  for  the  entertainment  of  his  guests. 

*^  Do  not  mention  deficiencies,**  said  the  Lord  Ke^er,  eager  to 
interrupt  him  and  prevent  his  resuming  an  alarming  topic;  "yon 
aru  preparing  to  set  out  for  the  Continent,  and  your  house  ia  poeolNAly 
fur  the  present  unfurnished.  AU  this  we  understand ;  but  if  yon 
mention  inconvenience,  you  will  oblige  us  to  seek  aoBominndationa 
in  the  hamlet/' 

As  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  was  about  to  reply,  the  door  of  the 
hull  opuued,  and  Caleb  Balderstone  rushed  in. 


CHAPTER    XL 

Let  them  have  meat  enough,  woman — ^hslf  a  hen; 
There  be  old  rotten  pUchards — ^put  them  off  too; 
'T  is  but  a  little  new  anointing  of  them, 
Aud  a  Biroiig  onloni  that  confounds  the  savour. 

Loffe*s  PUgrtmanfe, 

TjiJfl  thunderbolt,  which  had  stunned  all  who  were  within  hearing 
of  it,  Imd  only  served  to  awaken  the  bold  and  inventive  genins  of 
the  ilower  of  Majors-Domo.  Almost  before  the  clatter  had  oeaeed, 
and  while  tlioru  was  yet  scarce  an  assurance  whether  the  castle  was 
HtaiidinK  or  falling,  Caleb  exclaimed,  *' Heavens  be  praised! — this 
coiiiuH  to  hand  like  the  bowl  of  a  pint  stoup."  He  then  barred  the 
kitch(!n  (luor  in  the  face  of  the  Lord  Keeper's  servant,  whom  he  pe^ 
cuived  returning  from  the  party  at  the  gate,  and  muttering^  ''HJoir 
tlie  deil  cam  he  in  ? — but  deU  may  care.  Mysie,  what  are  ye  rittiiiig 
shaking  and  greeting  in  the  chimney-neuk  for  ?  Come  herfr— or  atiir 
where  you  are,  and  skirl  as  loud  as  you  can — ^it's  a'  ye 're  gnde  fnr-* 
I  say,  ye  auld  deevil,  skirl — skirl — ^louder — ^londer,  woman — gar  the 
gentles  hear  ye  in  the  ha'.  I  have  heard  ye  as  &r  off  as  the  Baa 
for  a  less  matter.    And  stay — down  wi'  that  crockery-^—" 

And  with  a  sweeping  blow  he  threw  down  from  a  shelf  aome 
articles  of  pewter  and  earthenware.  He  exalted  his  voice  amid  the 
clatter,  shouting  and  roaring  in  a  manner  which  changed  Mysie'k 
hysterical  terrors  of  the  thunder  into  fears  that  her  old  fellow- 
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servant  was  gone  distracted,  ''fie  has  dung  down  a'  the  bits  o' 
pigSy  too— the  only  thing  we  had  left  to  baud  a  soup  milk — ^and 
he  has  spilt  the  hatted  kitt  that  was  for  the  Master's  dinner. 
Mercy  save  ns,  the  anld  man's  gane  clean  and  clear  wad  wi'  the 
thunner ! " 

"  Hand  yonr  tongne,  ye  b ! "  said  Caleb,  in  the  impetuous 

and  overbearing  triumph  of  successful  invention — ''a's  provided 
now — dinner  and  a'  thing — the  thunner 's  done  a'  in  the  clap  of  a 
hand ! " 

<<Pmr  man,  he's  muckle  astray,"  said  Mysie,  looking  at  him  with 
a  mixture  of  pity  and  alarm;  "  1  wish  he  may  ever  come  hame  to 
himsell  again." 

''Here,  ye  auld  doited  deevil,''  said  Caleb,  still  exulting  in  his 
extrication  from  a  dilemma  which  had  seemed  insurmountable; 
"  keep  the  strange  man  out  of  the  kitchen — swear  the  thunner  came 
down  the  chimney,  and  spoiled  the  best  dinner  ye  ever  dressed — 
beef — ^bacon — ^kid — ^lark — ^leveret — ^wild  fowl — venison,  and  what  not. 
Lay  it  on  thick,  and  never  mind  expenses.  I  '11  awa  to  the  ha' — 
make  a'  the  confusion  you  can — ^but  be  sure  ye  keep  out  the  strange 
servant.** 

With  these  charges  to  his  ally,  Caleb  posted  up  to  the  hall,  but 
stopping  to  reconnoitre  through  an  aperture,  which  time,  for  the 
convenience  of  many  a  domestic  in  succession,  had  made  in  the 
door,  and  perceiving  the  situation  of  Miss  Ashton,  he  had  prudence 
enough  to  make  a  pause,  both  to  avoid  adding  to  her  alarm,  and  in 
order  to  secure  attention  to  his  account  of  the  disastrous  effects  of  the 
thunder. 

But  when  he  perceived  that  the  lady  was  recovered,  and  heard  the 
conversation  turn  upon  the  accommodation  and  refreshment  which 
the  castle  afforded,  he  thought  it  time  to  burst  into  the  room  in  the 
manner  announced  in  the  last  chapter. 

"  Wull  a  wins  ! — wull  a  wins  ! — such  a  misfortune  to  befit'  the 
House  of  Bavenswood,  and  I  to  live  to  see  it ! " 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Caleb  ? "  said  his  master,  somewhat  alarmed 
in  his  turn;  "  has  any  part  of  the  castle  fallen  ?  " 

'^  Castle  fii'an? — ^na,  but  the  sute's  fa'an,  and  the  thunner 's  come 
right  down  the  kitchen-lumm,  and  the  things  are  a'  lying  here  awa, 
there  awa,  like  the  Laird  o'  Hotchpotch's  lands — and  wi'  brave 
guests  of  honour  and  quality  to  entertain  " — a  low  bow  here  to  Sir 
William  Ashton  and  his  daughter — "  and  naething  left  in  the  house 
fit  to  present  for  dinner — or  for  supper  either,  for  aught  that  I  can 
!" 

**  I  verily  believe  you,  Caleb,"  said  Bavenswood  dryly, 

H 
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Baldentone  here  turned  to  his  master  a  haH-upbraiding,  half- 
imploring  countenance,  and  edged  towards  him  as  he  repeated,  "  It 
was  nae  great  matter  of  preparation ;  but  just  something  added  to 
your  honour's  ordinary  course  of  fare — petty  cover,  as  they  say  at  the 
Louvre — three  courses  and  the  fruit." 

"  Keep  your  intolerable  nonsense  to  yourself,  you  old  fool !  **  said 
BAvenswood,  mortified  at  his  offidousness,  yet  not  knowing  how  to 
contradict  him  without  the  risk  of  giving  rise  to  scenes  yet  more 
ridiculous. 

Caleb  saw  his  advantage,  and  resolved  to  improve  it.  But  first, 
observing  that  the  Lord  Keeper's  servant  entered  the  apartment^  and 
spoke  apart  with  his  master,  he  took  the  same  opportunity  to  whisper 
a  few  words  into  Bavenswood's  ear — ''Hand  your  tongue,  for 
Heaven's  sake,  sir — if  it 's  my  pleasure  to  hazard  my  soul  in  telling 
lees  for  the  honour  of  the  family,  it 's  nae  business  o'  yours — and  if 
ye  let  me  gang  on  quietly,  Tse  be  moderate  in  my  banquet;  but  if  ye 
contradict  me,  deil  but  I  dress  ye  a  dinner  fit  for  a  duke  1 " 

Bavenswood,  in  fact,  thought  it  would  be  best  to  let  his  officious 
butler  run  on,  who  proceeded  to  enumerate  upon  his  fingers — **  No 
muckle  provision — might  hae  served  four  persons  of  honour:  first 
course,  capons  in  white  broth — ^roast  kid — ^bacon  with  reverence; 
second  course,  roasted  leveret — butter  crabs — a  veal  florentine; 
third  course,  black-cock — ^it  's  black  eneugh  now  wi'  the  sute — ^plum- 
damas — a  tart — a  flam — and  some  nonsense  sweet  things  and  comfits^ 
and  that's  a',''  he  said,  seeing  the  impatience  of  his  master;  "that's 
just  a'  was  o  't — forby  the  apples  and  pears," 

Miss  Ashton  had  by  degrees  gathered  her  spirits  so  for  as  to  pay 
some  attention  to  what  was  going  on ;  and  observing  the  restrained 
impatience  of  Bavenswood,  contrasted  with  the  peculiar  determina- 
tion of  manner  with  which  Caleb  detailed  his  imaginary  banquet| 
the  whole  struck  her  as  so  ridiculous,  that,  despite  every  effort  to  the 
contrary,  she  burst  into  a  fit  of  incontrollable  laughter,  in  which  she 
was  joined  by  her  father,  though  with  more  moderation,  and  finally 
by  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  himself,  though  conscious  that  the  jest 
was  at  his  own  expense.  Their  mirth — for  a  scene  which  we  read 
with  little  emotion  often  appears  extremely  ludicrous  to  the  spectators 
— made  the  old  vault  ring  again.  They  ceased — ^they  renewed — ^they 
ceased — they  renewed  again  their  shouts  of  laughter  1  Caleb,  in  the 
meantime,  stood  his  ground  with  a  grave,  angry,  and  eoomfiil  dignity, 
which  greatly  enhanced  the  ridicule  of  the  scene  and  the  mirth  of 
the  spectators. 

At  length  when  the  voices,  and  nearly  the  strength,  of  the  laughen 
were  exhausted,  he  exclaimed,  with  very  little  ceremony, "  The  deil'a 
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in  the  gentles  1  they  breakfiut  sae  lordly,  that  the  loss  of  the  best 
dinner  ever  cook  pat  fingers  to  makes  them  as  merry  as  if  it  were  the 
best  jeest  in  a'  Qeorge  Buchanan.  If  there  was  as  little  in  your 
honour^s  wames  as  there  is  in  Caleb  Balderstone's,  less  caickling 
wad  serve  ye  on  sic  a  gravaminous  subject." 

Caleb's  blunt  expression  of  resentment  again  awakened  the  mirth 
of  the  company,  which,  by  the  way,  he  regarded  not  only  as  an 
aggression  upon  the  dignity  of  the  famiflly,  but  a  special  contempt  of 
the  eloc[uence  with  which  he  himself  had  summed  up  the  extent  of 
their  supposed  losses — "  a  description  of  a  dinner,"  as  he  said  after- 
wards to  Mysie,  *^  that  wad  hae  made  a  fa'  man  hungry,  and  them  to 
sit  there  laughing  at  it !'' 

''  But,"  said  Miss  Ashton,  composing  her  countenance  as  well  as 
she  could,  ''are  all  these  delicacies  so  totally  destroyed  that  no  scrap 
can  be  collected  1" 

"  Collected,  my  leddy !  what  wad  ye  collect  out  of  the  sute  and 
the  ass  ?  Ye  may  gang  down  yoursell,  and  look  into  our  kitchen — 
the  cookmaid  in  the  trembling  exies — ^the  gude  vivers  lying  a'  about 
—beef— capons  and  white  broth— florentine  and  flams— bacon,  wi' 
reverence,  and  a'  the  sweet  confections  and  whim-whams ;  ye  '11  see 
them  a',  my  leddy — that  is,"  said  he,  correcting  himself,  ''ye '11  no 
see  ony  of  them  now,  for  the  cook  has  soopit  them  up,  as  was  weel 
her  part;  but  ye '11  see  the  white  broth  where  it  was  spilt.  I  pat 
my  fingers  in  it,  and  it  tastes  as  like  sour  milk  as  onything  else.  If 
that  isna  the  effect  of  thunner,  I  kenna  what  is.  This  gentleman 
here  couldna  but  hear  the  clash  of  our  haill  dishes,  china  and  silver 
thegither ! " 

The  Lord  Keeper's  domestic,  though  a  statesman's  attendant,  and 
of  course  trained  to  command  his  countenance  upon  all  occasions, 
was  somewhat  discomposed  by  this  appeal,  to  which  he  only 
answered  by  a  bow. 

''  I  think,  Mr.  Butler,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  who  began  to  be 
ftfraid  lest  the  prolongation  of  this  scene  should  at  length  displease 
Bavenswood — ''I  think,  that  were  you  to  retire  with  my  servant 
Lockhard — he  has  travelled,  and  is  quite  accustomed  to  accidents  and 
contingencies  of  every  kind — and  I  hope,  betwixt  you,  you  may  find 
oat  some  mode  of  supply  at  this  emergency.'' 

^  His  honour  kens,"  said  Caleb — ^who,  however  hopeless  of  himself 
of  accomplishing  what  was  desirable,  would,  like  the  highn^irited 
elephant,  rather  have  died  in  the  effort  than  brooked  the  aid  of  a 
Viother  in  commission — ^''his  honour  kens  weel  I  need  nae  counsellor 
vhen  the  honour  of  the  house  is  concerned." 
**  I  should  be  unjust  if  I  denied  it,  Caleb,"  said  his  maaUi  \  ^'  VraX 
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your  art  lies  chiefly  in  making  apologies,  upon  which  we  can  no 
more  dine  than  upon  the  bill  of  fare  of  our  thunder-blasted  dinner. 
Now,  possibly,  Mr.  Lockhard's  talent  may  consist  in  finding  some 
substitute  for  that  which  certainly  is  not,  and  has  in  all  probability 
never  been." 

"  Your  honour  is  pleased  to  be  facetious,''  said  Caleb, ''  but  I  am 
sure  that,  for  the  warst,  for  a  walk  as  far  as  Wolf  s-hope  I  could  dine 
forty  men — no  that  the  fotfL  there  deserve  your  honour's  custom. 
They  hae  been  ill  advised  in  the  matter  of  the  duty-eggs  and  butter, 
I  winna  deny  that.'' 

"  Do  go  consult  together,"  said  the  Master,  **  go  down  to  the  village, 
and  do  the  best  you  can.  We  must  not  let  our  guests  remain 
without  refreshment,  to  save  the  honour  of  a  ruined  family.  And 
here,  Caleb — take  my  purse;  I  believe  that  will  prove  your  best 
ally." 

''Purse?  purse,  indeed?"  quoth  Caleb,  indignantly  flinging  out 
of  the  room — "  what  suld  I  do  wi'  your  honour's  purse  on  your  ain 
grund  ?    I  trust  we  are  no  to  pay  for  our  ain  ? " 

The  servants  left  the  hall ;  and  the  door  was  no  sooner  shut  than 
the  Lord  Keeper  began  to  apologise  for  the  rudeness  of  his  mirth ; 
and  Lucy  to  hope  she  had  given  no  pain  or  offence  to  the  kind- 
hearted  faithful  old  man. 

''Caleb  and  I  must  both  learn,  madam,  to  undergo  with  good 
humour,  or  at  least  with  patience,  the  ridicule  which  everywhere 
attaches  itself  to  poverty." 

"  You  do  yourself  injustice,  Master  of  Bavenswood,  on  my  word  of 
honour,"  answered  his  elder  guest.  "  I  believe  I  know  more  of  your 
affairs  than  you  do  yourself,  and  I  hope  to  show  yoa  that  I  am 
interested  in  them ;  and  that — in  short,  that  your  prospects  are  better 
than  you  apprehend.  In  the  meantime,  I  can  conceive  nothing  ao 
respectable  as  the  spirit  which  rises  above  misfortune,  and  prefers 
honourable  privations  to  debt  or  dependence." 

Whether  from  fear  of  offending  the  delicacy  or  awakening  the 
pride  of  the  Master,  the  Lord  Keeper  made  these  allusions  with  an 
appearance  of  fearful  and  hesitating  reserve,  and  seemed  to  be  afraid 
that  he  was  intruding  too  far  in  venturing  to  touch,  however  lightly, 
upon  such  a  topic,  even  when  the  Master  had  led  to  it.  In  short,  he 
appeared  at  once  pushed  on  by  his  desire  of  appearing  friendly,  and 
held  back  by  the  fear  of  intrusion.  It  was  no  wonder  that  the 
Master  of  Bavenswood,  little  acquainted  as  he  then  was  with  life, 
should  have  given  this  consummate  courtier  credit  for  more  sincerity 
than  was  probably  to  be  found  in  a  score  of  his  cast.  He  answered, 
however,  with  reserve,  that  he  was  indebted  to  all  who  might  think 
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well  of  Mm ;  and,  apologising  to  his  guests,  he  left  the  hall,  in  order 
to  make  such  arrangements  for  their  entertainment  as  circumstances 
admitted. 

Upon  consulting  with  old  Mysie,  the  accommodations  for  the  night 
were  easily  completed,  as  indeed  they  admitted  of  little  choice.  The 
Master  surrendered  his  apartment  for  the  use  of  Miss  Ash  ton,  and 
Mysie  (once  a  person  of  consequence),  dressed  in  a  black  satin  gown 
which  had  belonged  of  yore  to  the  Master's  grandmother,  and  had 
figured  in  the  court-balls  of  Henrietta  Maria,  went  to  attend  her  as 
lady's  maid.  He  next  inquired  after  Bucklaw,  and  understanding  he 
was  at  the  change-house  with  the  huntsmen  and  some  companions) 
he  desired  Caleb  to  call  there,  and  acquaint  him  how  he  was  circum- 
stanced at  Wolf's  Crag — to  intimate  to  him  that  it  would  be  most 
convenient  if  he  could  find  a  bed  in  the  hamlet,  as  the  elder  guest 
must  necessarily  be  quartered  in  the  secret  chamber,  the  only  spare 
bedroom  which  could  be  made  fit  to  receive  him.  The  Master  saw 
no  hardship  in  passing  the  night  by  the  hall-fire,  wrapt  in  his  cam- 
paign-cloak; and  to  Scottish  domestics  ot  the  day,  even  of  the 
highest  rank,  nay,  to  young  men  of  family  or  fashion,  on  any  pinch, 
clean  straw  or  a  dry  hay-loft  was  always  held  good  night-quarters. 

For  the  rest,  Lockhard  had  his  master's  orders  to  bring  some 
venison  from  the  inn,  and  Caleb  was  to  trust  to  his  wits  for  the 
honour  of  his  family.  The  Master,  indeed,  a  second  time  held  out 
his  purse ;  but,  as  it  was  in  sight  of  the  strange  servant,  the  butler 
thought  himself  obliged  to  decline  what  his  fingers  itched  to  clutch. 
"Couldna  he  hae  slippit  it  gently  into  my  hand  ?"  said  Caleb — "but 
his  honour  will  never  learn  how  to  bear  himsell  in  siccan  cases." 

Mysie,  in  the  meantime,  according  to  a  uniform  custom  in  remote 
places  in  Scotland,  offered  the  strangers  the  produce  of  her  little 
dairy,  "while  better  meat  was  getting  ready."  And,  according  to 
another  custom,  not  yet  wholly  in  desuetude,  as  the  storm  was  now 
drifting  off  to  leeward,  the  Master  carried  the  Keeper  to  the  top  of 
his  highest  tower  to  admire  a  wide  and  waste  extent  of  view,  and  to 
"weary  for  his  dinner." 


118  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 

CHAPTER     XII. 

"  Now,  dame,"  quoth  he,  **  Je  vous  dis  sans  donte^ 
Had  I  nought  of  a  capon  but  the  liver. 
And  of  your  white  bread  nought  but  a  8hiyer» 
And  after  that  a  roasted  pigge's  head 
(But  I  ne  wold  for  me  no  beast  were  dead), 
Then  had  I  with  you  homely  sufferaunce." 

Ghauosb,  Sumner's  Tale, 
It  was  not  without  some  secret  misgivings  that  Caleb  set  out  npon 
his  exploratory  expedition.  In  fact,  it  was  attended  with  a  treble 
difficulty.  He  dared  not  tell  his  master  the  offence  which  he  had 
that  morning  given  to  Bucklaw  (just  for  the  honour  of  the  family)^ 
he  dared  not  acknowledge  he  had  been  too  hasty  in  refusing  the 
purse — and;  thirdly,  he  was  somewhat  apprehensive  of  unpleasant 
consequences  upon  his  meeting  Hayston  under  the  impression  of  an 
affront,  and  probably  by  this  time  under  the  influence  also  of  no 
small  quantity  of  brandy. 

Caleb,  to  do  him  justice,  was  as  bold  as  any  lion  where  the  honour 
of  the  family  of  Bavenswood  was  concerned ;  but  his  was  that  con- 
siderate valour  which  does  not  delight  in  unnecessary  risks.  This, 
however,  was  a  secondary  consideration ;  the  main  point  was  to  veil 
the  indigence  of  the  housekeeping  at  the  castle,  and  to  make  good 
bis  vaunt  of  the  cheer  which  his  resources  could  procure,  without 
Lockhard's  assistance,  and  without  supplies  from  his  master.  This 
was  as  prime  a  point  of  honour  with  him  as  with  the  generous 
elephant  with  whom  we  have  already  compared  him,  who,  being 
over-ta&ked,  broke  his  skull  through  the  desperate  exertions  which 
he  made  to  discharge  his  duty,  when  he  perceived  they  were  bringing 
up  another  to  his  assistance. 

The  village  which  they  now  approached  had  £requently  afforded 
the  distressed  butler  resources  upon  similar  emergencies;  but  his 
relations  with  it  had  been  of  late  much  altered. 

It  was  a  little  hamlet  which  straggled  along  the  side  of  a  creek 
formed  by  the  discharge  of  a  small  brook  into  the  sea,  and  was  hidden 
from  the  castle,  to  which  it  had  been  in  former  times  an  appendage, 
by  the  intervention  of  the  shoulder  of  a  hill  forming  a  projecting 
headland.  It  was  called  Wolf's-hope  (i.e.,  Wolfs  Haven),  and  the 
few  inhabitants  gained  a  precarious  subsistence  by  manning  two  or 
three  fishing-boats  in  the  herring  season,  and  smuggling  gin  and 
brandy  during  the  winter  months.  They  paid  a  kind  of  hereditary 
respect  to  the  Lords  of  Bavenswood ;  but,  in  the  difficulties  of  the 
familj,  most  of  the  inhabitants  of  Wolf's-hope  had  contrived  to  get 
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feu-rightsf  to  their  little  possessionsy  their  huts,  kail-yards,  and  rights 
of  coiQinonty,  so  that  they  were  emancipated  from  the  chains  of 
feudal  dependence,  and  free  from  the  various  exactions  with  which, 
under  eyeiy  possible  pretext,  or  without  any  pretext  at  all,  the 
Scottish  landlords  of  the  period,  themselves  in  great  poverty,  were 
wont  to  harass  their  still  poorer  tenants  at  will.  They  might  be,  on 
the  whole,  termed  independent— a  circumstance  pecuUarly  galling  to 
Caleb,  who  had  been  wont  to  exercise  over  them  the  same  sweeping 
authority  in  levying  contributions  which  was  exercised  in  former 
times  in  England,  when  "  the  royal  purveyors,  sallying  forth  from 
under  the  Qothic  portcullis  to  purchase  provisions  with  power  and 
prerogative,  instead  of  money,  brought  home  the  plunder  of  a 
hundred  markets,  and  all  that  could  be  seized  from  a  flying  and 
hiding  country,  and  deposited  their  spoil  in  a  hundred  caverns."]; 

Caleb  loved  the  memory,  and  resented  the  downfall  of  that 
authority,  which  mimicked,  on  a  pretty  scale,  the  grand  contributions 
exacted  by  the  feudal  sovereigns;  And  as  he  fondly  flattered  himself 
that  the  awful  rule  and  right  supremacy  which  assigned  to  the 
Barons  of  Bavenswood  the  first  and  most  effective  interest  in  all 
productions  of  nature  within  five  miles  of  their  castle,  only  slumbered, 
and  was  not  departed  for  ever,  he  used  every  now  and  then  to  give 
the  recollection  of  the  inhabitants  a  little  jog  by  some  petty  exaction. 
These  were  at  first  submitted  to,  with  more  or  less  readiness,  by  the 
inhabitants  of  the  hamlet ;  for  they  had  been  so  long  used  to  con- 
sider the  wants  of  the  Baron  and  his  family  as  having  a  title  to  be 
preferred  to  their  own,  that  their  actual  independence  did  not  convey 
to  them  an  immediate  sense  of  freedom.  They  resembled  a  man  that 
has  been  long  fettered,  who,  even  at  liberty,  feels,  in  imagination, 
the  grasp  of  the  handcuffs  still  binding  his  wrists.  But  the  exercise 
of  freedom  is  quickly  followed  with  the  natural  consciousness  of  its 
immunities,  as  the  enlarged  prisoner,  by  the  free  use  of  his  limbs, 
soon  dispels  the  cramped  feeling  they  had  acquired  when  bound. 

The  inhabitants  of  Wolf's-hope  began  to  grumble,  to  resist,  and  at 
length  positively  to  refuse  compliance  with  the  exactions  of  Caleb 
Balderstone.  It  was  in  vain  he  reminded  them  that  when  the 
eleventh  Lord  Ravenswood,  called  the  Skipper  from  his  delight  in 
naval  matters,  had  encouraged  the  trade  of  their  port  by  building 
the  pier  (a  bulwark  of  stones  rudely  piled  together),  which  protected 
the  fishing-boats  from  the  weather,  it  had  been  matter  of  understand- 
ing that  he  was  to  have  the  first  stone  of  butter  after  the  calving  of 

f  That  is,  absolute  rights  of  property  for  the  payment  of  a  sum  annnally,  which  is 
lumally  a  trifle  in  such  cases  as  are  alluded  to  in  the  text 
t  Burke's  Speech  on  Economical  Reform. —Works,  vol.  iii.,  p.  {150» 
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every  cow  within  the  barony,  and  the  first  egg,  thence  called  the 
Monday's  egg,  laid  by  every  hen  on  every  Monday  in  the  year. 

The  feuars  heard  and  scratched  their  heads,  coughed,  sneezed,  and 
being  pressed  for  answer,  rejoined  with  one  voice,  '*  They  could  not 
say" — ^the  universal  refuge  of  a  Scottish  peasant  when  pressed  to 
admit  a  claim  which  his  conscience  owns,  or  perhaps  his  feelings,  and 
his  interest  inclines  him  to  deny. 

Caleb,  however,  famished  the  notables  of  Wolf's-hope  with  a 
note  of  the  requisition  of  butter  and  eggs,  which  he  claimed  as 
arrears  of  the  aforesaid  subsidy  or  kindly  aid,  payable  as  above 
mentioned ;  and  having  intimated  that  he  would  not  be  averse  to 
compound  the  same  for  goods  or  money,  if  it  was  inconvenient  to 
them  to  pay  in  kind,  left  them,  as  he  hoped,  to  debate  the  mode  of 
assessing  themselves  for  that  purpose.  On  the  contrary,  they  met 
with  a  determined  purpose  of  resisting  the  exaction,  and  were  only 
undecided  as  to  the  mode  of  grounding  their  opposition,  when  the 
cooper,  a  very  important  person  on  a  fishing  station,  and  one  of  the 
Conscript  Fathers  of  the  village,  observed,  ''That  their  hens  had 
caickled  mony  a  day  for  the  Lords  of  Ravenswood,  and  it  was  time 
they  suld  caickle  for  those  that  gave  them  roosts  and  barley."  A 
unanimous  grin  intimated  the  assent  of  the  assembly.  ''  And,"  con- 
tinued the  orator,  ''  if  it 's  your  wull,  1  '11  just  tak  a  step  as  fsur  as 
Dunse  for  Davie  Dingwall  the  writer,  that 's  come  frae  the  North 
to  settle  amang  us,  and  he  '11  pit  this  job  to  rights,  I'se  warrant  him." 

A  day  was  accordingly  fixed  for  holding  a  grand  palaver  at  Wolf's- 
hope  on  the  subject  of  Caleb's  requisitions,  and  he  was  invited  to 
attend  at  the  hamlet  for  that  purpose. 

He  went  with  open  hands  and  empty  stomach,  trusting  to  fill  the 
one  on  his  master's  account,  and  the  other  on  his  own  score,  at  the 
expense  of  the  feuars  of  Wolf's-hope.  But,  death  to  his  hopes  !  as 
he  entered  the  eastern  end  of  the  straggling  village,  the  awful  form 
of  Davie  Dingwall,  a  sly,  dry,  hard-fisted,  shrewd  country  attorney, 
who  had  already  acted  against  the  family  of  Ravenswood,  and  was 
a  principal  agent  of  Sir  William  Ashton,  trotted  in  at  the  western 
extremity,  bestriding  a  leathern  portmanteau  stuffed  with  the  feu- 
charters  of  the  hamlet,  and  hoping  he  had  not  kept  Mr.  Balderstone 
waiting, ''  as  he  was  instructed  and  fully  empowered  to  pay  or  receive, 
compound  or  compensate,  and,  in  fine,  to  ag^  f  as  accords,  respecting 
all  mutual  and  unsettled  claims  whatsoever,  belonging  or  competent 
to  the  Honourable  Edgar  Ravenswood,  commonly  called  the  Master 
of  Ravenswood " 

**  The  Bight  Honourable  Edgar  Lord  Ravenswood/*  said  Caleb,  with 

f  That  is,  to  act  as  may  be  necessary  and  legal,  a  Scottish  law  phrase. 
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great  emphasis ;  for,  though  conscious  he  had  little  chance  of  advan- 
tage in  the  conflict  to  ensue,  he  was  resolved  not  to  sacrifice  one  jot 
of  honour. 

^  Lord  Bavenswood,  then/'  said  the  man  of  business ;  "  we  shall 
not  quarrel  with  you  about  titles  of  courtesy — commonly  called  Lord 
Bavenswood,  or  Master  of  Bavenswood,  heritable  proprietor  of  the 
lands  and  barony  of  Wolf's  Crag,  on  the  one  part,  and  to  John 
Whitefish  and  others,  feuars  in  the  town  of  Wolf's-hope,  within  the 
barony  aforesaid,  on  the  other  part." 

Caleb  was  conscious,  from  sad  experience,  that  he  would  wage  a 
very  different  strife  with  this  mercenary  champion  than  with  the 
individual  feuars  themselves,  upon  whose  old  recollections,  predilec- 
tions, and  habits  of  thinking,  he  might  have  wrought  by  an  hundred 
indirect  arguments,  to  which  their  deputy-representative  was  totally 
insensible.  The  issue  of  the  debate  proved  the  reality  of  his  appre- 
hensions. It  was  in  vain  he  strained  his  eloquence  and  ingenuity, 
and  collected  into  one  mass  all  arguments  arising  from  antique 
custom  and  hereditary  respect,  from  the  good  deeds  done  by  the 
Lord  of  Bavenswood  to  the  community  of  Wolf's-hope  in  former 
days,  and  from  what  might  be  expected  &om  them  in  future.  The 
writer  stuck  to  the  contents  of  his  feu-charters — he  could  not  see  it 
— ^'twas  not  in  the  bond.  And  when  Caleb,  determined  to  try  what 
a  little  spirit  would,  deprecated  the  consequences  of  Lord  Bavens- 
wood's  withdrawing  his  protection  from  the  burgh,  and  even  hinted 
at  his  using  active  measures  of  resentment,  the  man  of  law  sneered 
in  his  face. 

"  His  clients,"  he  said,  "  had  determined  to  do  the  best  they  could 
for  their  own  town,  and  he  thought  Lord  Bavenswood,  since  he  was 
a  lord,  might  have  enough  to  do  to  look  after  his  own  castle.  As  to 
any  threats  of  stouthrief  oppression,  by  rule  of  thumb,  or  mafacti,  as 
the  law  termed  it,  he  would  have  Mr.  Balderstone  recollect  that  new 
times  were  not  as  old  times — that  they  lived  on  the  south  of  the 
Forth,  and  far  from  the  Highlands — that  his  clients  thought  they 
were  able  to  protect  themselves;  but  should  they  find  themselves 
mistaken,  they  would  apply  to  the  government  for  the  protection  of 
a  corpora  and  four  red-coats,  who,"  said  Mr.  Dingwall,  with  a  grin, 
''  would  be  perfectly  able  to  secure  them  against  Lord  Bavenswood, 
and  all  that  he  or  his  followers  could  do  by  the  strong  hand." 

If  Caleb  could  have  concentrated  all  the  lightnings  of  aristocracy 
in  his  eye,  to  have  struck  dead  this  contemner  of  allegiance  and 
privilege,  he  would  have  launched  them  at  his  head,  without  respect 
to  the  consequences.  As  it  was,  he  was  compelled  to  turn  his  course 
backward  to  the  castle ;  and  there  he  remaLaed  ioi  ivx^  V^W-^^a:^ 
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invisible  and  inaccessible  eyen  to  Mysie,  sequestered  in  bis  own 
peculiar  dungeon,  where  be  sat  burnishing  a  single  pewter-plate,  and 
whistling  Maggy  Lauder  six  hours  without  intermission. 

The  issue  of  this  unfortunate  requisition  had  shut  against  Caleb  all 
resources  which  could  be  derived  from  Wolf's-hope  and  its  purliens, 
the  El  Dorado,  or  Peru,  from  which,  in  all  former  cases  of  exigence, 
he  had  been  able  to  extract  some  assistance.  He  had,  indeed,  in  a 
manner  vowed  that  the  deil  should  have  him,  if  ever  he  put  the 
print  of  his  foot  within  its  causeway  again.  He  had  hitherto  kept 
his  word ;  and,  strange  to  tell,  this  secession  had,  as  he  intended,  in 
some  degree,  the  effect  of  a  punishment  upon  the  refractory  feuars. 
Mr.  Balderstone  had  been  a  person  in  their  eyes  connected  with  a 
superior  order  of  beings,  whose  presence  used  to  grace  their  little 
festivities,  whose  advice  they  found  useful  on  many  occasions,  and 
whose  communications  gave  a  sort  of  credit  to  their  village*  The 
place,  they  acknowledged,  ''  didna  look  as  it  used  to  do,  and  should 
do,  since  Mr.  Caleb  keepit  the  castle  sae  closely — ^but  doubtless, 
touching  the  eggs  and  butter,  it  was  a  most  unreasonable  demand,  as 
Mr.  Dingwall  had  justly  made  manifest." 

Thus  stood  matters  betwixt  the  parties,  when  the  old  butler,  though 
it  was  gall  and  wormwood  to  him,  found  himself  obliged  either  to 
acknowledge  before  a  strange  man  of  quality,  and  what  was  much 
worse,  before  that  stranger's  servant,  the  total  inability  of  Wolf's 
Crag  to  produce  a  dinner,  or  he  must  trust  to  the  compassion  of  the 
feuars  of  Wolf's-hope.  It  was  a  dreadful  degradation,  but  necessity 
was  equally  imperious  and  lawless.  With  these  feelings  he  entered 
the  street  of  the  village. 

Willing  to  shake  himself  from  his  companion  as  soon  as  possible,  he 
directed  Mr.  Lockhard  to  Luckie  Sma'trash's  change-house,  where  a 
din,  proceeding  from  the  revels  of  Bucklaw,  Craigengelt,  and  their 
party,  sounded  half-way  down  the  street,  while  the  red  glare  &om 
the  window  overpowered  the  grey  twilight  which  was  now  settling 
down,  and  glimmered  against  a  parcel  of  old  tubs,  kegs,  and  barrels, 
piled  up  in  the  cooper's  yard,  on  the  other  side  of  the  way. 

"  If  you,  Mr.  Lockhard,"  said  the  old  butler  to  his  companion,  "  will 
be  pleased  to  step  to  the  change-house  where  that  light  comes  ftom, 
and  where,  as  I  judge,  they  are  now  singing  '  Cauld  Elail  in  Aber- 
deen,'  ye  may  do  your  master's  errand  about  the  venison,  and  I  will 
do  mine  about  Bucklaw's  bed,  as  I  return  frae  getting  the  rest  of  the 
vivers.  It's  no  that  the  venison  is  actually  needfu',"  he  added, 
detaining  his  colleague  by  the  button,  **  to  make  up  the  dinner ;  but, 
as  a  compliment  to  the  hunters,  ye  ken— and,  Mr.  Lockhard— if  they 
offer  ye  a  drink  o'  yiU,  or  a  cup  of  wine,  or  a  glass  o'  brandy,  ye  11  be 
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a  wise  man  to  take  it,  in  case  the  thunner  should  hae  soured  ouis  at 
the  castle — whilk  is  ower  muckle  to  be  dreaded." 

He  then  permitted  Lockhard  to  depart ;  and  with  foot  heavy  as 
lead,  and  yet  far  lighter  than  his  heart,  stepped  on  through  the 
unequal  street  of  the  straggling  village,  meditating  on  whom  he 
ought  to  make  his  first  attack.  It  was  necessary  he  should  find  some 
one,  with  whom  old  acknowledged  greatness  should  weigh  more  than 
recent  independence,  and  to  whom  his  application  might  appear  an 
act  of  high  dignity,  relenting  at  once  and  soothing.  But  he  could 
not  recollect  an  inhabitant  of  a  mind  so  constructed.  ''  Our  kail  is 
like  to  be  cauld  eneugh  too,"  he  reflected,  as  the  chorus  of  Cauld 
Kail  in  Aberdeen  again  reached  his  ears.  The  minister — ^he  had  got 
his  presentation  from  the  late  lord,  but  they  had  quarrelled  about 
teinds ;  the  brewster's  wife — she  had  trusted  loDg — ^and  the  bill  was 
aye  scored  up — and  unless  the  dignity  of  the  family  should  actually 
require  it,  it  would  be  a  sin  to  distress  a  widow  woman.  None  was 
so  able — but,  on  the  other  hand,  none  was  likely  to  be  less  willing, 
to  stand  his  friend  upon  the  present  occasion  than  Gibbie  Girder, 
the  man  of  tubs  and  barrels  already  mentioned,  who  had  headed  the 
insurrection  in  the  matter  of  the  egg  and  butter  subsidy.  **  But  a' 
oomes  o'  taking  folk  on  the  right  side,  I  trow,"  quoth  Caleb  to  him- 
self;  ''and  I  had  ance  the  ill  hap  to  say  he  was  but  a  Johnny  New- 
come  in  our  town,  and  the  carle  bore  the  family  an  ill-will  ever 
since.  But  he  married  a  bonnie  young  quean,  Jean  Lightbody,  auld 
Lightbody's  daughter,  him  that  was  in  the  steading  of  Loup-the- 
Dyke — and  auld  Lightbody  was  married  himsell  to  Marion,  that  was 
about  my  lady  in  the  family  forty  years  syne.  I  hae  had  mony  a 
day's  daffing  wi'  Jean's  mither,  and  they  say  she  bides  on  wi'  them 
— the  carle  has  Jacobuses  and  Georgiuses  baith,  an  ane  could  get  at 
them — and  sure  I  am,  it 's  doing  him  an  honour  him  or  his  never 
deserved  at  our  hand,  the  ungracious  sumph  ;  and  if  he  loses  by  us 
a'thegither,  he  is  e'en  cheap  o  't,  he  can  spare  it  brawly." 

Shaking  oJQf  irresolution,  therefore,  and  turning  at  once  upon  his 
heel,  Caleb  walked  hastily  back  to  the  cooper's  house,  lifted  the 
latch  without  ceremony,  and,  in  a  moment,  found  himself  behind 
the  haUan,  or  partition,  from  which  position  he  could,  himself  un- 
seen, reconnoitre  the  interior  of  the  huty  or  kitchen  apartment,  of  the 
mansion. 

Beverse  of  the  sad  menage  at  the  Castle  of  Wolf's  Crag,  a  bickering 
fire  roared  up  the  cooper's  chimney.     His  wife  on  the  one  side,  in 
her  pearlings  and  pudding  sleeves,  put  the  last  finishing  touch  to  her 
holiday's  apparel,  while  she  contemplated  a  very  l^ecndAoxsi^  «xl\ 
9ood-humoured  face  in  a  broken  mirror,  raised  xipon.  V\ift  bvnk  (^'a 
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diehres  on  which  the  plates  are  dispoaed)  for  her  special  aeeominoda- 
turn.  Her  mother,  old  Ladde  Loap-the-Dyke,  ''a  canty  eariine''  aa 
was  within  twenty  miles  of  her,  according  to  the  nnanimoos  report 
of  the  immmen^  at  gpoip^  »t  hj  the  fire  in  the  fall  gloiy  of  a 
grogram  gown,  lammer  beada^  and  a  dean  cockemonj,  whiffing  ^ 
snng  pipe  of  tohacco^  and  saperintending  the  affidre  of  the  kitchen. 
For— -fright  more  interesting  to  the  anxiooa  heart  and  craving  entrails 
of  the  desponding  seneschal  than  either  boxom  dame  or  cantj 
cummer — ^there  babbled  on  the  aforesaid  bickering  fire  a  hage  pot, 
or  rather  caoldron,  steaming  witii  beef  and  brewis ;  while  before  it 
revolyed  two  spits^  tamed  each  by  one  of  the  cooper's  apprenticefl^ 
seated  in  opposite  coiners  of  the  chimney;  the  one  loaded  with  a 
qoarter  of  mntton,  while  the  other  was  graced  with  a  fat  goose  and  a 
brace  of  wild  docks.  The  sight  and  scent  of  sach  a  land  of  plenty 
almost  wholly  overcame  the  drooping  spirits  of  Caleb.  He  tamed, 
for  a  moment's  space,  to  reconnoitre  the  ben,  or  parloar  end  of  the 
honse,  and  there  saw  a  sight  scarce  less  affecting  to  his  feelings ;  a 
large  round  table,  covered  for  ten  or  twelve  persons,  decored  (according 
to  his  own  fj&voante  term)  with  napery  as  white  as  snow;  grand 
flagons  of  pewter,  intermixed  with  one  or  two  silver  caps,  containing, 
as  was  probable,  something  worthy  the  brilliancy  of  their  ontward 
appearance ;  clean  trenchers,  catty  spoons,  knives,  and  forks,  sharp, 
barnished,  and  prompt  for  action,  which  lay  all  displayed  as  for  an 
especial  festival. 

''  The  devil 's  in  the  pedling  tab-coopering  carle  l"  muttered  CSaleb, 
in  all  the  envy  of  astonishment;  "it's  a  shame  to  see  the  like  6* 
them  gusting  their  gabs  at  sic  a  rate.  But  if  some  o'  that  gude  cheer 
does  not  find  its  way  to  Wolfs  Crag  this  nighty  my  name  is  not  Caleb 
Balderstone." 

So  resolving  he  entered  the  apartment,  and  in  all  courteous  greeting 
ialuted  both  the  mother  and  the  daughter.  Wolfs  Crag  was  the  court 
of  the  barony,  Caleb  prime  minister  at  Woll's  Crag ;  and  it  has  ever 
been  remarked  that,  though  the  masculine  subject^  who  pays  the 
taxes,  sometimes  growls  at  the  courtiers  by  whom  they  are  imposed, 
the  said  courtiers  continue,  nevertheless,  welcome  to  the  fair  sex,  to 
whom  they  furnish  the  newest  small-talk  and  the  earliest  foshiona. 
Both  the  dames  were,  therefore,  at  once  about  old  CaleVs  neck, 
setting  up  their  throats  together  by  way  of  welcome. 

<'  Ay,  sirs,  Mr.  Balderstone,  and  is  this  you  ?    A  sight  of  you  is 

gude  for  sair  een — sit  down — sit  down — the  gudeman  will  be  blithe 

to  see  you — ye  nar  saw  him  sae  cadgy  in  your  life ;  but  we  are  to 

c^uisten  our  bit  wean  the  night,  as  ye  will  hae  heard,  and  doubtless 

/^e  will  Btay  and  see  the  ordinance.    We  hae  killed  a  wether,  and 
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ane  o'  oar  lads  has  been  out  wi'  his  gun  at  the  moss — jq  used  to  like 
wild-fowL" 

"  Na — na — gudewife,"  said  Caleb, "  I  just  keekit  in  to  wish  ye  joy, 

and  I  wad  be  glad  to  hae  spoken  wi'  the  gudeman,  but " moving, 

as  if  to  go  away. 

''The  ne'er  a  fit  ye's  gang/'  said  the  elder  dame,  laughing  and 
holding  him  fast,  with  a  freedom  that  belonged  to  their  old  acquaint- 
ance ;  *'  wha  kens  what  ill  it  may  bring  to  the  bairn  if  ye  overlook 
it  in  that  gate  V 

"  But  I  'm  in  a  preceese  hurry,  gudewife,"  said  the  butler,  suffering 
himself  to  be  dragged  to  a  seat  without  much  resistance ;  ''^and  as  to 
eating  ** — ^for  he  observed  the  mistress  of  the  dwelling  bustling  about 
to  place  a  trencher  for  him — "as  for  eating — ^lack-a-day,  we  are 
just  killed  up  yonder  wi'  eating  frae  morning  to  night— it's 
Bhamefu'  epicurism ;  but  that 's  what  we  hae  gotten  frae  the  English 
pock-puddings." 

"Hout— never  mind  the  English  pock-puddings,"  said  Luckie 
Lightbody;  ''try  our  puddings,  Mr.  Balderstone — there  is  black 
pudding  and  white-hass — try  whilk  ye  like  best." 

"  Baith  gude — ^baith  excellent — canna  be  better ;  but  the  very 
smell  is  eneugh  for  me  that  hae  dined  sae  lately  (the  faithful  wretch 
had  fasted  since  daybreak).  But  I  wadna  afflront  your  housewife- 
skep,  gudewife ;  and,  with  your  permission,  Tse  e'en  pit  them  in  my 
napkin,  and  eat  them  to  my  supper  at  e'en,  for  I  am  wearied  of 
Mysie's  pastry  and  nonsense — ye  ken  landward  dainties  aye  pleased 
me  best,  Marion — and  landward  lasses  too  (looking  at  the  cooper's 
wife).  Ne'er  a  bit  but  she  looks  far  better  than  when  she  married 
Gilbert,  and  then  she  was  the  bonniest  lass  in  our  parochine,  and  the 
neest  till 't.     But  gawsie  cow,  goodly  call" 

The  women  smiled  at  the  compliment  each  to  herself,  and  they 
smiled  again  to  each  other  as  Caleb  wrapt  up  the  puddings  in  a 
towel  which  he  had  brought  with  him,  as  a  dragoon  carries  his 
foraging  bag  to  receive  what  may  fall  in  his  way. 

"  And  what  news  at  the  castle  1 "  quo'  the  gudewife. 

"  News  ? — the  bravest  news  ye  ever  heard — the  Lord  Keeper 's  up 
yonder  wi'  his  fair  daughter,  just  ready  to  fling  her  at  my  lord's  head, 
if  he  winna  tak  her  out  o'  his  arms ;  and  I'se  warrant  he  '11  stitch 
our  auld  lands  of  Bavenswood  to  her  petticoat  tail." 

"Eh  !  sirs — ay ! — and  will  he  hae  her] — and  is  she  weel-favoured? 
— ^and  what 's  the  colour  o'  her  hair  ? — and  does  she  wear  a  habit  or  a 
railly?"  were  the  questions  which  the  females  showered  upon  the  butler. 

"  Hout,  tout ! — it  wad  tak  a  man  a  day  to  answer  a'  your  questions, 
and  I  hae  hardly  a  minute.     Where 's  the  gudemau  V* 


1» 
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"  Awa  to  fetch  the  nunuter,"  said  Un.  Girder,  "  yttcaoBB  Mc  Pater 
Bide-the-Bent,  iiae  the  Ifoea-head — the  honest  num  he«  tike  iheu- 
matiam  wi'  tying  in  the  hill*  in  the  peEseontion.* 

"A7! — a  whig  and  a  moimtaiii'maik — uae  lee*}"  nid  CUeb, 
-with  a  peevisbneBS  he  could  not  enppieBB ;  "  I  hse  Hen  the  day, 
Lackie,  when  worthy  Mr.  Cuficoshion  and  the  service-book  would 
hae  serred  yonr  torn  (to  the  elder  dame),  or  ony  honeat  woman  in 
like  cirotunBtwicee." 

"And  that's  ttne  too,"  said  Mrs.  Lightbody,  "bnt  what  can  a 


body  do)  Jean  uutuu  baith  amg  her  pealms  and  busk  her  cocker- 
nouy  the  gate  the  gedeman  likes,  and  nae  ither  gate  ,  fol  he  '■ 
maister  and  mair  at  hame,  I  can  tell  ye,  Mi  Balderstone. ' 

"  Ay,  ay,  and  does  he  guide  the  gear  too  I  eaid  Caleb,  to  whose 
projects  masculine  rale  boded  little  good. 

"  Ilka  penny  on't;  but  he'll  drew  her  as  dink  aa  a  dai^,  aa  ye 
Bee — BBC  ahe  has  little  reason  to  complain — where  there's  ane  better 
sC  there  'a  ten  waur." 

"Aweel,  gndewife,"  said  Caleb,  crestfallen  but  not  beaten  off, 
"that  nasna  the  way  ye  guided  your  gudeman;  but  ilka  land  has 
its  Bin  laach.  I  maun  be  ganging.  I  jnat  waiUed  to  round  in  the 
gudeman'i  lug,  that  J  heard  them  say  np  by  yonder  that  Peter 
Puncheon,  that  was  cooper  to  the  Queen's  stores  at  the  Timmer 
Bane  at  Xeith,  ii  dead;  mb  I  thonght  that  maybe  a  wad  ftat  mj 
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lord  to  the  Lord  Keeper  might  hae  served  Gilbert ;  but  since  he 's 
frae  hame— " 

^  0  but  ye  maun  stay  his  hame-coming/'  said  the  dame.  **  I  aye 
telled  the  gudeman  ye  meant  weel  to  him ;  but  he  taks  the  tout  at 
every  bit  lippening  word.'* 

**  Aweel,  I  '11  stay  the  last  minute  I  can.'' 

"  And  so/'  said  the  handsome  young  spouse  of  Mr.  Qirder,  "  ye 
think  this  Miss  Ash  ton  is  weel-favoured? — troth,  and  sae  should  she^ 
to  set  up  for  our  young  lord,  with  a  face,  and  a  hand,  and  a  seat  on 
his  horse  that  might  become  a  king's  son— d'ye  ken  that  he  aye 
glowers  up  at  my  window,  Mr.  Btdderstone,  when  he  chances  to 
ride  thro'  the  town,  sae  I  hae  a  right  to  ken  What  like  he  is,  as  weel 
as  onybody." 

"  I  ken  that  brawly,"  said  Caleb,  "  for  I  hae  heard  his  lordship 
say  the  cooper's  wife  had  the  blackest  e'e  in  the  barony;  and  I 
said, '  Weel  may  that  be,  my  lord,  for  it  was  her  mither's  afore  her, 
as  I  ken  to  my  cost.'  Eh,  Marion  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Ah  !  these  were 
merry  days !" 

'^Hout  awa,  auld  carle,"  said  the  old  dame,  ''to  speak  sic 
daffing  to  young  folk.  But,  Jean — fie,  woman,  dinna  ye  hear  the 
bairn  greet  1  I'se  warrant  it's  that  dreary  weidf  has  come  ower't 
again.'^ 

Up  got  mother  and  grandmother,  and  scoured  away,  jostling  each 
other  as  they  ran  into  some  remote  comer  of  the  tenement,  where 
the  young  hero  of  the  evening  was  deposited.  When  Caleb  saw  the 
coast  fairly  clear,  he  took  an  invigorating  pinch  of  snuff,  to  sharpen 
and  confirm  his  resolution. 

Cauld  be  my  cast,  thought  he,  if  either  £ide-the-Bent  or  Girder 
taste  that  broche  of  wild-fowl  this  evening ;  and  then  addressing  the 
eldest  turnspit,  a  boy  of  about  eleven  years  old,  and  putting  a  penny 
into  hia  hand,  he  said, ''  Here  is  twal  pennies,;|;  my  man ;  carry  that 
ower  to  Mrs.  Sma'trash,  and  bid  her  fill  my  mill  wi'  snishing,  and 
I  '11  turn  the  broche  for  ye  in  the  meantime — and  she  will  gie  ye  a 
ginger-bread  snap  for  your  pains." 

No  sooner  was  the  elder  boy  departed  on  this  mission  than  Caleb, 
looking  the  remaining  turnspit  gravely  and  steadily  in  the  face, 
removed  from  the  fire  the  spit  bearing  the  wild-fowl  of  which  he  had 
undertaken  the  charge,  clapped  his  hat  on  his  head,  and  fairly 
marched  off  with  it  He  stopped  at  the  door  of  the  change-house 
only  to  say,  in  a  few  brief  words,  that  Mr.  Hayston  of  Bucklaw  was 
not  to  expect  a  bed  that  evening  in  the  castle. 

t  Wtid,  A  f ererish  oold ;  a  disorder  ineident  to  tnfuits  and  to  females  Is  so  ealled. 
t  Monetii  Bootkm,  seOieet 
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If  this  message  was  too  briefly  delivered  by  Galeb^  it  became 
absolute  mdeness  when  conveyed  thiongh  tbe  medinm  of  a  snbnrb 
landlady;  and  Bncklaw  was,  as  a  more  calm  and  temperate  man 
might  have  been,  highly  incensed.  Captain  Graigengelt  proposed, 
with  the  nnanimoos  applause  of  all  present,  that  they  should  course 
the  old  fox  (meaning  Caleb)  ere  he  got  to  cover,  and  toss  him  in  a 
blanket  But  Lockhard  intimated  to  his  master^s  servants  and  those 
of  Lord  Bittlebrains,  in  a  tone  of  authority,  that  the  slightest  imper- 
tinence to  the  Master  of  Bavenswood's  domestic  would  give  Sir 
William  Ashton  the  highest  offence.  And  having  so  said,  in  a 
manner  sufficient  to  prevent  any  aggression  on  their  part,  he  left  the 
public-house,  taking  along  with  him  two  servants,  loaded  with  such 
provisions  as  he  had  been  able  to  procure,  and  overtook  Caleb  just 
when  he  had  cleared  the  village. 


CHAPTEE    XIII. 

Should  I  take  aught  of  you  ? — ^'tis  true  I  begged  now; 
And  what  is  worse  than  that,  1  stole  a  kindness; 
And,  what  is  worst  of  all,  I  lost  my  way  in 't 

WU  vnthoiU  Money,. 

The  fEu^e  of  the  little  boy,  sole  witness  of  Caleb's  infringement  upon 
the  laws  at  once  of  property  and  hospitality,  would  have  made  a 
good  picture.  He  sat  motionless,  as  if  he  had  witnessed  some  of  the 
spectral  appearances  which  he  had  heard  told  of  in  a  winter's  evening; 
and  as  he  forgot  his  own  duty,  and  allowed  his  spit  to  stand  still,  he 
added  to  the  misfortunes  of  the  evening  by  suffering  the  mutton 
to  bum  as  black  as  coaL  He  was  first  recalled  from  his  trance  of 
astonishment  by  a  hearty  cuff,  administered  by  Dame  Lightbody, 
who  (in  whatever  other  respects  she  might  confirm  to  her  name)  was 
a  woman  strong  of  person,  and  expert  in  the  use  of  her  hands^  as 
some  say  her  deceased  husband  had  known  to  his  cost 

*'  What  gar'd  ye  let  the  roast  bum,  ye  ill-cleckit  gude-for-nought  f  * 
*'  I  dinna  ken,"  said  the  boy. 
*'  And  where 's  that  ill-deedy  gett,  GUes  T 
''  I  dinna  ken,"  blubbered  the  astonished  declarant 
"  And  where 's  Mr.  Balderstone  ? — and  abune  a',  and  in  the  name 
of  council  and  kirk-session,  that  I  suld  say  sae,  where 's  the  broche 
wi'  the  wild-fowl  ? " 

As  Mrs.  Girder  here  entered,  and  joined  her  mother's  exclamations, 

screaming  into  one  ear  while  the  old  lady  deafened  the  other,  they 

eacceediDg  in  bo  utterly  confounding  the  unhappy  urchin  that  he 
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could  not  for  some  time  tell  his  story  at  all,  and  it  was  only  when 
the  elder  boy  returned  that  the  truth  began  to  dawn  on  their 
minds. 

**  Weel,  sirs ! "  said  Mrs.  Lightbody,  "  wha  wad  hae  thought  o' 
Caleb  Balderstone  playing  an  auld  acquaintance  sic  a  pliskie  ! " 

" Oh,  weary  on  him  ! "  said  the  spouse  of  Mr.  Girder;  "and  what 
am  I  to  say  to  the  gudeman  ? — he  '11  brain  me,  if  there  wasna  anither 
woman  in  a'  Wolf's-hope." 

"Hout  tout,  silly  quean,"  said  the  mother;  "  na,  na — it 's  come  to 
muckle,  but  it 's  no  come  to  that  neither;  for  an  he  brain  you  he  maun 
brain  me,  and  I  have  gar'd  his  betters  stand  back — hands  aff  is  fair 
play — we  maunna  heed  a  bit  flyting." 

The  tramp  of  horses  now  announced  the  arrival  of  the  cooper, 
with  the  minister.  They  had  no  sooner  dismounted  than  they  made 
for  the  kitchen  fire,  for  the  evening  was  cool  after  the  thunder-storm, 
and  the  woods  wet  and  dirty.  The  young  gudewife,  strong  in  the 
charms  of  her  Sunday  gown  and  biggonets,  threw  herself  in  the  way 
of  receiving  the  first  attack,  while  her  mother,  like  the  veteran 
division  of  the  Eoman  legend,  remained  in  the  rear,  ready  to  support 
her  in  case  of  necessity.  Both  hoped  to  protract  the  discovery  of 
what  had  happened — the  mother,  by  interposing  her  bustling  person 
betwixt  Mr.  Qirder  and  the  fire,  and  the  daughter,  by  the  extreme 
cordiality  with  which  she  received  the  minister  and  her  husband, 
and  the  anxious  fears  which  she  expressed  lest  they  should  have 
*' gotten  cauld." 

"  Cauld  V'  quoth  the  husband  surlily — for  he  was  not  of  that  class 
of  lords  and  masters  whose  wives  are  viceroys  oyer  them — "  we  11  be 
cauld  eneugh,  I  think,  if  ye  dinna  let  us  in  to  the  fire." 

And  80  saying,  he  burst  his  way  through  both  lines  of  defence; 
and,  as  he  had  a  careful  eye  over  his  property  of  every  kind,  he 
perceived  at  one  glance  the  absence  of  the  spit  with  its  savoury 
burden.     "  What  the  deil,  woman " 

"  Fie  for  shame  ! "  exclaimed  both  the  women ;  "  and  before  Mr. 
Bide-the-Bent !" 

"  I  stand  reproved,"  said  the  cooper ;  "  but ^ 

**  The  taking  in  our  mouths  the  name  of  the  great  enemy  of  our 
souls,"  said  Bide-the-Bent 

"  I  stand  reproved,"  said  the  cooper. 

"Is  an  exposing  ourselves  to  his  temptations,"  continued  the 
reverend  monitor,  "  and  an  inviting,  or,  in  some  sort,  a  compelling, 
of  him  to  lay  aside  his  other  trafficking  with  unhappy  persons,  and 
wait  upon  those  in  whose  speech  his  name  is  frequent." 

"  Weel,  weel,  Mr.  Bide-the-Bent,  can  a  man  do  m&ii  t\vaxL  ^Xasi^ 
I 
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reproved?''  said  the  cooper;  "bat  just  let  me  ask  the  women  what 
for  they  hae  dished  the  wild-fowl  before  we  came." 

'*  They  arena  dished,  Qilbert,"  said  his  wife ;  ''  but — ^but  an  acci- 
dent  "* 

''What  accident?"  said  Girder,  with  flashing  eye&  ''Nae  ill 
come  ower  them,  I  trust  ?    Uh  V 

His  wife,  who  stood  much  in  awe  of  him,  durst  not  reply,  bnt  her 
mother  bustled  up  to  her  support,  with  arms  disposed  as  if  they 
were  about  to  be  a-kimbo  at  the  next  reply.  "  I  gied  them  to  an 
acquaintance  of  mine,  Qibbie  Qirder ;  and  what  about  it  now  ? " 

Her  excess  of  assurance  struck  Qirder  mute  for  an  instant.  *' And 
ye  gied  the  wild-fowl,  the  best  end  of  our  christening  dinner,  to 
a  friend  of  yours,  ye  auld  rudas !  And  what  might  hi8  name  be^  I 
pray  ye?" 

**  Just  worthy  Mr.  Caleb  Balderstone,  frae  Wolfs  Crag  "  answered 
Marion,  prompt  and  prepared  for  battle. 

Girder's  wrath  foamed  over  all  restraint  If  there  was  a  dream- 
stance  which  could  have  added  to  the  resentment  he  felt,  it  was  that 
this  extravagant  donation  had  been  made  in  favour  of  oar  Mend 
Caleb,  towards  whom,  for  reasons  to  which  the  reader  is  no  stranger, 
he  nourished  a  decided  resentment.  He  raised  Ms  riding-wand 
against  the  elder  matron,  but  she  stood  firm,  collected  in  herseli^  and 
undauntedly  brandished  the  iron  ladle  with  which  she  had  just  been 
flambing  {Anglic^,  basting)  the  roast  of  mutton.  Her  weapon  was 
certainly  the  better,  and  her  arm  not  the  weakest  of  the  two ;  so  that 
Gilbert  thought  it  safest  to  turn  short  off  upon  his  wife,  who  had  by 
this  time  hatched  a  .sort  of  hysterical  whine,  which  greatly  moved 
the  minister,  who  was  in  fact  as  simple  and  kind-hearted  a  creatoze 
as  ever  breathed.  '^  And  you,  ye  thowless  jadd,  to  sit  still  and  see 
my  substance  disponed  upon  to  an  idle,  drunken,  reprobate,  worm- 
eaten  serving  man,  just  because  he  kittles  the  lugs  o'  a  silly  anld 
wife  wi'  useless  clavers,  and  every  twa  words  a  lee?  I'll  gar  you  u 
glide——" 

Here  the  minister  interposed,  both  by  voice  and  action,  while  Dame 
Lightbody  threw  herself  in  front  of  her  daughter,  and  flooziBhed  her 
ladle. 

"  Am  I  no  to  chastise  my  ain  wife  ?"  exclaimed  the  cooper,  veij 
indignantly. 

^  Ye  may  chastise  your  ain  wife  if  ye  Uke,"  answered  Dame  Idght- 
body ;  *'  but  ye  shall  never  lay  finger  on  my  daughter,  and  that  ye 
may  found  upon." 

'*  For  shame,  Mr.  Girder ! "  said  the  clergyman ; ''  this  is  what  I  little 
expected  to  have  seen  of  you,  that  you  suld  give  rein  to  your  siniol 
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{Mnions  agaiiiBt  jour  nearest  and  your  dearest ;  and  this  night  too, 
when  ye  are  called  to  the  most  solemn  duty  of  a  Christian  parent — 
and  a'  for  what  ?  for  a  redundancy  of  creature-comforts^  as  worthless 
as  they  are  unneedful." 

"Worthless  !"  exclaimed  the  cooper;  "a  better  guse  never  walkit 
on  stubble ;  twa  finer  dentier  wild-ducks  never  wat  a  feather." 

"Be  it  sae,  neighbour,"  rejoined  the  minister;  "but  see  what 
superfluities  are  yet  revolving  before  your  fire.  I  have  seen  the  day 
when  ten  of  the  bannocks  which  stand  upon  that  board  would  have 
been  an  acceptable  dainty  to  as  many  men  that  were  starving  on  hills 
and  bogs,  and  in  caves  of  the  earth,  for  the  (Gospel's  sake." 

"And  that's  what  vexes  me  maist  of  aV'  said  the  cooper,  anxious 
to  get  some  one  to  sympathise  with  his  not  altogether  causeless  anger; 
"  an  the  quean  had  gien  it  to  ony  suffering  sant,  or  to  ony  body  ava 
but  that  reaving,  lying,  oppressing  tory  villain  that  rade  in  the 
wicked  troop  of  militia  when  it  was  commanded  out  against  the 
sants  at  Bothwell  Brigg  by  the  auld  tyrant  Allan  Eavenswood  that 
is  gane  to  his  place,  I  wad  the  less  hae  minded  it  But  to  gie  the 
principal  part  o'  the  feast  to  the  like  o'  him  ! " 

"Aweel,  Gilbert,"  said  the  minister,  "and  dinna  ye  see  a  high 
judgment  in  this  ?  The  seed  of  the  righteous  are  not  seen  begging 
their  bread — think  of  the  son  of  a  powerful  oppressor  being  brought 
to  the  pass  of  supporting  his  household  from  your  fullness." 

"And  besides,"  said  the  wife,  "it  wasna  lor  Lord  Eavenswood 
neither,  an  he  wad  but  hear  a  body  speak — it  was  to  help  to  enter- 
tain the  Lord  Keeper,  as  they  ca'  him,  that 's  up  yonder  at  Wolfs 
Crag." 

"  Sir  William  Ashton  at  Wolf's  Crag  !"  ejaculated  the  astonished 
man  of  hoops  and  staves. 

"  And  hand  and  glove  wi'  Lord  Bavenswood,"  added  Dame  Light- 
body. 

"Doited  idiot! — that  auld  clavering  sneck-drawer  wad  gar  ye 
trow  the  moon  is  made  of  green  cheese.  The  Lord  Keeper  and 
Ravenswood!  they  are  cat  and  dog,  hare  and  hound." 

"  I  tell  ye  they  are  man  and  wife,  and  gree  better  than  some  others 
that  are  sae,"  retorted  the  mother-in  law;  "forby,  Peter  Puncheon, 
that's  cooper  to  the  Queen's  stores,  is  dead,  and  the  place  la  to  fill, 
and ^" 

"Od  guide  us,  wuU  ye  hand  your  skirling  tongues !"  said  Girder 
— for  we  are  to  remark  that  this  explanation  was  given  like  a  catch 
for  two  voices,  the  younger  dame,  much  encouraged  by  the  turn  of 
the  debate,  taking  up,  and  repeating  in  a  higher  tone,  tli^  ^ot^  «& 
fast  as  they  were  uttered  hy  her  mother. 


132  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 

^The  gudewife  says  naething  but  what's  true,  maiater,''  said 
Girder's  foreman,  who  had  come  in  during  the  fcaj.  **  I  saw  the 
Lord  Keeper's  servants  drinking  and  driving  ower  at  Luckie  Sma- 
trash's,  ower  by  yonder." 

''And  is  their  maister  up  at  Wolf's  Crag  ?"  said  Girder. 

**  Ay,  troth  is  he,"  replied  his  man  of  confidence. 

"  And  friends  wi'  Ravenswood  1 " 

**  It 's  like  sae,"  answered  the  foreman,  '*  since  he  is  putting  up  f 
wi'  him." 

"  And  Peter  Puncheon 's  dead  ? " 

*'  Ay,  ay — Puncheon  has  leaked  out  at  last,  the  auld  carle,"  said 
the  foreman ;  '*  mony  a  dribble  o'  brandy  has  gaen  through  him  in 
his  day.  But  as  for  the  broche  and  the  wild-fowl,  the  saddle 's  no 
aff  your  mare  yet,  maister,  and  I  could  follow  and  bring  it  back,  for 
Mr.  Balderstone  's  no  iar  aff  the  town  yet." 

"  Do  sae.  Will — ^and  come  here — I  '11  tell  ye  what  to  do  when  ye 
owertake  him." 

He  relieved  the  females  of  his  presence,  and  gave  Will  his  private 
instructions. 

'*  A  bonnie-like  thing,"  said  the  mother-in-law,  as  the  cooper  re- 
entered the  apartment,  "to  send  the  innocent  lad  after  cm  armed 
man,  when  ye  ken  Mr.  Balderstone  aye  wears  a  rapier,  and  whiles 
a  dirk  into  the  bargain." 

"  I  trust,"  said  the  minister,  "  ye  have  reflected  weel  on  what  ye 
have  done,  lest  you  should  minister  cause  of  strife,  of  which  it  is  my 
duty  to  say,  he  who  affordeth  matter,  albeit  he  himself  striketh  not^ 
is  in  no  manner  guiltless." 

"  Never  fash  your  beard,  Mr.  Bide-the-Bent,"  replied  Girder;  "  ane 
canna  get  their  breath  out  between  wives  and  ministers.  I  ken  best 
how  to  turn  my  ain  cake.  Jean,  serve  up  the  dinner,  and  nae  mair 
about  it." 

Nor  did  he  again  allude  to  the  deflciency  in  the  course  of  the 
evening. 

Meantime,  the  foreman,  mounted  on  his  master's  steed,  and 
charged  with  his  special  orders,  pricked  swiftly  forth  in  pursuit  of 
the  marauder  Caleb.  That  personage,  it  may  be  imagined,  did  not 
linger  by  the  way.  He  intermitted  even  his  dearly-beloved  chatter, 
for  the  purpose  of  making  more  haste — only  assuring  Mr.  Lockhard 
that  he  had  made  the  purveyor's  wife  give  the  wild-fowl  a  few  turns 
before  the  fire,  in  case  that  Mysie,  who  had  been  so  much  alarmed 
by  the  thunder,  should  not  have  her  kitchen-grate  in  full  splendour, 
Meanwhile,  alleging  the  necessity  of  being  at  Wolf's  Crag  as  soon  ai 

*  Taking  up  hii  abod& 
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possible,  he  pushed  on  so  fiftst  that  his  companions  conld  scarce  keep 
up  with  him.  He  began  already  to  think  he  was  safe  from  pursuit, 
haying  gained  the  summit  of  the  swelling  eminence  which  divides 
Wolfs  Crag  from  the  village,  when  he  heard  the  distant  tread  of  a 
horse,  and  a  voice  which  shouted  at  intervals,  "Mr.  Caleb — Mr. 
Balderstone — Mr.  Caleb  Balderstone — hollo — bide  a  wee  ! " 

Caleb,  it  may  be  well  believed,  was  in  no  hurry  to  acknowledge 
the  summons.  First,  he  would  not  hear  it,  and  faced  his  companions 
down  that  it  was  the  echo  of  the  wind ;  then  he  said  it  was  not 
worth  stopping  for ;  and  at  length,  halting  reluctantly,  as  the  figure 
of  the  horseman  appeared  through  the  shades  of  the  evening,  he  bent 
up  his  whole  soul  to  the  task  of  defending  his  prey,  threw  himself 
into  an  attitude  of  dignity,  advanced  the  spit,  which  in  his  grasp 
might  with  its  burden  seem  both  spear  and  shield,  and  firmly 
resolved  to  die  rather  than  surrender  it. 

What  was  his  astonishment,  when  the  cooper's  foreman,  riding  up 
and  addressing  him  with  respect,  told  him,  ''his  master  was  very 
sorry  he  was  absent  when  he  came  to  his  dwelling,  and  grieved  that 
he  could  not  tarry  the  christening  dinner ;  and  that  he  had  taen  the 
freedom  to  send  a  sma'  rundlet  of  sack,  and  ane  anker  of  brandy,  as 
he  understood  there  were  guests  at  the  castle,  and  that  they  were 
short  of  preparation." 

I  have  heard  somewhere  a  story  of  an  elderly  gentleman  who  was 
pursued  by  a  bear  that  had  gotten  loose  from  its  muzzle,  until  com- 
pletely exhausted.  In  a  fit  of  desperation,  he  faced  round  upon  Bruin 
and  lifted  his  cane ;  at  the  sight  of  which  the  instinct  of  discipline 
prevailed,  and  the  animal,  instead  of  tearing  him  to  pieces,  rose  up 
upon  his  hind-legs,  and  instantly  began  to  shuffle  a  saraband.  Not 
less  than  the  joyful  surprise  of  the  senior,  who  had  supposed  himself 
in  the  extremity  of  peril  from  which  he  was  thus  unexpectedly 
relieved,  was  that  of  our  excellent  friend  Caleb,  when  he  found  the 
pursuer  intended  to  add  to  his  prize,  instead  of  bereaving  him  of  it. 
He  recovered  his  latitude,  however,  instantly,  so  soon  as  the  foreman, 
stooping  from  his  nag,  where  he  sat  perched  betwixt  the  two  barrels^ 
whispered  in  his  ear — "  If  ony  thing  about  Peter  Puncheon's  place 
could  be  airted  their  way,  John  Girder  wad  mak  it  better  to  the 
Master  of  Bavenswood  than  a  pair  of  new  gloves ;  and  that  he  wad 
he  blithe  to  speak  wi*  Maister  Balderstone  on  that  head,  and  he  wad 
find  him  as  pliant  as  a  hoop-willow  in  a'  that  he  could  wish  of  him.'' 

Caleb  heard  all  this  without  rendering  any  answer,  except  that 
of  all  great  men  from  Louis  XIY.  downwards,  namely,  "  we  will  see 
Rbont  it ; "  and  then  added  aloud,  for  the  edification  of  Mr.  Lockhaxd, 
*^  ITour  master  has  acted  with  becoming  civility  and  a\>\«ii^\oi3L  m 
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forwarding  the  liquors,  and  I  will  not  fajl  to  represent  it  properly  to 
mj  Lord  Bavenswood.  And,  mj  lad,''  he  said,  **  you  may  ride  on  to 
the  castle,  and  if  none  of  the  servants  are  returned,  whilk  is  to  be 
dreaded,  as  they  make  day  and  night  of  it  when  they  are  out  of  sight, 
ye  may  put  them  into  the  porter's  lodge,  whilk  is  on  the  right  hand 
of  the  great  entry — ^the  porter  has  got  leave  to  go  to  see  his  friends, 
sae  ye  will  meet  no  ane  to  steer  ye." 

The  foreman,  having  received  his  orders,  rode  on;  and  having 
deposited  the  casks  in  the  deserted  and  ruinous  porter^s  lodge,  he 
returned  unquestioned  by  any  one.  Having  thus  executed  his 
master's  commission,  and  doffed  his  bonnet  to  Caleb  and  his  company 
as  he  repassed  them  in  his  way  to  the  village,  he  returned  to  have 
his  share  of  the  christening  festivity.**^ 


CHAPTEB    XIV. 

As,  to  the  Autumn  breeze's  bugle  sound, 

Yarious  and  vague  the  dry  leaves  dance  their  round ; 

Or,  from  the  gamer-door,  on  ether  borne, 

The  chaff  flies  devious  from  the  winnow'd  com ; 

So  vague,  so  devious,  at  the  breath  of  heaven. 

From  their  fiz'd  aim  are  mortal  counsels  driv'n. 

ATumymotts, 
We  left  Caleb  Balderstone  in  the  extremity  of  triumph  at  the  success 
of  his  various  achievements  for  the  honour  of  the  house  of  Ravens- 
wood.  When  he  had  mustered  and  marshalled  his  dishes  of  divers 
kinds,  a  more  royal  provision  had  not  been  seen  in  Wolf's  Crag  since 
the  funeral  feast  of  its  deceased  lord.  Great  was  the  glory  of  the 
serving-man  as  he  decored  the  old  oaken  table  with  a  clean  cloth,  and 
arranged  upon  it  carbonaded  venison  and  roasted  wild-fowl,  with  a 
glance,  every  now  and  then,  as  if  to  upbraid  the  incredulity  of  his 
master  and  his  guests ;  and  with  many  a  story,  more  or  less  true,  was 
Lockhard  that  evening  regaled  concerning  the  ancient  grandeur  of 
Wolf's  Crag,  and  the  sway  of  its  Barons  over  the  country  in  their 
neighbourhood. 

*'  A  vassal  scarce  held  a  calf  or  a  lamb  his  ain  till  he  had  first  asked 
if  the  Lord  of  Bavenswood  was  pleased  to  accept  it ;  and  they  were 
obliged  to  ask  the  lord's  consent  before  they  married  in  these  days^ 
and  mony  a  merry  tale  they  tell  about  that  right  as  weel  as  others. 
And  although,"  said  Caleb,  "  these  times  are  not  like  the  gude  auld 
times  when  authority  had  its  right,  yet  true  it  is,  Mr.  Lockhard,  and 
jroa  jrouiaeH  may  partly  have  remarked  that  we  of  the  House  of 
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Bavenswood  do  our  endeavour  in  keeping  up,  hj  all  just  and  lawful 
exertion  of  our  baronial  authority,  that  due  and  fitting  connexion 
betwixt  superior  and  vassal,  whilk  is  in  some  danger  of  falling  into 
desuetude,  owing  to  the  general  licence  and  misrule  of  these  present 
unhappy  times." 

'*  Umph !"  said  Mr.  Lockhard ;  *^  and  if  I  may  inquire,  Mr.  Balder- 
stone,  pray  do  you  find  your  people  at  the  village  yonder  amenable  ? 
for  I  must  needs  say  that  at  Eavenswood  Castle,  now  pertaining  to 
my  master,  the  Lord  Keeper,  ye  have  not  left  behind  ye  the  most 
compliant  set  of  tenantry/' 

"Ah  !  but  Mr.  Lockhard,"  replied  Caleb,  "ye  must  consider  there 
has  been  a  change  of  hands,  and  the  auld  lord  might  expect  twa  turns 
firae  them,  when  the  new  comer  canna  get  ane.  A  dour  and  fractious 
set  they  were,  thae  tenants  of  Eavenswood,  and  ill  to  live  wi'  when 
they  dinna  ken  their  master — ^and  if  your  master  put  them  mad  ance, 
the  whole  country  will, not  put  them  down." 

'*  Troth,"  said  Mr.  Lockhard,  "  an  such  be  the  case,  I  think  the 
wisest  thing  for  us  a'  wad  be  to  hammer  up  a  match  between  your 
young  lord  and  our  winsome  young  leddy  up  by  there;  and  Sir 
William  might  just  stitch  your  auld  barony  to  her  gown-sleeve,  and 
he  wade  sune  cuitlef  another  out  o'  somebody  else,  sic  a  lang  head  as 
he  has." 

Caleb  shook  his  head.  "  I  wish,"  he  said,  "  I  wish  that  may 
answer,  Mr.  Lockhard.  There  are  auld  prophecies  about  this  house 
I  wad  like  ill  to  see  fulfilled  wi'  my  auld  een,  that  has  seen  evil 
eneugh  already." 

"  Pshaw  ]  never  mind  freits,"  said  his  brother  butler ;  "  if  the  young 
folk  liked  ane  anither,  they  wad  make  a  winsome  couple.  But,  to 
say  truth,  there  is  a  leddy  sits  in  our  hall-neuk  maun  have  her  hand 
in  that  as  weel  as  in  every  other  job.  But  there's  no  harm  in  drink- 
ing to  their  healths,  and  I  will  fill  Mrs.  Mysie  a  cup  of  Mr.  Qirder's 
canary." 

-  While  they  thus  enjoyed  themselves  in  the  kitchen,  the  company 
in  the  hall  were  not  less  pleasantly  engaged.  So  soon  as  Eavens^ 
wood  had  determined  upon  giving  the  Lord  Keeper  such  hospitality 
as  he  had  to  ofier,  he  deemed  it  incumbent  on  him  to  assume  the 
open  and  courteous  brow  of  a  well-pleased  host.  It  has  been  often 
remarked  that  when  a  man  commences  by  acting  a  character,  he 
frequently  ends  by  adopting  it  in  good  earnest.  In  the  course  of 
an  hour  or  two,  Eavenswood,  to  his  own  surprise,  found  himself  in 
the  situation  of  one  who  frankly  does  his  best  to  entertain  welcome 
and  honoured  guests.     How  much  of  this  change  in  his  disposition 

t  OvUU  may  aniwer  to  tbe  elegant  modem  pbxase  diddU 
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WHS  to  be  ascribed  to  the  beauty  and  simplicity  of  Miss  Asbton,  to 
the  readiness  with  which  she  accommodated  herself  to  the  incon- 
veniences of  her  situation — ^how  much  to  the  smooth  and  plausible 
conversation  of  the  Lord  Keeper,  remarkably  gifted  with  those  words 
which  win  the  ear,  must  be  left  to  the  reader^s  ingenuity  to  conjecture. 
But  Bavenswood  was  insensible  to  neither. 

The  Lord  Keeper  was  a  veteran  statesman,  well  acquainted  with 
courts  and  cabinets,  and  intimate  with  all  the  various  turns  in  public 
affidrs  during  the  last  eventful  years  of  the  seventeenth  century.  He 
could  talk,  from  his  own  knowledge,  of  men  and  events  in  a  way 
which  failed  not  to  win  attention,  and  had  the  peculiar  art,  while  he 
never  said  a  word  which  committed  himself  at  the  same  time  to 
persuade  the  hearer  that  he  was  speaking  without  the  least  shadow 
of  scrupulous  caution  or  reserve.  Bavenswood,  in  spite  of  his  preju- 
dices and  real  grounds  of  resentment,  felt  himself  at  once  amused  and 
instructed  in  listening  to  him,  while  the  statesman,  whose  inward 
feelings  had  at  first  so  much  impeded  his  eiforts  to  make  himself 
known,  had  now  regained  all  the  ease  and  fluency  of  a  silver-tongued 
lawyer  of  the  very  highest  order. 

His  daughter  did  not  speak  much,  but  she  smiled ;  and  what  she 
did  say  argued  a  submissive  gentleness,  and  a  desire  to  give  pleasure, 
which,  to  a  proud  man  like  Bavenswood,  was  more  fEiscinating  than 
the  most  briiliaut  wit.  Above  all,  he  could  not  but  observe  that, 
whether  from  gratitude  or  from  some  other  motive,  he  himself,  in 
his  deserted  and  unprovided  hall,  was  as  much  the  object  of  respect- 
ful attention  to  his  guests  as  he  would  have  been  when  surrounded 
by  all  the  appliances  and  means  of  hospitality  proper  to  his  high 
birth.  All  deficiencies  passed  unobserved,  or,  if  they  did  not  escape 
notice,  it  was  to  praise  the  substitutes  which  Caleb  had  contrived  to 
supply  the  want  of  the  usual  accommodations.  Where  a  smile  was 
unavoidable,  it  was  a  very  good-humoured  one,  and  often  coupled 
with  some  well-turned  compliment,  to  show  how  much  the  guests 
esteemed  the  merits  of  their  noble  host,  how  little  they  thought  of 
the  inconveniences  with  which  they  were  surrounded.  I  am  not 
sure  whether  the  pride  of  being  found  to  outbalance,  in  virtue  of  his 
own  personal  merit,  all  the  disadvantages  of  fortune,  did  not  make  as 
favourable  an  impression  upon  the  haughty  heart  of  the  Master  of 
Bavenswood  as  the  conversation  of  the  father  and  the  beauty  of  Lucy 
Ashton. 

The  hour  of  repose  arrived.  The  Keeper  and  his  daughter  retired 
to  their  apartments,  which  were  "  decored"  more  properly  than  could 
have  been  anticipated.  In  making  the  necessary  arrangements, 
Mjreie  had  indeed  enjoyed  the  assistance  of  a  gossip  who  had  arrived 
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from  the  village  upon  an  exploratory  expedition,  bnt  had  been 
arrested  by  Caleb,  and  impressed  into  the  domestic  drudgery  of  the 
evening.  So  that,  instead  of  returning  home  to  describe  the  dress 
and  person  of  the  grand  young  lady,  she  found  herself  compelled  to 
be  active  in  the  domestic  economy  of  Wolf's  Crag. 

According  to  the  custom  of  the  time,  the  Master  of  Ravenswood 
attended  the  Lord  Keeper  to  his  apartment,  followed  by  Caleb,  who 
placed  on  the  table,  with  all  the  ceremonials  due  to  torches  of  wax, 
two  rudely-framed  tallow  candles,  such  as  in  those  days  were  only 
used  by  the  peasantry,  hooped  in  paltry  clasps  of  wire,  which  served 
for  candlesticks.  He  then  disappeared,  and  presently  entered  with 
two  earthen  flagons  (the  china,  he  said,  had  been  little  used  since  my 
lady's  time),  one  filled  with  canary  wine,  the  other  with  brandy.* 
The  canary  sack,  unheeding  all  probabilities  of  detection,  he  declared 
had  been  twenty  years  in  the  cellars  of  Wolfs  Crag,  "  though  it  was 
not  for  him  to  speak  before  their  honours ;  the  brandy — ^it  was  well- 
ken'd  liquor,  as  mild  as  mead,  and  as  strong  as  Samson — it  had  been 
in  the  house  ever  since  the  memorable  revel,  in  which  auld  Micklestob 
had  been  slain  at  the  head  of  the  stair  by  Jamie  of  Jenklebrae,  on 
account  of  the  honour  of  the  worshipful  Lady  Muirend,  wha  was  in 

some  sort  an  ally  of  the  family;  natheless " 

**But  to  cut  that  matter  short,  Mr.  Caleb,"  said  the  Keeper, 
"  perhaps  you  will  favour  me  with  a  ewer  of  water."  ' 

"God  forbid  your  lordship  should  drink  water  in  this  family," 
replied  Caleb,  "  to  the  disgrace  of  so  honourable  an  house  ! " 

"Nevertheless,  if  his  lordship  have  a  fancy,"  said  the  Master, 
smiling,  "  I  think  you  might  indulge  him ;  for,  if  I  mistake  not, 
there  has  been  water  drank  here  at  no  distant  date,  and  with  good 
relish  too." 

"  To  be  sure,  if  his  lordship  has  a  fancy,"  said  Caleb ;  and  re- 
entering with  a  jug  of  pure  element — "he  will  scarce  find  such 
water  onywhere  as  is  drawn  frae  the  well  at  Wolfs  Crag — neverthe- 
less  ^" 

"Nevertheless,  we  must  leave  the  Lord  Keeper  to  his  repose  in 
this  poor  chamber  of  ours,"  said  the  Master  of  Eavenswood,  interrupt- 
ing his  talkative  domestic,  who  immediately  turning  to  the  doorway, 
with  a  profound  reverence,  prepared  to  usher  his  master  from  the 
secret  chamber. 

But  the  Lord  Keeper  prevented  his  hosfs  departure.  "I  have 
but  one  word  to  say  to  the  Master  of  Eavenswood,  Mr.  Caleb,  and  I 
iiEuicy  he  will  excuse  your  waiting." 

With  a  second  reverence,  lower  than  the  former,  Caleb  withdrew 
— and  his  master  stood  motionless,  expecting,  m\>\i  cionav^^^xaX^!^ 


,  j 
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was  to  be  ascribed  to  the  beauty  and  amplii"''         '^J  fiwught  iri^ 

the  readiness  with  which  she  accommodp' 

yeniences  of  her  situation — ^how  much  ^  Ashton,  with  so^ 

conversation  of  the  Loid  Keeper,  re^  ^  Christian  kw  too  W^ 

which  win  the  ear,  mnBt  be  left  tr 

But  Ravens  wood  was  insendK  ''^He  had   no  occasion  tb^' 

The  Lord  Keeper  was  a  ^  ^poia  him  by  his  Christi^^ 

courts  and  cabinets,  and  i 

affairs  daring  the  last  r  j^rwiBe,'  said  his  guest,  considering 

could  talk,  from  his  .'>«od  litigation  which  have  unhappily 

which  ftdled  not  to  '/^^n  was  desirable  or  necessary  betwixt 

never  said  a  wot  .-'x'V'''  ^^^^i  ^^^  myself." 

persuade  the  he  ,  ''^*^'*'Mud  Bavenswood,  agitated  by  suppressed 

of  scrupulous  '  o'^  ^  these  circumstances  should  be  made  any- 

dices  and  rer         • . '  .4jjSr  ^7  father's  roof." 

instructed  ^  "^V^  ^^  delicacy  of  this  appeal  at  another  time," 

feelings  '  .'•/-^j/V'^uhton,  "but  now  I  must  proceed  with  what  I 
known.  '^. '''li^^^j^ve  suffered  too  much  in  my  own  mind,  from  the 
lawye       ^  ^^*  ^ch  prevented  my  soliciting  with  earnestness,  what 

H"  ^^''^^flfiotly  requested,  a  personal  communing  with  your 
die'        ^  /J^distress  of  mind  to  him  and  to  me  might  have  been 

**         ^g^f^tf^^f'  ^^  Bavenswood,  after  a  moment's  reflection;  "I 
M^  my  father  say  your  lordship  had  proposed  a  personal 

i^fOgopoBod,  my  dear  Master  1    I  did  indeed  propose  it,  but  I  ought 

MV0  hegged,  entreated,  beseeched  it.     1  ought  to  have  torn  away 

^  veil  which  interested  persons  had  stretched  betwixt  us,  and  shown 

^gelf  as  1  was,  willing  to  sacrifice  a  considerable  part  even  of  my 

l^gaL  rights,  in  order  to  conciliate  feelings  so  natural  as  his  must 

Ije  allowed  to  have  been.    Let  me  say  for  myself,  my  young  friend, 

foi  BO  I  will  call  you,  that  had  your  father  and  I  spent  the  same  time 

together  which  my  good  fortune  has  allowed  me  to-day  to  pass  in 

your  company,  it  is  possible  the  land  might  yet  have  enjoyed  one  of 

the  most  respectable  of  its  ancient  nobility,  and  I  should  have  been 

spared  the  pain  of  parting  in  enmity  from  a  person  whose  general 

character  I  so  much  admired  and  honoured." 

He  put  his  handkerchief  to  his  eyes.  Bavenswood  also  was  moved, 
but  awaited  in  silence  the  progress  of  this  extraordinary  communi- 
cation. 

■ 

"  It  is  necessary,"  continued  the  Lord  Keeper,  "  and  proper  that 
you  should  understand  that  there  have  been  many  points  betwixt 
09,  in  wbicbf  although  I  judged  it  proper  that  there  should  be  an 
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exact  ascertaininent  of  mj  legal  rights  by  the  decree  of  a  court  of 
justice,  yet  it  was  never  my  intention  to  press  them  beyond  the 
verge  of  equity." 

'^My  lord,"  said  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  *4t  is  unnecessary  to 

^sue  this  topic  farther.    What  the  law  will  give  you,  or  has  given 

you  enjoy — or  you  shall  enjoy ;  neither  my  father,  nor  I  myself, 

'  have  received  anything  on  the  footing  of  favour." 

Favour? — no — ^you  misunderstand  me,"  resumed  the  Keeper; 

**  or  rather  you  are  no  lawyer.    A  right  may  be  good  in  law,  and 

ascertained  to  be  so,  which  yet  a  man  of  honour  may  not  in  every 

case  care  to  avail  himself  o£" 

**  I  am  sorry  for  it,  my  lord,"  said  the  Master. 

"  Nay,  nay,"  retorted  his  guest,  "you  speak  like  a  young  counsellor ; 
your  spirit  goes  before  your  wit.  There  are  many  things  still  open 
for  decision  betwixt  us.  Can  you  blame  me,  an  old  man  desirous 
of  peace,  and  in  the  castle  of  a  young  nobleman  who  has  saved  my 
daughter's  life  and  my  own,  that  I  am  desirous,  anxiously  desirous, 
that  these  should  be  settled  on  the  most  liberal  principles  1" 

The  old  man  kept  fast  hold  of  the  Master's  passive  hand  as  he 
spoke,  and  made  it  impossible  for  him,  be  his  predetermination  what 
it  would,  to  return  any  other  than  an  acquiescent  reply ;  and  wishing 
his  guest  good-night,  he  postponed  farther  conierence  until  the  next 
morning. 

Bavenswood  hurried  into  the  hall,  where  he  was  to  spend  the  night, 
and  for  a  time  traversed  its  pavement  with  a  disordered  and  rapid 
pace.  His  mortal  foe  was  imder  his  roof,  yet  his  sentiments  towards 
him  were  neither  those  of  a  feudal  enemy  nor  of  a  true  Christian. 
He  felt  as  if  he  could  neither  forgive  him  in  the  one  character  nor 
follow  forth  his  vengeance  in  the  other,  but  that  he  was  making  a 
base  and  dishonourable  composition  betwixt  his  resentment  against 
the  father  and  his  affection  for  his  daughter.  He  cursed  himself,  as 
he  hurried  to  and  fro  in  the  pale  moonlight,  and  more  ruddy  gleams  of 
the  expiring  wood-fire.  He  threw  open  and  shut  the  lattice  vrindows 
with  violence,  as  if  alike  impatient  of  the  admission  and  exclusion  of 
free  air.  At  length,  however,  the  torrent  of  passion  foamed  off  its 
Tnadnesa,  and  he  flung  himself  into  the  chair,  which  he  proposed  as 
his  place  of  repose  for  the  night. 

I^  in  reality — such  were  the  calmer  thoughts  that  followed  the 
first  tempest  of  his  passion — ^if,  in  reality,  this  man  desires  no  more 
tiian  the  law  allows  him — ^if  he  is  willing  to  adjust  even  his  acknow- 
ledged rights  upon  an  equitable  footing,  what  could  be  my  father's 
cause  of  complaint? — ^what  is  mine?  Those  from  whom  we  won 
our  ancient  possessions  feU  under  the  swoid  of  my  aucestot^  viA 
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left  lands  and  livings  to  the  conquerors;  we  sink  under  the  force  of 
the  law,  now  too  powerful  for  the  Scottish  chivalry.  Let  us  parley 
with  the  victors  of  the  day,  as  if  we  had  heen  hesieged  in  our  fortress, 
and  without  hope  of  relief.  This  man  may  be  other  than  I  have 
thought  him ;  and  his  daughter — ^but  I  have  resolved  not  to  think 
of  her. 

He  wrapped  his  cloak  around  him,  fell  asleep,  and  dreamed  of 
Lucy  Ashton  till  daylight  gleamed  through  the  lattices. 


CHAPTER    XV. 

We  worldly  men,  when  we  see  Mends  and  kinsmen 
Past  hope  sunk  in  their  fortunes,  lend  no  hand 
To  lift  them  up,  but  rather  set  our  feet 
Upon  their  heads  to  press  them  to  the  bottom, 
As  1  must  yield  with  you  I  practised  it ; 
But  now  I  see  you  in  a  way  to  rise, 
I  can  and  will  assist  you. 

New  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts. 

The  Lord  Keeper  carried  with  him  to  a  couch  harder  than  he  was 
accustomed  to  stret-ch  himself  upon  the  same  ambitious  thoughts  and 
political  perplexities  which  drive  sleep  from  the  softest  down  that 
ever  spread  a  bed  of  state.     He  had  sailed  long  enough  amid  the 
contending  tides  and  currents  of  the  time  to  be  sensible  of  their  peril, 
and  of  the  necessity  of  trimming  his  vessel  to  the  prevailing  wind,  if 
he  would  have  her  escape  shipwreck  in  the  storm.    The  nature  of 
his  talents,  and  the  timorousness  of  disposition  connected  with  them, 
had  made  him  assume  the  pliability  of  the  versatile  old  Earl  of 
Northampton,  who  explained  the  art  by  which  he  kept  his  ground 
during  all  the  changes  of  state,  from  the  reign  of  Henry  YIII.  to 
that  of  Elizabeth,  by  the  frank  avowal  that  he  was  bom  of  the  willow, 
not  of  the  oak.     It  had  accordingly  been  Sir  William  Ashton's  policy, 
on  all  occasions,  to  watch  the  changes  in  the  political  horisson,  and, 
ere  yet  the  conflict  was  decided,  to  negotiate  some  interest  for  himself 
with  the  party  most  likely  to  prove  victorious.    His  time-serving 
disposition  was  well-known,  and  excited  the  contempt  of  the  more 
daring  leaders  of  both  factions  in  the  state.    But  his  talents  were  of 
a  useful  and  practical  kind,  and  his  legal  knowledge  held  in  high 
estimation ;  and  they  so  far  counterbalanced  other  deficiencies  that 
those  in  power  were  glad  to  use  and  to  reward,  though  without 
absolutely  trusting  or  greatly  respecting  him. 
The  Marquis  of  A had  used  his  utmost  influence  to  effect  a 
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change  in  the  Scottish  cabinet,  and  his  schemes  had  been  of  late  so 
well  laid  and  so  ably  supported,  that  there  appeared  a  very  great 
chance  of  his  proving  ultimately  successful.  He  did  not,  however, 
feel  so  strong  or  so  confident  as  to  neglect  any  means  of  drawing 
recruits  to  his  standard.  The  acquisition  of  the  Lord  Keeper  was 
deemed  of  some  importance,  and  a  friend,  perfectly  acquainted  with 
his  circumstances  and  character,  became  responsible  for  his  political 
conversion. 

When  this  gentleman  arrived  at  Ravenswood  Castle  upon  a  visit, 
the  real  purpose  of  which  was  disguised  under  general  courtesy,  he 
found  the  prevailing  fear  which  at  present  beset  the  Lord  Keeper 
was  that  of  danger  to  his  own  person  from  the  Master  of  Bavenswood. 
The  language  which  the  blind  sibyl,  old  Alice,  had  used ;  the  sudden 
appearance  of  the  Master,  armed,  and  within  his  precincts,  imme- 
diately after  he  had  been  warned  against  danger  from  him ;  the  cold 
and  haughty  return  received  in  exchange  for  the  acknowledgments 
with  which  he  loaded  him  for  his  timely  protection,  had  all  made  a 
strong  impression  on  his  imagination. 

So  soon  as  the  Marquis's  political  agent  found  how  the  wind  sat, 
he  began  to  insinuate  fears  and  doubts  of  another  kind,  scarce  less 
calculated  to  affect  the  Lord  Keeper.  He  inquired  with  seeming 
interest  whether  the  proceedings  in  Sir  William's  complicated  litiga- 
tion with  the  Bavenswood  family  was  out  of  court,  and  settled  without 
the  possibility  of  appeal  ?  The  Lord  Keeper  answered  in  the  a&ma- 
tive ;  but  his  interrogator  was  too  well  informed  to  be  imposed  upon. 
He  pointed  out  to  him  by  unanswerable  arguments  that  some  of  the 
most  important  points  which  had  been  decided  in  his  favour  against 
the  house  of  Bavenswood  were  liable,  under  the  Treaty  of  Union,  to 
be  reviewed  by  the  British  House  of  Peers,  a  court  of  equity  of  which 
the  Lord  Keeper  felt  an  instinctive  dread.  This  course  came  instead 
of  an  appeal  to  the  old  Scottish  Parliament,  or,  as  it  was  technically 
termed,  ^'  a  protestation  for  remeid  in  law." 

The  Lord  Keeper,  after  he  had  for  some  time  disputed  the  legality 
of  such  a  proceeding,  was  compelled,  at  length,  to  comfort  himself 
with  the  improbability  of  the  young  Master  of  Bavenswood's  finding 
friends  in  parliament  capable  of  stirring  in  so  weighty  an  affair. 

''Do  not  comfort  yourself  with  that  false  hope,''  said  his  wily 
friend ;  *'  it  is  possible  that,  in  the  next  session  of  Parliament,  young 
Bavenswood  may  find  more  friends  and  favour  even  than  your 
brdship." 

^  That  would  be  a  sight  worth  seeing,"  said  the  Keeper,  scornfully. 

'^And  yet,"  said  his  friend,  ''such  things  have  been  seen  ere  now, 
and  in  our  own  time.    There  are  many  at  the  head  oi  oSL^x^  ^ncii^ 
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now  that  a  few  years  ago  were  under  hiding  for  their  lives;  and 
many  a  man  now  dines  on  plate  of  silver  that  was  fSain  to  eat  his 
crowdy  without  a  hicker;  and  many  a  high  head  has  been  brought 
full  low  among  us  in  as  short  a  space.  Scott  of  Scotstarvefs 
*  Staggering  State  of  Scots  Statesmen/  of  which  curious  memoir  you 
showed  me  a  manuscript,  has  been  outstaggered  in  our  time." 

The  Lord  Keeper  answered  with  a  deep  sigh,  "  that  these  mutations 
were  no  new  sights  in  Scotland,  and  had  been  witnessed  long  before 
the  time  of  the  satirical  author  he  had  quoted.  It  was  many  a  long 
year,"  he  said,  '*  since  Fordun  had  quoted  as  an  ancient  proverb, 
'  Neque  diveSf  Tteqysfortis,  sed  nee  sapiens  Scotus,  prcsdormncmU  iwMiOj 
diu  d/wrabU  in  terra,*  * 

'*And  be  assured,  my  esteemed  friend,''  was  the  answer,  ^that 
even  your  long  services  to  the  state,  or  deep  legal  knowledge,  will 

not  save  you,  or  render  your  estate  stable,  if  the  Marquis  of  A 

comes  in  with  a  party  in  the  British  Parliament.  You  know  that 
the  deceased  Lord  Ravenswood  was  his  near  ally,  his  lady  being  fifth 
in  descent  from  the  Knight  of  Tillibardine ;  and  I  am  well  assured 
that  he  will  take  young  Ravenswood  by  the  hand,  and  be  his  very 
good  lord  and  kinsman.  Why  should  he  not  1  The  Master  is  an 
active  and  stirring  young  fellow,  able  to  help  himself  with  tongue 
and  hands;  and  it  is  such  as  he  that  finds  friends  among  their 
kindred,  and  not  those  unarmed  and  unable  Mephibosheths  that  are 
sure  to  be  a  burden  to  every  one  that  takes  them  up.  And  so,  if 
these  Ravenswood  cases  be  called  over  the  coals  in  the  House  of 
Peers,  you  will  find  that  the  Marquis  will  have  a  crow  to  pluck  with 
you." 

"  That  would  be  an  evil  requital,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  **for  my 
long  services  to  the  state,  and  the  ancient  respect  in  which  I  have 
held  his  lordship's  honourable  family  and  person." 

**  Ay,  but,"  rejoined  the  agent  of  the  Marquis,  "it  is  in  vain  to 
look  back  on  past  service  and  auld  respect,  my  lord — ^it  will  be 
present  service  and  immediate  proofs  of  regard  which,  in  these 
sliddery  times,  will  be  expected  by  a  man  like  the  Marquis.'' 

The  Lord  Keeper  now  saw  the  full  drift  of  his  friend's  argument, 
but  he  was  too  cautious  to  return  any  positive  answer. 

'*He  knew  not,"  he  said,  ^the  service  which  the  Lord  Marquis 
could  expect  from  one  of  his  limited  abilities,  that  had  not  always 
stood  at  his  command,  still  saving  and  reserving  his  duty  to  hisldng 
and  country." 

Having  thus  said  nothing,  while  he  seemed  to  say  everything, 
for  the  exception  was  calculated  to  cover  whatever  he  might  after- 
warda  think  proper  to  bring  under  it.  Sir  William  Ashton  changed 
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the  conyenation,  nor  did  he  again  permit  the  same  topic  to  be 
introduced.  His  guest  departed  without  having  brought  the  wily  old 
statesman  the  length  of  committing  himself,  or  of  pledging  himself 
to  any  future  line  of  conduct,  but  with  the  certainty  that  he  had 
alarmed  his  fears  in  a  most  sensible  point,  and  laid  a  foundation  for 
future  and  farther  treaty. 

When  he  rendered  an  account  of  his  negotiation  to  the  Marquis, 
they  both  agreed  that  the  Keeper  ought  not  to  be  permitted  to 
relapse  into  security,  and  that  he  should  be  plied  with  new  subjects 
of  alarm,  especially  during  the  absence  of  his  lady.  They  were 
well  aware  that  her  proud,  Tindictive,  and  predominating  spirit 
would  be  likely  to  supply  him  with  the  courage  in  which  he  was 
deficient — ^that  she  was  immovably  attached  to  the  party  now  in 
power,  with  whom  she  maintained  a  close  correspondence  and  alliance, 
and  that  she  hated,  without  fearing,  the  Kavenswood  family  (whose 
more  ancient  dignity  threw  discredit  on  the  newly-acquired  grandeur 
of  her  husband),  to  such  a  degree  that  she  would  have  perilled  the 
interest  of  her  own  house  to  have  the  prospect  of  altogether  crushing 
that  of  her  enemy. 

But  Lady  Ashton  was  now  absent  The  business  which  had  long 
detained  her  in  Edinburgh  had  afterwards  induced  her  to  travel  to 
London,  not  without  the  hope  that  she  might  contribute  her  share  to 
disconcert  the  intrigues  of  the  Marquis  at  Court;  for  she  stood  high 
in  favour  with  the  celebrated  Sarah,  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  to 
whom,  in  point  of  character,  she  bore  considerable  resemblance.  It 
was  necessary  to  press  her  husband  hard  before  her  return ;  and,  as  a 
preparatory  step,  the  Marquis  wrote  to  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  the 
letter  which  we  rehearsed  in  a  former  chapter.  It  was  cautiously 
worded,  so  as  to  leave  it  in  the  power  of  the  writer  hereafter  to  take 
as  deep  or  as  slight  an  interest  in  the  fortunes  of  his  kinsman  as 
the  progress  of  his  own  schemes  might  require.  But  however 
unwilling,  as  a  statesman,  the  Marquis  might  be  to  commit  himself, 
or  assume  the  character  of  a  patron,  while  he  had  nothing  to  give 
away,  it  must  be  said  to  his  honour  that  he  felt  a  strong  inclination 
effectually  to  befriend  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  as  well  as  to 
use  his  name  as  a  means  of  alarming  the  terrors  of  the  Lord 
Keeper. 

As  the  messenger  who  carried  this  letter  was  to  pass  near  the  house 
of  the  Lord  Keeper,  he  had  it  in  direction  that  in  the  village  adjoin- 
ing to  the  park-gate  of  the  castle  his  horse  should  lose  a  shoe,  and 
that,  while  it  was  replaced  by  the  smith  of  the  place,  he  should 
express  the  utmost  regret  for  the  necessary  loss  of  time,  and  in  the 
vehemence  of  his  impatience,  give  it  to  be  undet&tood.  >i2i[\!Si\>  \i^  ^vr^ik 
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beariBg  a  message  from  the  Marquis  of  A to  the  Master  of 

Bavenswood,  upon  a  matter  of  life  and  death. 

This  news,  with  exaggerations,  was  speedily  carried  from  various 
quarters  to  the  ears  of  the  Lord  Keeper,  and  each  reporter  dwelt  upon 
the  extreme  impatience  of  the  courier,  and  the  surprising  short  time 
in  which  he  had  executed  his  journey.  The  anxious  statesman  heard 
in  silence;  but  in  private  Lockhard  received  orders  to  watch  the 
courier  on  his  return,  to  waylay  him  in  the  village,  to  ply  him  with 
liquor,  if  possible,  and  to  use  all  means,  fair  or  foul,  to  learn  the 
contents  of  the  letter  of  which  he  was  the  bearer.  But  as  this  plot 
had  been  foreseen,  the  messenger  returned  by  a  different  and  distant 
road,  and  thus  escaped  the  snare  that  was  laid  for  him. 

After  he  had  been  in  vain  expected  for  some  time,  Mr.  Dingwall 
had  orders  to  make  especial  inquiry  among  his  clients  of  Wolf's-hope 

whether  such  a  domestic  belonging  to  the  Marquis  of  A had 

actually  arrived  at  the  neighbouring  castle.  This  was  easily  ascer- 
tained ;  for  Caleb  had  been  in  the  village  one  morning  by  five  o'clock, 
to  borrow  **  twa  chappins  of  ale  and  a  kipper "  for  the  messenger's 
refreshment,  and  the  poor  fellow  had  been  ill  for  twenty-ibur  hours 
at  Luckie  Sma'trash's,  in  consequence  of  dining  upon  *'  saut  saumon 
and  sour  drink.''  So  that  the  existence  of  a  correspondence  betwixt 
the  Marquis  and  his  distressed  kinsman,  which  Sir  William  Ashton 
had  sometimes  treated  as  a  bugbear,  was  proved  beyond  the  possibility 
of  further  doubt. 

The  alarm  of  the  Lord  Keeper  became  very  serious.  Since  the 
Claim  of  Eight,  the  power  of  appealing  from  the  decisions  of  the 
civil  court  to  the  estates  of  Parliament,  which  had  formerly  been 
held  incompetent,  had  in  many  instances  been  claimed,  and  in  some 
allowed,  and  he  had  no  small  reason  to  apprehend  the  issue  if  the 
English  House  of  Lords  should  be  disposed  to  act  upon  an  appeal 
from  the  Master  of  Kavenswood  "for  remeid  in  law."  It  would 
resolve  into  an  equitable  claim,  and  be  decided,  perhaps,  upon  the 
broad  principles  of  justice,  which  were  not  quite  so  favourable  to  the 
Lord  Keeper  as  those  of  strict  law.  Besides,  judging,  though  moit 
inaccurately,  from  courts  which  he  had  himself  known  in  the 
unhappy  times  preceding  the  Scottish  Union,  the  Keeper  might  have 
too  much  right  to  think  that,  in  the  house  to  which  his  lawsuits  wen 
to  be  transferred,  the  old  maxim  might  prevail  in  Scotland  which 
was  too  well  recognised  in  former  times — "  Show  me  the  man,  and 
I  '11  show  you  the  law."  The  high  and  unbiassed  character  of  Eng- 
lish judicial  proceedings  was  then  little  known  in  Scotland ;  and  the 
extension  of  them  to  that  country  was  one  of  the  most  valuable 
advantages  which  it  gained  by  the  Union.    But  this  was  a  blessing 
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which  the  Lord  Keeper,  who  had  lived  under  another  Bjstem,  could 
not  have  the  means  of  foreseeing.  In  the  loss  of  his  political  con* 
sequence,  he  anticipated  the  loss  of  his  lawsuit.  Meanwhile,  every 
report  which  reached  him  served  to  render  the  success  of  the 
Marquis's  intrigues  the  more  prohahle,  and  the  Lord  Keeper  began  to 
think  it  indispensable  that  he  should  look  round  for  some  kind  of 
protection  against  the  coming  storm.  The  timidity  of  his  temper 
induced  him  to  adopt  measures  of  compromise  and  conciliation. 
The  aSaic  of  the  wild  bull,  properly  managed,  might,  he  thought,  be 
made  to  facilitate  a  personal  communication  and  reconciliation 
betwixt  the  Master  and  himself.  He  would  then  learn,  if  possible, 
what  his  own  ideas  were  of  the  extent  of  his  rights,  and  the  means 
of  enforcing  them ;  and  perhaps  matters  might  be  brought  to  a  com*- 
promise,  where  one  party  was  wealthy  and  the  other  so*  very  poor. 
A  reconciliation  with  Kavenswood  was  likely  to  give  him  an  oppor- 
tunity to  play  his  own  game  with  the  Marquis  of  A—-.  ''And 
besides,"  said  he  to  himself^  '4t  will  be  an  act  of  generosity  to  raise 
up  the  heir  of  this  distressed  family;  and  if  he  is  to  be  warmly  and 
effectually  befriended  by  the  new  government,  who  knows  but  my 
virtue  may  prove  its  own  reward  1  ** 

Thus  thought  Sir  William  Ashton,  covering  with  no  unusual  self- 
delusion  his  interested  views  with  a  hue  of  virtue ;  and  having 
attained  this  point,  his  fancy  strayed  still  farther.  He  began  to  be- 
think himself,  ''that  if  Bavenswood  was  to  have  a  distinguished 
place  of  power  and  trust — ^and  if  such  a  union  would  sopite  the 
heavier  part  of  his  unadjusted  claims — there  might  be  worse  matches 
for  his  daughter  Lucy — the  Master  might  be  reponed  against  the 
attainder — Lord  Bavenswood  was  an  ancient  title,  and  the  alliance 
would,  in  some  measure,  legitimate  his  own  possession  of  the  greater 
part  of  the  Master's  spoils,  and  make  the  surrender  of  the  rest  a 
subject  of  less  bitter  regret." 

With  these  mingled  and  multifarious  plans  occupying  his  head, 
the  Lord  Keeper  availed  himself  of  my  Lord  Bittlebrains's  repeated 
invitation  to  his  residence,  and  thus  came  within  a  very  few  miles  of 
Wolfs  Crag.  Here  he  found  the  Lord  of  the  mansion  absent^  but 
was  courteously  received  by  the  lady,  who  expected  her  husband's 
immediate  return.  She  expressed  her  particular  delight  at  seeing 
Miss  Ashton,  and  appointed  the  hounds  to  be  taken  out  for  the  Lord 
Keeper's  special  amusement.  He  readily  entered  into  the  proposal, 
as  giving  him  an  opportunity  to  reconnoitre  Wolfs  Crag,  and  per- 
haps to  make  some  acquaintance  with  the  owner,  if  he  should  be 
tempted  from  his  desolate  mansion  by  the  chase.  Lookhard  had  his 
orders  to  endeavour  on  his  part  to  make  some  acc^U6aBX«Q&^  n«\>^ 
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the  inmates  of  the  castle,  and  we  have  seen  how  he  played  his 
part. 

The  accidental  storm  did  more  to  farther  the  Lord  Keeper's  plan 
of  forming  a  personal  acquaintance  with  young  Kavenswood  than  his 
most  sanguine  expectations  could  have  anticipated.  His  fear  of  the 
young  nobleman's  personal  resentment  had  greatly  decreased,  since 
he  considered  him  as  formidable  from  his  legal  claims,  and  the  means 
he  might  have  of  enforcing  them.  But  although  he  thought,  not 
unreasonably,  that  only  desperate  circumstances  drove  men  on  des- 
perate measures,  it  was  not  without  a  secret  terror,  which  shook  his 
heart  within  him,  that  he  first  felt  himself  enclosed  within  the 
desolate  Tower  of  Wolfs  Crag ;  a  place  so  well  fitted,  from  solitude 
and  strength,  to  be  a  scene  of  violence  and  vengeance.  The  stem 
reception  at  first  given  to  them  by  the  Master  of  Kavenswood,  and 
the  difficulty  he  felt  in  explaining  to  that  injured  nobleman  what 
guests  were  under  the  shelter  of  his  roof,  did  not  soothe  these  alarms; 
so  that  when  Sir  William  Ashton  heard  the  door  of  the  courtyard 
shut  behind  him  with  violence,  the  words  of  Alice  rung  in  his  ears, 
that  he  had  drawn  on  matters  too  hardly  with  so  fierce  a  race  as  those 
of  Ravenswood,  and  that  they  would  bide  their  time  to  be  avenged.* 

The  subsequent  frankness  of  the  Master's  hospitality,  as  their 
acquaintance  increased,  abated  the  apprehensions  these  recollections 
were  calculated  to  excite ;  and  it  did  not  escape  Sir  William  Ashton, 
that  it  was  to  Lucy's  grace  and  beauty  he  owed  the  change  in  their 
host's  behaviour. 

All  these  thoughts  thronged  upon  him  when  he  took  possession 
of  the  secret  chamber.  The  iron  lamp,  the  unfurnished  apartment, 
more  resembling  a  prison  than  a  place  of  ordinary  repose,  the  hoarse 
and  ceaseless  sound  of  the  waves  rushing  against  the  base  of  the 
rock  on  which  the  castle  was  founded,  saddened  and  perplexed  his 
mind.  To  his  own  successful  machinations,  the  ruin  of  the  family 
had  been  in  a  great  measure  owing,  but  his  disposition  was  crafty 
and  not  cruel ;  so  that  actually  to  witness  the  desolation  and  distress 
he  had  himself  occasioned,  was  as  painful  to  him  as  it  would  be  to 
the  humane  mistress  of  a  family  to  superintend  in  person  the  execu- 
tion of  the  lambs  and  poultry  which  are  killed  by  her  own  directions. 
At  the  same  time,  when  he  thought  of  the  alternative,  of  restoring 
to  Bavenswood  a  large  proportion  of  his  spoils,  or  of  adopting,  as  an 
ally  and  member  of  his  own  family,  the  heir  of  this  impoverished 
house,  he  felt  as  the  spider  may  be  supposed  to  do,  when  his  whole 
web,  the  intricacies  of  which  had  been  planned  with  so  much  art,  is 
destroyed  by  the  chance  sweep  of  a  broom.  And  then,  if  he  should 
commit  bimself  too  far  in  this  matteT,  it  gave  rise  to  a  perilous  ques- 
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tion,  which  many  a  good  htisbaiid,  when  under  temptation  to  act  as 
a  free  agent,  has  asked  himself  without  being  able  to  return  a  satis- 
factory answer;  "What  will  my  wife — what  will  Lady  Ashton  sayl" 
On  the  whole,  he  came  at  length  to  the  resolution  in  which  minds  of 
a  weaker  cast  so  often  take  refage.  He  resolved  to  watch  events,  to 
take  advantage  of  circumstances  as  they  occurred,  and  regulate  his 
conduct  accordingly.  In  this  spirit  of  temporising  policy,  he  at 
length  composed  his  mind  to  rest. 


CHAPTEE    XVI. 

"  A  slight  note  I  have  about  me  for  you,  for  the  delivery  of  which  you 
must  excuse  me.  It  is  an  offer  that  Mendship  calls  upon  me  to  do,  and 
no  way  offensive  to  you,  since  I  desire  nothing  but  right  upon  both  sides." 

Kvng  cmd  no  King, 

When  Bavenswood  and  his  guest  met  in  the  morning,  the  gloom 
of  the  Master's  spirit  had  in  part  returned.  He,  also,  had  passed  a 
night  rather  of  reflection  than  of  slumber ;  and  the  feelings  which 
he  could  not  but  entertain  towards  Lucy  Ashton  had  to  support  a 
severe  conflict  against  those  which  he  had  so  long  nourished 
against  her  father.  To  clasp  in  friendship  the  hand  of  the  enemy 
of  his  house,  to  entertain  him  under  his  roof,  to  exchange  with  him 
the  courtesies  and  the  kindness  of  domestic  familiarity,  was  a 
degradation  which  his  proud  spirit  could  not  be  bent  to  without 
a  struggle. 

But  the  ice  being  once  broken,  the  Lord  Keeper  was  resolved  it 
should  not  have  time  again  to  freeze.  It  had  been  part  of  his  plan 
to  stun  and  confuse  Eavenswood's  ideas,  by  a  complicated  and 
technical  statement  of  the  matters  which  had  been  in  debate  betwixt 
their  families,  justly  thinking  that  it  would  be  difficult  for  a  youth 
of  his  age  to  follow  the  expositions  of  a  practical  lawyer,  concerning 
compt  and  reckoning,  and  of  multiplepoindings,  and  adjudications 
and  wadsets,  proper  and  improper,  and  poindings  of  the  ground,  and 
declarations  of  the  expiry  of  the  legal  Thus,  thought  Sir  William, 
I  shall  have  all  the  grace  of  appearing  perfectly  communicative, 
while  my  party  will  derive  very  little  advantage  from  any  thing  I 
may  tell  him.  He  therefore  took  Bavenswood  aside  into  the  deep 
recess  of  a  window  in  the  hall,  and  resuming  the  discourse  of  the 
preceding  evening,  expressed  a  hope  that  his  young  friend  would 
assume  some  patience,  in  order  to  hear  him  enter  into  a  minute  and 
explanatory  detail  of  those  unfortunate  circumatatifie!&)  ixi  '^'Vvv^  \^ 
late  honourable  father  had  stood  at  variance  mlla.  \i\ift  "Lot^  ^'^^-^^t. 
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The  Master  of  Bavenswood  coloured  highly^  but  was  silent;  and 
the  Lord  Keeper,  though  not  greatly  approving  the  sudden  heighten- 
ing of  his  auditor's  complexion,  commenced  the  history  of  a  bond  for 
twenty  thousand  marks,  advanced  by  his  father  to  the  father  of  Allan 
Lord  Bavenswood,  and  was  proceeding  to  detail  the  executorial  pro- 
ceedings by  which  this  large  sum  had  been  rendered  a  deibitwm  fundi, 
when  he  was  interrupted  by  the  Master. 

'<It  is  not  in  this  place,''  he  said,  ^^that  1  can  hear  Sir  William 
Ashton's  explanation  of  the  matters  in  question  between  us.  It  is 
not  here,  where  my  father  died  of  a  broken  heart,  that  I  can  with 
decency  or  temper  investigate  the  cause  of  his  distress.  I  might 
remember  that  I  was  a  son,  and  forget  the  duties  of  a  host.  A  time, 
however,  there  must  come,  when  these  things  shall  be  discussed  in  a 
place  and  in  a  presence  where  both  of  us  will  have  equal  freedom  to 
speak  and  to  hear.'' 

f^  Any  time,"  the  Lord  Keeper  said,  ^  any  place  was  alike,  to  those 
who  sought  nothing  but  justice.  Yet  it  would  seem  he  was,  in 
fiaimess,  entitled  to  some  premonition  respecting  the  grounds  upon 
which  the  Master  proposed  to  impugn  the  whole  train  of  legal  pro- 
ceedings^  which  had  been  so  well  and  ripely  advised  in  the  only 
courts  competent." 

"  Sir  William  Ashton,"  answered  the  Master,  with  warmth,  '<  the 
lands  which  you  now  occupy  were  granted  to  my  remote  ancestor 
for  services  done  with  his  sword  against  the  Englidi  invaders.  How 
they  have  glided  from  us  by  a  train  of  proceedings  that  seem  to  be 
neither  sale,  nor  mortgage,  nor  adjudication  for  debt,  but  a  non- 
descript and  entangled  mixture  of  all  these  rights — ^how  annual-rent 
has  been  accumulated  upon  principal,  and  no  nook  or  coign  of 
legal  advantage  left  unoccupied,  until  our  interest  in  our  hereditary 
property  seems  to  have  melted  away  like  an  icicle  in  thaw — all  this 
you  understand  better  than  I  do.  I  am  willing,  however,  to  suppose, 
from  the  frankness  of  your  conduct  towards  me,  that  I  may  in  a 
great  measure  have  mistaken  your  personal  character,  and  that 
things  may  have  appeared  right  and  fitting  to  you,  a  skilful  and 
practised  lawyer,  which  to  my  ignorant  understanding  seem  very 
little  short  of  injustice  and  gross  oppression." 

"  And  you,  my  dear  Master,"  answered  Sir  William,  **  you,  per- 
mit me  to  say,  have  been  equally  misrepresented  to  me.  I  was 
taught  to  believe  you  a  fierce,  imperious,  hot-headed  youth,  ready^  at 
the  slightest  provocation,  to  throw  your  sword  into  the  scales  of 
justice,  and  to  appeal  to  those  rude  and  forcible  measures  from  which 
cdvil  polity  has  long  protected  the  people  of  Scotland.  Then,  since 
we  were  mutn&U^  mistaken  in  each  other,  why  should  not  the  young 
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nobleman  be  willing  to  listen  to  the  old  lawyer,  while,  at  least,  he 
explains  the  points  of  difference  betwixt  them  V* 

''No,  my  lord,''  answered  Bavenswood;  ''it  is  in  the  House  oi 
British  Peers,^  whose  hononr  must  be  equal  to  their  rank^t  is  in 
the  court  of  last  resort  that  we  must  parley  together.  The  belted 
lords  of  Britain,  her  ancient  peers^  must  decide,  if  it  is  their  will 
that  a  house,  not  the  least  noble  of  their  members,  shall  be  stripped 
of  their  possessions,  the  reward  of  the  patriotism  of  generations,  as 
the  pawn  of  a  wretched  mechanic  becomes  forfeit  to  the  usurer  the 
instant  the  hour  of  redemption  has  passed  away.  If  they  yield  to  the 
grasping  severity  of  the  creditor,  and  to  the  gnawing  usury  that  eats 
into  our  lands  as  moths  into  a  raiment,  it  will  be  of  more  evil  conse* 
quence  to  them  and  their  posterity  than  to  Edgar  Bavenswood — ^I 
shall  still  have  my  sword  and  my  doak,  and  can  foUow  the  profession 
of  arms  wherever  a  trumpet  shall  sound." 

As  he  pronounced  these  words,  in  a  firm  yet  melancholy  tone,  he 
raised  his  eyes,  and  suddenly  encountered  those  of  Lucy  Ashton, 
who  had  stolen  unawares  on  their  interview,  and  observed  her  looks 
fastened  on  them  with  an  expression  of  enthusiastic  interest,  and 
admiration,  which  had  wrapt  her  for  a  moment  beyond  the  fear  of 
discovery.  The  noble  form  and  fine  features  of  Bavenswood,  fired 
with  the  pride  of  birth  and  sense  of  internal  dignity — the  mellow 
and  expressive  tones  of  his  voice,  the  desolate  state  of  his  fortunes, 
and  the  indifference  with  which  he  seemed  to  endure  and  to  dare 
the  worst  that  might  befall,  rendered  him  a  dangerous  object  of  con- 
templation for  a  maiden  already  too  much  disposed  to  dwell  upon 
recollections  connected  with  him.  When  their  eyes  encountered 
each  other,  both  blushed  deeply,  conscious  of  some  strong  internal 
emotion,  and  shunned  again  to  meet  each  other's  looks. 

Sir  William  Ashton  had,  of  course,  closely  watched  the  expression 
of  their  countenances.  "  I  need  fear,''  said  he  internally,  "  neither 
Parliament  nor  protestation ;  I  have  an  effectual  mode  of  reconciling 
myself  with  this  hot-tempered  young  fellow,  in  case  he  shall  become 
formidable.  The  present  object  is,  at  all  events,  to  avoid  committing 
ourselves.  The  hook  is  fixed ;  we  will  not  strain  the  line  too  soon 
— ^it  is  as  well  to  reserve  the  privilege  of  slipping  it  loose,  if  we  do 
not  find  the  fish  worth  landing." 

In  this  selfish  and  cruel  calculation  upon  the  supposed  attachment 
of  Bavenswood  to  Lucy,  he  was  so  far  from  considering  the  pain  he 
might  give  to  the  former,  by  thus  dallying  with  his  affections,  that 
he  even  did  not  think  upon  the  risk  of  involving  his  own  daughter 
in  the  perils  of  an  unfortunate  passion ;  as  if  her  predilection,  which 
could  not  escape  his  attention,  were  like  the  fiame  oi  a  XAi^^si^'hVas^ 
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might  be  lighted  or  extinguished  at  pleasure.  But  Providence  had 
prepared  a  dreadful  requital  for  this  keen  observer  of  human  passions, 
who  had  spent  his  life  in  securing  advantages  to  himself  by  artfully 
working  upon  the  passions  of  others. 

Caleb  Balderstone  now  came  to  announce  that  breakfeist  was  pre- 
pared ;  for  in  those  days  of  substantial  feeding,  the  relics  of  the 
supper  amply  famished  forth  the  morning  meal.  Neither  did  he 
forget  to  present  to  the  Lord  Keeper,  with  great  reverence,  a 
morning-draught  in  a  large  pewter  cup,  garnished  with  leaves  of 
parsley  and  scurvy-grass.  He  craved  pardon,  of  course,  for  having 
omitted  to  serve  it  in  the  great  silver  standing  cup  as  behoved, 
being  that  it  was  at  present  in  a  silversmith's  in  Edinburgh,  for  the 
purpose  of  being  overlaid  with  gilt. 

''  In  Edinburgh  like  enough,"  said  Kavenswood ;  **  but  in  what 
place,  or  for  what  purpose,  I  am  afraid  neither  you  nor  I  know.** 

"AweelI'Vsaid  Caleb,  peevishly,  "there's  a  man  standing  at  the 
gate  already  this  morning — ^that's  ae  thing  that  I  ken.  Does  your 
honour  ken  whether  ye  will  speak  wi'  him  or  nol " 

"  Does  he  wish  to  speak  with  me,  Caleb?" 

"  Less  will  no  serve  him,"  said  Caleb,  "  but  ye  had  best  take  a  visie 
of  him  through  the  wicket  before  opening  the  gate — ^it  's  no  every 
ane  we  suld  let  into  this  castle." 

"  Wliat !  do  you  suppose  him  to  be  a  messenger  come  to  arrest 
me  for  debt  1"  said  Kavenswood. 

"  A  messenger  arrest  your  honour  for  debt,  and  in  your  Castle  of 
Wolf's  Crag ! — your  honour  is  jesting  wi'  auld  Caleb  this  morning." 
However,  he  whispered  in  his  ear  as  he  followed  him  out,  "  I  would 
be  loath  to  do  ony  decent  man  a  prejudice  in  your  honour's  gude 
opinion ;  but  I  would  tak  twa  looks  o'  that  cMel  before  I  let  him 
within  these  walls." 

He  was  not  an  officer  of  the  law,  however ;  being  no  less  a  per- 
son than  Captain  Craigengelt,  with  his  nose  as  red  as  a  comfortable 
cup  of  brandy  could  make  it,  his  laced  cocked-hat  set  a  little  aside 
upon  the  top  of  his  black  riding  periwig,  a  sword  by  his  side,  and 
pistols  at  his  holsters,  and  his  person  arrayed  in  a  riding  suit,  laid 
over  with  tarnished  lace — ^the  very  moral  of  one  who  would  say. 
Stand,  to  a  true  man. 

When  the  Master  had  recognised  him,  he  ordered  the  gates  to  be 
opened.  *'  I  suppose,"  he  said,  *'  Captain  Craigengelt,  there  are  no 
such  weighty  matters  betwixt  you  and  me,  but  may  be  discussed  in 
this  place.  I  have  company  in  the  castle  at  present,  and  the  terms 
upon  which  we  last  parted  must  excuse  my  asking  you  to  make  part 
oltbenk." 
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Craigengelt,  although  possessing  the  very  perfection  of  impudence, 
was  somewhat  abashed  by  this  unfavourable  reception.  ''  He  had  no 
intention/'  he  said,  **  to  force  himself  upon  the  Master  of  Ravens- 
wood's  hospitality — he  was  in  the  honourable  service  of  bearing  a 
message  to  him  from  a  friend,  otherwise  the  Master  of  Bavenswood 
should  not  have  had  reason  to  complain  of  this  intrusion.'' 

'*  Let  it  be  short,  sir,"  said  the  Master,  <'  for  that  will  be  the  best 
apology.  Who  is  the  gentleman  who  is  so  fortunate  as  to  have  your 
services  as  a  messenger  V* 

'^  My  friend  Mr.  Hayston  of  Bucklaw,''  answered  Craigengelt,  with 
conscious  importance,  and  that  confidence  which  the  acknowledged 
courage  of  his  principal  inspired,  ''who  conceives  himself  to  have 
been  treated  by  you  with  something  much  short  of  the  respect 
which  he  had  reason  to  demand,  and  therefore  is  resolved  to  exact 
satisfaction.  I  bring  with  me,''  said  he,  taking  a  piece  of  paper  out 
of  his  pocket,  ''the  precise  length  of  his  sword;  and  he  requests 
you  will  meet  him,  accompanied  by  a  friend,  and  equally  armed,  at 
any  place  within  a  mile  of  the  castle,  when  I  shall  give  attendance  as 
umpire,  or  second,  on  his  behool" 

"  Satisfaction — and  equal  arms  !"  repeated  Bavenswood,  who,  the 
reader  will  recollect,  had  no  reason  to  suppose  he  had  given  the 
slightest  offence  to  his  late  inmate — "upon  my  word.  Captain 
Craigengelt,  either  you  have  invented  the  most  improbable  falsehood 
that  ever  came  into  the  mind  of  such  a  person,  or  your  morning- 
draught  has  been  somewhat  of  the  strongest  What  could  persuade 
Bucklaw  to  send  me  such  a  message?" 

"  For  that,  sir,"  replied  Craigengelt,  "  I  am  desired  to  refer  you  to 
what,  in  duty  to  my  friend,  I  am  to  term  your  inhospitality  in 
excluding  him  from  your  house,  without  reasons  assigned." 

"  It  is  impossible,"  replied  the  Master ;  "  he  cannot  be  such  a  fool 
as  to  interpret  actual  necessity  as  an  insult  Nor  do  I  believe  that, 
knowing  my  opinion  of  you.  Captain,  he  would  have  employed  the 
services  of  so  slight  and  inconsiderable  a  person  as  yourself  upon  such 
an  errand,  as  I  certainly  could  expect  no  man  of  honour  to  act  with 
you  in  the  office  of  umpire." 

"I  slight  and  inconsiderable!"  said  Craigengelt,  raising  his  voice, 
and  laying  his  hand  on  his  cutlass ;  "  if  it  were  not  that  the  quarrel 
of  my  friend  craves  the  precedence,  and  is  in  dependence  before  my 
own,  I  would  give  you  to  understand " 

'*  I  can  understand  nothing  upon  your  explanation.  Captain  Craig- 
engelt    Be  satisfied  of  that,  and  oblige  me  with  your  departure." 

**  D n !"  muttered  the  bully  ;  "  and  is  this  the  answer  which  I 

am  to  carry  back  to  an  honourable  message  V 
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"  Tell  tlie  Laird  of  BuokUw,"  ouiwered  lUTaturwood,  "  if  yon  are 
rtaily  Bent  by  liini,  that  when  he  aendB  me  his  eaose  of  grievance  by 
a  peraon  fitting  to  cany  anoh  an  emnd  betwixt  him  and  me,  I  will 
either  explain  it  or  maintain  it.* 

"  Then,  Maiter,  you  will  at  leaat  oauee  to  be  retained  to  Hayston, 
by  my  hands,  hii  property  which  is  remaining  in  yoar  posBesgion.'' 

"Whatever  property  Bncklaw  may  have  lelt  behind  him,  ui," 
leplied  the  Uaster,  "ahall  be  letumed  to  him  hj  my  Bervant,  as 


any  credentiala  from  him  which  entitle  yon  ta 

"  Well,  Master,"  neid  Captain  Ciaigengelt,  with  malice  which  even 
his  fear  ot  the  conitequences  conld  not  Buppraai — "yon  have  thia 
morniQ|>  done  me  an  egregious  wrong  and  dighonoor,  but  Tax  more  to 
youiselL  A  caatle  indeed  I"  he  contiiined,  looking  amnnd  him; 
"why,  thia  ia  worse  than  a  coupt-gorge  house,  where  they  receive 
tmreUara  to  phmdei  them  of  theii  property." 
"  Fon  inaolent  laacal,"  laid  tha  Uaatet,  ninng  his  euM^  and 


THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOlt  153 

making  a  grasp  at  the  Captain's  bridle,  ''if  you  do  not  depart  with- 
out uttering  another  syllable,  I  will  batoon  you  to  death  V* 

At  the  motion  of  the  Master  towards  him,  the  bully  turned  so 
rapidly  round,  that  with  some  difficulty  he  escaped  throwing  down 
his  horse,  whose  hoofs  struck  fire  from  the  rocky  pavement  in  every 
direction.  Recovering  him,  however,  with  the  bridle,  he  pushed 
for  the  gate,  and  rode  sharply  back  again  in  the  direction  of  the 
village. 

As  Ravenswood  turned  round  to  leave  the  courtyard  after  this 
dialogue,  he  found  that  the  Lord  Keeper  had  descended  from  the 
hall,  and  witnessed,  though  at  the  distance  prescribed  by  politeness, 
his  interview  with  Craigengelt. 

"  I  have  seen,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  ''  that  gentleman's  face,  and 
at  no  great  distance  of  time— his  name  is  Craig — Craig — something, 
is  it  not?" 

**  Craigengelt  is  the  fellow's  name,''  said  the  Master,  ''at  least  that 
by  which  he  passes  at  present." 

"  Craig-in-guilt,"  said  Caleb,  punning  upon  the  word  craig,  which 
in  Scotch  signifies  throat ;  "  if  he  is  Craig-in-guilt  just  now,  he  is  aa 
likely  to  be  Craig-in-peril  as  ony  chield  I  ever  saw — ^the  loon  has 
woodie  written  on  his  very  visonomy,  and  I  wad  wager  twa  and  a 
plack  that  hemp  plaits  his  cravat  yet." 

"  You  understand  physiognomy,  good  Mr.  Caleb,"  said  the  Keeper, 
smiling;  "I  assure  you  the  gentleman  has  been  near  such  a  oon- 
summation  before  now — for  I  most  distinctly  recollect  that,  upon 
occasion  of  a  journey  which  I  made  about  a  fortnight  ago  to  Edin- 
burgh, I  saw  Mr.  Craigengelt,  or  whatever  is  his  name,  undergo  a 
severe  examination  before  the  Privy  Council." 

"  Upon  what  account  V  said  the  Master  of  I^venswood,  with  some 
interest. 

The  question  led  immediately  to  a  tale  which  the  Lord  Keeper 
had  been  very  anxious  to  introduce,  when  he  could  find  a  graceful 
and  fitting  opportunity.  He  took  hold  of  the  Master's  arm,  and 
led  him  back  towards  the  halL  "The  answer  to  your  question," 
he  said,  "  though  it  is  a  ridiculous  busines,  is  only  fit  for  your  own 
ear." 

As  they  entered  the  hall,  he  again  took  the  Master  apart  into  one 
of  the  recesses  of  the  window,  where  it  will  be  easily  believed  that 
Miss  Ashton  did  not  venture  sgain  to  intrude  upon  their  conference. 
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CHAPTEE     XVII. 

Here  is  a  father  now 
Will  track  his  daughter  for  a  foreign  yenture, 
Make  her  the  stop-gap  to  some  canker'd  fend. 
Or  fling  her  o'er,  like  Jonah,  to  the  fishes, 
To  appease  the  sea  at  highest  Arumynums, 

The  Lord  Keeper  opened  his  discourse  with  an  appearance  of  uncon- 
cern, marking,  however,  very  carefully,  the  effect  of  his  communica- 
tion upon  young  Bavenswood. 

"  You  are  aware,"  he  said,  "  my  young  friend,  that  suspicion  is  the 
natural  vice  of  our  unsettled  times,  and  exposes  the  best  and  wisest 
of  us  to  the  imposition  of  artful  rascals.  If  I  had  been  disposed  to 
listen  to  such  the  other  day,  or  even  if  I  had  been  the  wily  politician 
which  you  have  been  taught  to  believe  me,  you.  Master  of  Ravens- 
wood,  instead  of  being  at  freedom,  and  with  full  liberty  to  solicit  and 
act  against  me  as  you  please,  in  defence  of  what  you  suppose  to  be 
your  rights,  would  have  been  in  the  Castle  of  Edinburgh,  or  some 
other  state  prison ;  or,  if  you  had  escaped  that  destiny,  it  must  have 
been  by  flight  to  a  foreign  country,  and  at  the  risk  of  a  sentence 
of  fugitation." 

"  My  Lord  Keeper,"  said  the  Master,  "  I  think  you  would  not  jest 
on  such  a  subject — ^yet  it  seems  impossible  you  can  be  in  earnest." 

*'  Innocence,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  **  is  also  confident,  and  some- 
times, though  very  excusably,  presumptuously  so." 

*'  I  do  not  understand,"  said  Bavenswood,  **  how  a  consciousness  of 
innocence  can  be,  in  any  case,  accounted  presumptuous." 

"  Imprudent,  at  least,  it  may  be  called,"  said  Sir  William  Ashton, 
'*  since  it  is  apt  to  lead  us  into  the  mistake  of  supposing  that  suf- 
ficiently evident  to  others,  of  which,  in  fact,  we  are  only  conscious 
ourselves.  I  have  known  a  rogue,  for  this  very  reason,  make  a  better 
defence  than  an  innocent  man  could  have  done  in  the  same  circum- 
stances of  suspicion.  Having  no  consciousness  of  innocence  to  support 
him,  such  a  fellow  applies  himself  to  all  the  advantages  which  the 
law  will  afford  him,  and  sometimes  (if  his  counsel  be  men  of  talent) 
succeeds  in  compelling  his  judges  to  receive  him  as  innocent.  I 
remember  the  celebrated  case  of  Sir  Coolie  Condiddle  of  Condiddle, 
who  was  tried  for  theft  under  trust,  of  which  all  the  world  knew  him 
guilty,  and  yet  was  not  only  acquitted,  but  lived  to  sit  in  judgment 
on  honester  folk." 

"Allow  me  to  beg  you  will  return  to  the  point,"  said  the  Master; 
**7i>u  seemed  to  say  that  I  had  suffered  under  some  suspicion." 
^^Suspidon,  Master  I — ^ay,  truly — and  I  can  show  you  the  proofs  of 
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it;  if  I  happen  only  to  have  them  with  me.  Here,  Lockhard.*  His 
attendant  came.  **  Fetch  me  the  little  private  mail  with  the  padlocks 
that  I  recommended  to  your  particular  charge — d'  ye  hear  1 " 

**  Yes,  my  lord.''  Lockhard  vanished ;  and  the  Keeper  continued, 
as  if  half-speaking  to  himself — 

'*  I  think  the  papers  are  with  me — I  think  so,  for  as  I  was  to  be 
in  this  country,  it  was  natural  for  me  to  bring  them  with  me.  I 
have  them,  however,  at  Bavenswood  Castle,  that  I  am  sure  of — so 
perhaps  you  might  condescend ^* 

Here  Lockhard  entered,  and  put  the  leathern  scrutoire,  or  mail- 
box, into  his  hands.  The  Keeper  produced  one  or  two  papers 
respecting  the  information  laid  before  the  Privy  Council  concerning 
the  riot,  as  it  was  termed,  at  the  funeral  of  Allan  Lord  Ravenswood, 
and  the  active  share  he  had  himself  taken  in  quashing  the  proceed- 
ings against  the  Master.  These  documents  had  been  selected  with 
care,  so  as  to  irritate  the  natural  curiosity  of  Eavenswood  upon  such 
a  subject  without  gratifying  it,  yet  to  show  that  Sir  William  Ashton 
had  acted  upon  that  trying  occasion  the  part  of  an  advocate  and 
peacemaker  betwixt  him  and  the  jealous  authorities  of  the  day. 
Having  furnished  his  host  with  such  subjects  for  examination,  the 
Lord  Keeper  went  to  the  breakfast-table,  and  entered  into  light 
conversation,  addressed  partly  to  old  Caleb,  whose  resentment  against 
the  usurper  of  the  Castle  of  Ravenswood  began  to  be  softened  by  his 
familiarity,  and  partly  to  his  daughter. 

After  perusing  these  papers,  the  Master  of  Ravenswood  remained 
for  a  minute  or  two  with  his  hand  pressed  against  his  brow,  in  deep 
and  profound  meditation.  He  then  again  ran  his  eye  hastily  over 
the  papers,  as  if  desirous  of  discovering  in  them  some  deep  purpose, 
or  some  mark  of  fabrication,  which  had  escaped  him  at  first  perusal. 
Apparently  the  second  reading  confirmed  the  opinion  which  had 
pressed  upon  him  at  the  first,  for  he  started  from  the  stone  bench  on 
which  he  was  sitting,  and,  going  to  the  Lord  Keeper,  took  his  hand, 
and,  strongly  pressing  it,  asked  his  pardon  repeatedly  for  the  injustice 
he  had  done  him,  when  it  appeared  he  was  experiencing,  at  his 
hands,  the  benefit  of  protection  to  his  person  and  vindication  to  his 
character. 

The  statesman  received  these  acknowledp;ments  at  first  with  well- 
feigned  surprise,  and  then  with  an  alffectation  of  frank  cordiality. 
The  tears  began  already  to  start  from  Lucy's  blue  eyes  at  viewing 
this  unexpected  and  moving  scene.  To  see  the  Master,  late  so 
haughty  and  reserved,  and  whom  she  had  always  supposed  the 
injured  person,  supplicating  her  father  for  forgiveness,  was  a  chftxi%<i 
at  once  surprising,  flattering,  and  affecting. 
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"Dry  your  eyes,  LUcy,"  said  her  father;  "why  should  you  weep, 
because  your  father,  though  a  lawyer,  is  discovered  to  be  a  fair  and 
honourable  man  1  What  have  you  to  thank  me  for,  my  dear  Master," 
he  continued,  addressing  Bavenswood,  "  that  you  would  not  have 
done  in  my  case  1  ' Suum  cuique  tribmto*  was  the  Boman  justice, 
and  I  learned  it  when  I  studied  Justinian.  Besides,  have  you  not 
overpaid  me  a  thousand  times,  in  saving  the  life  of  this  dear  child  ?" 

*'  Yes,''  answered  the  Master,  in  all  the  remorse  of  self-accusation ; 
'^  but  the  little  service  I  did  was  an  act  of  mere  brutal  instinct ;  yowr 
defence  of  my  cause,  when  you  knew  how  ill  I  thought  of  you,  and 
how  much  I  was  disposed  to  be  your  enemy,  was  an  act  of  generous, 
manly,  and  considerate  wisdom." 

"  Pshaw  ! "  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  "  each  of  us  acted  in  his  own 
way;  you  as  a  gallant  soldier,  I  as  an  upright  judge  and  privy- 
councillor.  We  could  not,  perhaps,  have  changed  parts — at  least  I 
should  have  made  a  very  sorry  Tav/ndor,  and  you,  my  good 
Master,  though  your  cause  is  so  excellent,  might  have  pleaded  it 
perhaps  worse  yourself,  than  I  who  acted  for  you  before  the 
council." 

"My  generous  Mend!"  said  Bavenswood;  and  with  that  brief 
word,  which  the  Keeper  had  often  lavished  upon  him,  but  which  he 
himself  now  pronounced  for  the  first  time,  he  gave  to  his  feudal 
enemy  the  full  confidence  of  a  haughty  but  honourable  heart.  The 
Master  had  been  remarked  among  his  contemporaries  for  sense  and 
acuteness,  as  well  as  for  his  reserved,  pertinacious,  and  irascible 
character.  His  prepossessions  accordingly,  however  obstinate,  were 
of  a  nature  to  give  way  before  love  and  gratitude;  and  the  real  charms 
of  the  daughter,  joined  to  the  supposed  services  of  the  father,  can- 
celled in  his  memory  the  vows  of  vengeance  which  he  had  taken  so 
deeply  on  the  eve  of  his  father's  funeral.  But  they  had  been  heard 
and  registered  in  the  book  of  fate. 

Caleb  was  present  at  this  eztraordinaiy  scene,  and  he  could  con- 
ceive no  other  reason  for  a  proceeding  so  extraordinary  than  an 
alliance  betwixt  the  houses,  and  Bavenswood  Castle  assigned  for  the 
young  lady's  dowry.  As  for  Lucy,  when  Bavenswood  uttered  the 
most  passionate  excuses  for  his  ungrateful  negligence,  she  could  but 
smile  through  her  tears,  and,  as  she  abandoned  her  hand  to  him, 
assured  him,  in  broken  accents,  of  the  delight  with  which  she  beheld 
the  complete  reconciliation  between  her  father  and  her  deliverer. 
Even  the  statesman  was  moved  and  affected  by  the  fiery,  unreserved, 
and  generous  self-abandonment  with  which  the  Master  of  BavenB- 
iFood  renounced  his  feudal  enmity,  and  threw  himself  without 
heaitation  upon  his  forgivenfiaa.    Hit  eyes  glistened  as  he  looked 
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upon  a  oouple  who  were  obvioaaly  becoming  attached,  and  who 
seemed  made  for  each  other.  He  thought  how  high  the  prond  and 
chivalrous  character  of  Ravenswood  might  rise  under  many  circum- 
stances, in  which  he  found  himself  *^  overn^rowed/'  to  use  a  phrase  of 
Spenser,  and  kept  under,  by  his  brief  pedigree  and  timidity  of  dis- 
position. Then  his  daughter — his  favourite  child — his  constant 
playmate — seemed  formed  to  live  happy  in  a  union  with  such  a 
commanding  spirit  as  Ravenswood ;  and  even  the  fine,  delicate, 
fragile  form  of  Lucy  Ashton  seemed  to  require  the  support  of  the 
Master's  muscular  strength  and  masculine  character.  And  it  was  not 
merely  during  a  few  minutes  that  Sir  William  Ashton  looked  upon 
their  marriage  as  a  probable  and  even  desirable  event,  for  a  full  hour 
intervened  ere  his  imagination  was  crossed  by  recollection  of  the 
Master's  poverty  and  the  sure  displeasure  of  Lady  Ashton.  It  is 
certain  that  the  very  unusual  flow  of  kindly  feeling  with  which  the 
Lord  Keeper  had  been  thus  surprised  was  one  of  the  circumstances 
which  gave  much  tacit  encouragement  to  the  attachment  between 
the  Master  and  his  daughter,  and  led  both  the  lovers  distinctly  to 
believe  that  it  was  a  connexion  which  would  be  most  agreeable  to 
him.  He  himself  was  supposed  to  have  admitted  this  in  effect,  when, 
long  after  the  catastrophe  of  their  love,  he  used  to  warn  his  hearers 
against  permitting  their  feelings  to  obtain  an  ascendancy  over  their 
judgment,  and  afi&rm  that  the  greatest  misfortune  of  his  life  was 
owing  to  a  very  temporary  predominance  of  sensibility  over  self- 
interest.  It  must  be  owned,  if  such  was  the  case,  he  was  long  and 
severely  punished  for  an  offence  of  very  brief  duration. 

After  some  pause,  the  Lord  Keeper  resumed  the  conversation. 
^  In  your  surprise  at  finding  me  an  honester  man  than  you  expected, 
you  have  lost  your  curiosity  about  this  Craigengelt,  my  good  Master ; 
and  yet  your  name  was  brought  in,  in  the  course  of  that  matter  too.'* 

"The  scoundrel!"  said  Ravenswood;  "my  connexion  with  him 
was  of  the  most  temporary  nature  possible;  and  yet  I  was  very 
foolish  to  hold  any  communication  with  him  at  all.  What  did  he 
say  of  me  ?  '* 

"Enough,"  said  the  Keeper,  "to  excite  the  very  loyal  terrors  of 
some  of  our  sages,  who  are  for  proceeding  against  men  on  the  mere 
grounds  of  suspicion  or  mercenary  information.  Some  nonsense 
about  your  proposing  to  enter  into  the  service  of  France,  or  of  the 

Pretender,  I  don't  recollect  which,  but  which  the  Marquis  of  A , 

one  of  your  beet  friends,  and  another  person,  whom  some  call  one  of 
your  worst  and  most  interested  enemies,  could  not,  somehow,  be 
brought  to  listen  to." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  my  honourable  friend — and  yeV — ^^«i)KMi^  VJaj^ 
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Lord  Keeper's  hand — ''and  yet  I  am  still  more  obliged  to  my  honour- 
able enemy." 

**Inimicus  cvndoissimus,^  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  returning  the 
pressure ;  "  but  this  gentleman — this  Mr.  Hayston  of  Bucklaw — I  am 
afraid  the  poor  young  man — I  heard  the  fellow  mention  his  name — 
is  under  very  bad  guidance." 

"  He  is  old  enough  to  govern  himself,"  answered  the  Master. 

*'  Old  enough,  perhaps,  but  scarce  wise  enough,  if  he  has  chosen 
this  fellow  for  his  fdtu  Achates.  Why,  he  lodged  an  information 
against  him — ^that  is,  such  a  consequence  might  have  ensued  from 
his  examination,  had  we  not  looked  rather  at  the  character  of  the 
witness  than  the  tenor  of  his  evidence." 

"  Mr.  Hayston  of  Bucklaw,"  said  the  Master,  "  is,  I  believe,  a  most 
honourable  man,  and  capable  of  nothing  that  is  mean  or  disgracefuL" 

'^ Capable  of  much  that  is  unreasonable,  though;  that  you  must 
needs  allow.  Master.  Death  will  soon  put  him  in  possession  of  a  fair 
estate,  if  he  hath  it  not  already;  old  Lady  Gimington — an  excellent 
person,  excepting  that  her  inveterate  ill-nature  rendered  her  intoler- 
able to  the  whole  world — ^is  probably  dead  by  this  time.  Six  heirs 
portioners  have  successively  died  to  make  her  wealthy.  I  know  the 
estates  well ;  they  marchf  with  my  own — a  noble  property." 

"I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  Bavenswood,  "and  should  be  more  so 
were  I  confident  that  Bucklaw  would  change  his  company  and 
habits  with  his  fortunes.  This  appearance  of  Craigengelt,  acting 
in  the  capacity  of  his  friend,  is  a  most  vile  augury  for  his  future 
respectability." 

"  He  is  a  bird  of  evil  omen,  to  be  sure,"  said  the  Keeper,  "  and 
croaks  of  jail  and  gallows-tree.  But  I  see  Mr.  Caleb  grows  impatient 
for  our  return  to  breakfast." 


CHAPTER     XVIII. 

Sir,  stay  at  home  and  take  an  old  man's  counsel ; 

Seek  not  to  bask  you  by  a  stranger's  hearth ; 

Our  own  blue  smoke  is  warmer  than  their  fire. 

Domestic  food  is  wholesome,  though  'tis  homely, 

And  foreign  dainties  poisonous,  though  tasteful. 

T?ie  French  Courtezam,, 
The  Master  of  Bavenswood  took  an  opportunity  to  leave  his  guests 
to  prepare  for  their  departure,  while  he  himself  made  the  brief 
arrangements  necessary  previous  to  his  absence  from  Wolf's  Crag  for 
a  day  or  two.  It  was  necessary  to  communicate  with  Caleb  on  this 
occasion,  and  he  found  that  faithful  servitor  in  his  sooty  and  ruinous 

f  That  is,  they  are  bomided  by  my  own. 
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den,  greatly  delighted  with  the  departure  of  their  visitors,  and  com- 
puting how  long,  with  good  management,  the  provisions  which  had 
been  unexpended  might  furnish  forth  the  Master's  table.  '*  He 's  nae 
belly  god,  that's  ae  blessing;  and  Bucklaw's  gane,  that  could  have 
eaten  a  horse  behind  the  saddle.  Cresses  or  water-purpie,  and  a  bit 
ait-cake,  can  serve  the  Master  for  breakfast  as  weel  as  Caleb.  Then 
for  dinner — there's  no  muckle  left  on  the  spule-bane ;  it  will  brander, 
though — it  will  branderf  very  weeL" 

His  triumphant  calculations  were  interrupted  by  the  Master,  who 
communicated  to  him,  not  without  some  hesitation,  his  purpose  to 
ride  with  the  Lord  Keeper  as  feur  as  Eavenswood  Castle,  and  to 
remain  there  for  a  day  or  two. 

"The  mercy  of  Heaven  forbid  !"  said  the  old  serving-man,  turning 
as  pale  as  the  table-cloth  which  he  was  folding  up. 

"And  why,  Caleb?"  said  his  master,  "why  should  the  mercy  of 
Heaven  forbid  my  returning  the  Lord  Keeper's  visit  ?" 

"  Oh,  sir,"  replied  Caleb — "  Oh,  Mr.  Edgar !  I  am  your  servant,  and 
it  ill  becomes  me  to  speak — but  I  am  an  auld  servant — have  served 
baith  your  father  and  gudesire,  and  mind  to  have  seen  Lord  Randal, 
your  great-grandfather — but  that  was  when  I  was  a  bairn." 

"And  what  of  all  this,  BalderstOne?"  said  the  Master;  "what 
can  it  possibly  have  to  do  with  my  paying  some  ordinary  civility  to 
a  neighbour?" 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Edgar — ^that  is,  my  lord  !"  answered  the  butler,  **  your  ain 
conscience  tells  you  it  isna  for  your  father's  son  to  be  neighbouring 
wi'  the  like  o'  him — it  isna  for  the  credit  of  the  family.  An  he  were 
ance  come  to  terms,  and  to  gie  ye  back  your  ain,  e'en  though  ye  suld 
honour  his  house  wi'  your  alliance,  I  suldna  say  na — for  the  young 
leddy  is  a  winsome  sweet  creature — but  keep  your  ain  state  wi'  them 
— I  ken  the  race  o'  them  weel — they  will  think  the  mair  o'  ye." 

"  Why,  now,  you  go  farther  than  I  do,  Caleb,"  said  the  Master, 
drowning  a  certain  degree  of  consciousness  in  a  forced  laugh ;  you  are 
for  marrying  me  into  a  family  that  you  will  not  allow  me  to  visit — 
how 's  this  ? — and  you  look  as  pale  as  death  besides." 

"  Oh,  sir,"  repeated  Caleb  again,  "  you  would  but  laugh  if  I  tauld 
it ;  but  Thomas  the  Rhymer,  whose  tongue  couldna  be  fause,  spoke 
the  word  of  your  house  that  will  e'en  prove  ower  true  if  you  go  to 
Eavenswood  this  day — 0  that  it  should  e'er  have  been  fulfilled  in  my 
time!" 

"  And  what  is  it,  Caleb?"  said  Ravenswood,  wishing  to  soothe  the 
fears  of  his  old  servant. 

Caleb  replied  "  he  had  never  repeated  the  lines  to  living  mortal — 

tBron. 
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they  were  told  to  him  bj  an  anld  priest  that  had  been  confessor  to 
Lord  Allan's  father  when  the  fieimily  were  catholic  Bat  mony  a 
time,"  he  said,  *^  I  hae  soughed  thae  dark  words  ower  to  mysell,  and, 
well-a-day !  little  did  I  think  of  their  coming  round  this  day.'' 

''  Truce  with  your  nonsense,  and  let  me  hear  the  doggerel  which 
has  put  it  into  your  head,"  said  the  Master,  impatiently. 

With  a  quivering  voice,  and  a  cheek  pale  with  apprehenuon,  Caleb 
faltered  out  the  following  lines  : — 

**  When  the  last  tiaird  of  Ravenswood  to  Savenswood  shall  ride, 
And  woo  a  dead  maiden  to  be  his  bride, 
He  shall  stable  his  steed  in  the  Kelpie's  flow, 
And  his  name  shall  be  lost  for  evermoe  ! " 

"I  know  the  Kelpie's  flow  well  enough,'*  said  the  Master;  "I 
suppose,  at  least,  you  mean  the  quicksand  betwixt  this  tower  and 
Wolf's-hope ;  but  why  any  man  in  his  senses  should  stable  a  steed 
there '' 

**  Oh,  never  speer  onything  about  that,  sir — God  forbid  we  should 
ken  what  the  prophecy  means — but  just  bide  you  at  hame,  and  let 
the  strangers  ride  to  Bavenswood  by  themselves.  We  have  done 
eneugh  for  them ;  and  to  do  mair,  would  be  mair  against  the  credit 
of  the  family  than  in  its  favour." 

"Well,  Caleb,"  said  the  Master,  "I  give  you  the  best  possible 
credit  for  your  good  advice  on  this  occasion ;  but  as  I  do  not  go  to 
Bavenswood  to  seek  a  bride,  dead  or  alive,  I  hope  I  shall  choose  a 
better  stable  for  my  horse  than  the  Kelpie's  quicksand,  and  especially 
as  I  have  always  had  a  particular  dread  of  it  since  the  patrol  of 
dragoons  were  lost  there  ten  years  since.  My  father  and  I  saw  them 
from  the  tower  struggling  against  the  advancing  tide,  and  they  were 
lost  long  before  any  help  could  reach  them." 

^^And  they  deserved  it  weel,  the  southern  loons!"  said  Caleb; 
'^  what  had  they  ado  capering  on  our  sands,  and  hindering  a  wheen 
honest  folk  frae  bringing  on  shore  a  drap  brandy?  I  hae  seen  them 
that  busy  that  I  wad  hae  flred  the  auld  culverin,  or  the  demisaker 
that 's  on  the  south  bartizan  at  them,  only  I  was  feared  they  might 
burst  in  the  ganging  afif." 

Caleb's  brain  was  now  fully  engaged  with  abuse  of  the  English 
soldiery  and  excisemen,  so  that  his  master  found  no  great  difficulty  in 
escaping  from  him  and  rejoining  his  guests.  All  was  now  ready  for 
their  departure ;  and  one  of  the  Lord  Keeper's  grooms  having  saddled 
the  Master's  steed,  they  mounted  in  the  courtyard. 

Caleb  had,  with  much  toil,  opened  the  double  doors  of  the  outward 
gate,  and  thereat  stationed  himself,  endeavouring,  by  the  reverential, 
snd,  at  the  same  time,  consequential  air  which  he  assumed,  to 
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supply,  by  his  own  gaunt,  wasted,  and  thin  person,  the  absence  of  a 
whole  baronial  establishment  of  porters,  warders,  and  liveried  menials. 
The  Keeper  returned  Ms  deep  reverence  with  a  cordial  farewell, 
stooping  at  the  same  time  from  his  horse,  and  sliding  into  the  butler's 
hand  the  remuneration  which  in  those  days  was  always  given  by  a 
departing  guest  to  the  domestics  of  the  family  where  he  had  been 
entertained.  Lucy  smiled  on  the  old  man  with  her  usual  sweetness, 
bade  him  adieu,  and  deposited  her  guerdon  with  a  grace  of  action 
and  a  gentleness  of  accent  which  could  not  have  failed  to  have  won 
the  faithful  retainer's  heart  but  for  Thomas  the  Rhymer  and  the 
successful  lawsuit  against  his  master.  As  it  was,  he  might  have 
adopted  the  language  of  the  Duke  in  As  You  Like  it — 

"Then  wouldst  have  better  pleased  me  with  this  deed, 
If  thou  hadst  told  me  of  another  father." 

Ravenswood  was  at  the  lady's  bridle-rein,  encouraging  her  timidity 
and  guiding  her  horse  carefully  down  the  rocky  path  which  led  to 
the  moor,  when  one  of  the  servants  announced  from  the  rear  that 
Caleb  was  calling  loudly  after  them,  desiring  to  speak  with  his 
master.  Eavenswood  felt  it  would  look  singular  to  neglect  this 
summons,  although  inwardly  cursing  Caleb  for  his  impertinent 
officiousness ;  therefore,  he  was  compelled  to  relinquish  to  Mr.  Lock- 
hard  the  agreeable  duty  in  which  he  was  engaged,  and  to  ride  back 
to  the  gate  of  the  courtyard.  Here  he  was  beginning,  somewhat 
peevishly,  to  ask  Caleb  the  cause  of  his  clamour,  when  the  good  old 
man  exclaimed,  '^ Whisht,  sir!  whisht,  and  let  me  speak  just  ae 
word  that  I  couldna  say  afore  folk — there"  (putting  into  his  lord's 
hand  the  money  he  had  just  received) — "  there 's  three  gowd  pieces — 
and  ye'U  want  sQler  upby  yonder — ^but  stay,  whisht  now!" — for  the 
Master  was  beginning  to  exclaim  against  this  transference — ''never 
Bay  a  word,  but  just  see  to  get  them  changed  in  the  first  town  ye  ride 
through,  for  they  are  bran  new  frae  the  mint,  and  kenspeckle  a  wee 
bit.'' 

''You  forget,  Caleb/'  said  his  master,  striving  to  force  back  the 
money  on  his  servant,  and  extricate  the  bridle  from  his  hold.  '^  You 
forget  that  I  have  some  gold  pieces  left  of  my  own.  Keep  these  to 
yourself^  my  old  friend ;  and,  once  more,  good  day  to  you.  I  assure 
you  I  have  plenty.  You  know  you  have  managed  that  our  living 
should  cost  us  little  or  nothing." 

"Aweel,"  said  Caleb,  "these  will  serve  for  you  another  time;  bat 

see  ye  hae  eneugh,  for,  doubtless,  for  the  credit  of  the  family,  there 

maun  be  some  civility  to  the  servants,  and  ye  maun  hae  something 

to  mak  a  show  with  when  they  say,  Master,  will  you.  \>e.t>  ^  Vst^*^ 
L 
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piece  ?  Then  ye  maun  tak  out  your  purse,  and  say,  I  carena  if  I  do ; 
and  tak  care  no  to  agree  on  the  articles  of  the  wager,  and  just  put 
up  your  purse  again,  and " 

**  This  is  intolerable,  Caleb — I  really  must  be  gone." 

"And  you  will  go,  then?"  said  Caleb,  loosening  his  hold  upon 
the  Mastery's  cloak,  and  changing  his  didactics  into  a  pathetic  and 
mournful  tone.  "  And  you  will  go,  for  a'  I  have  told  you  about  the 
prophecy,  and  the  dead  bride,  and  the  Kelpie's  quicksand  !  Aweel ! 
a  wilful  man  maun  hae  his  way — ^he  that  will  to  Cupar  maun  to 
Cupar.  But  pity  of  your  life,  sir,  if  ye  be  fowling  or  shooting  in  the 
Park — ^beware  of  drinking  at  the  Mermaiden's  well.  He 's  gane  ! 
he 's  down  the  path,  arrow-flight  after  her !  The  head  is  as  clean 
taen  aff  the  Eavenswood  family  this  day  as  I  wad  chap  the  head  aff 
a  sybo !" 

The  old  butler  looked  long  after  his  master,  often  clearing  away 
the  dew  as  it  rose  to  his  eyes,  that  he  might,  as  long  as  possible, 
distinguish  his  stately  form  from  those  of  the  other  horsemen. 
"  Close  to  her  bridle-rein — ^ay,  close  to  her  bridle-rein !  Wisely 
saith  the  holy  man,  '  By  this  also  you  may  know  that  woman  hath 
dominion  over  all  men ;'  and  without  this  lass  would  not  our  ruin 
have  been  a'thegither  fulfilled.'* 

With  a  heart  fraught  with  such  sad  auguries  did  Caleb  return  to 
his  necessary  duties  at  Wolf's  Crag,  as  soon  as  he  could  no  longer 
distinguish  the  object  of  his  anxiety  among  the  group  of  riders, 
which  diminished  in  the  distance. 

In  the  meantime  the  party  pursued  their  route  joyfully.  Having 
once  taken  his  resolution,  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  was  not  of  a 
character  to  hesitate  or  pause  upon  it.  He  abandoned  himself  to 
the  pleasure  he  felt  in  Miss  Ashton's  company,  and  displayed  an 
assiduous  gallantry,  which  approached  as  nearly  to  gaiety  as  the 
temper  of  his  mind  and  state  of  his  family  permitted.  The  Lord 
Keeper  was  much  struck  with  his  depth  of  observation,  and  the 
unusual  improvement  which  he  had  derived  from  his  studies.  Of 
these  accomplishments  Sir  William  Ashton's  profession  and  habits 
of  society  rendered  him  an  excellent  judge ;  and  he  well  knew  how 
to  appreciate  a  quality  to  which  he  himself  was  a  total  stranger — . 
the  brief  and  decided  dauntlessness  of  the  Master  of  Eavenswood's 
disposition,  who  seemed  equally  a  stranger  to  doubt  and  to  fear.  In 
his  heart  the  Lord  Keeper  rejoiced  at  having  conciliated  an  adversary 
so  formidable,  while,  with  a  mixture  of  pleasure  and  anxiety,  he 
anticipated  the  great  things  his  young  companion  might  achieve, 
were  the  breath  of  court-favour  to  fill  his  sails. 

*^  What  could  she  desire,"  he  thought,  his  mind  always  conjuring 
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up  opposition  in  the  person  of  Lady  Ashton  to  his  now  prevailing 
wish — "what  could  a  woman  desire  in  a  match,  more  than  the 
sopiting  of  a  very  dangerous  claim,  and  the  alliance  of  a  son-in-law, 
noble,  brave,  well-gifted,  and  highly  connected — sure  to  float  when- 
ever the  tide  sets  his  way — strong,  exactly  where  we  are  weak,  in 
pedigree  and  in  the  temper  of  a  swordsman  1  Sure  no  reasonable 
woman  would  hesitate.  But,  alas  !"  Here  his  argument  was  stopped 
by  the  consciousness  that  Lady  Ashton  was  not  always  reasonable,  in 
his  sense  of  the  word.  "To  prefer  some  clownish  Merse  laird  tp 
the  gallant  young  nobleman,  and  to  the  secure  possession  of  Eavens- 
wood  upon  terms  of  easy  compromise  —  it  would  be  the  act  of  a 
madwoman!'' 

Thus  pondered  the  veteran  politician  until  they  reached  Bittle- 
brains'  House,  where  it  had  been  previously  settled  they  were  to 
dine  and  repose  themselves,  and  prosecute  their  journey  in  the 
afternoon." 

They  were  received  with  an  excess  of  hospitality ;  and  the  most 
marked  attention  was  offered  to  the  Master  of  Eavenswood,  in 
particular,  by  their  noble  entertainers.  The  truth  was,  that  Lord 
Bittlebrains  had  obtained  his  peerage  by  a  good  deal  of  plausibility, 
an  art  of  building  up  a  character  for  wisdom  upon  a  very  trite  style 
of  commonplace  eloquence,  a  steady  observation  of  the  changes  of  the 
times,  and  the  power  of  rendering  certain  political  services  to  those 
who  could  best  reward  them.  His  lady  and  he  not  feeling  quite 
easy  under  their  new  honours,  to  which  use  had  not  adapted  their 
feelings,  were  very  desirous  to  procure  the  fraternal  countenance  of 
those  who  were  bom  denizens  of  the  regions  into  which  they  had 
been  exalted  from  a  lower  sphere.  The  extreme  attention  which 
they  paid  to  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  had  its  usual  effect  in 
exalting  his  importance  in  the  eyes  of  the  Lord  Keeper,  who, 
although  he  had  a  reasonable  degree  of  contempt  for  Lord  Bittle- 
brains' general  parts,  entertained  a  high  opinion  of  the  acuteness  of 
his  judgment  in  all  matters  of  self-interest. 

''  I  wish  Lady  Ashton  had  seen  this,"  was  his  internal  reflection ; 
"  no  man  knows  so  well  as  Bittlebrains  on  which  side  his  bread  is 
buttered ;  and  he  fawns  on  the  Master  like  a  beggar's  messan  on  a 
cook.  And  my  lady,  too,  bringing  forward  her  beetle-browed  misses 
to  skirl  and  play  upon  the  virginals,  as  if  she  said  pick  and  choose. 
They  are  no  more  comparable  to  Lucy  than  an  owl  is  to  a  cygnet, 
and  so  they  may  carry  their  black  brows  to  a  further  market." 

The  entertainment  being  ended,  our  travellers,  who  had  still  to 
measure  the  longest  part  of  their  journey,  resumed  their  horses  ;  and 
after  the  Lord  Keeper,  the  Master^  and  the  domQ&\ic;&  W^  ^£V);x^ 
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d/ick^'iiird(yrrock,  or  the  stirrup-cup,  in  the  liquors  adapted  to  their 
various  ranks,  the  cavalcade  resumed  its  progress. 

It  was  dark  by  the  time  they  entered  the  avenue  of  Ravenswood 
Castle,  a  long  straight  line  leading  directly  to  the  front  of  the  house, 
flanked  with  huge  elm  trees,  which  sighed  to  the  night-wind,  as  if 
they  compassionated  the  heir  of  their  ancient  proprietors,  who  now 
returned  to  their  shades  in  the  society,  and  almost  in  the  retinue,  of 
their  new  master.  Some  feelings  of  the  same  kind  oppressed  the 
mind  of  the  Master  himself.  He  gradually  became  silent,  and 
dropped  a  little  behind  the  lady,  at  whose  bridle-rein  he  had 
hitherto  waited  with  such  devotion.  He  well  recollected  the  period 
when,  at  the  same  hour  in  the  evening,  he  had  accompanied  his 
father  as  that  nobleman  left,  never  again  to  return  to  it,  the  mansion 
from  which  he  derived  his  name  and  title.  The  extensive  front  of 
the  old  castle,  on  which  he  remembered  having  often  looked  back, 
was  then  "  as  black  as  mourning  weed."  The  same  front  now  glanced 
with  many  lights,  some  throwing  far  forward  into  the  night  a  fixed 
and  stationary  blaze,  and  others  hurrying  from  one  window  to 
another,  intimating  the  bustle  and  busy  preparations  preceding  their 
arrival,  which  had  been  intimated  by  an  avant-courier.  The  con- 
trast pressed  so  strongly  upon  the  Master's  heart,  as  to  awaken  some 
of  the  sterner  feelings  with  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  regard 
the  new  lord  of  his  paternal  domain,  and  to  impress  his  countenance 
with  an  air  of  severe  gravity,  when,  alighted  from  his  horse,  he  stood 
in  the  hall  no  longer  his  own,  surrounded  by  the  numerous  menials 
of  its  present  owner. 

The  Lord  Keeper,  when  about  to  welcome  him  with  the  cordiality 
which  their  late  intercourse  seemed  to  render  proper,  became  aware 
of  the  change,  refrained  from  his  purpose,  and  only  intimated  the 
ceremony  of  reception  by  a  deep  reverence  to  his  guest,  seeming  thus 
delicately  to  share  the  feelings  which  predominated  on  his  brow. 

Two  upper  domestics,  bearing  each  a  huge  pair  of  silver  candle- 
sticks, now  marshalled  the  company  into  a  large  saloon,  or  with- 
drawing-room,  where  new  alterations  impressed  upon  Ravenswood 
the  superior  wealth  of  the  present  inhabitants  of  the  castle.  The 
mouldering  tapestry,  which,  in  his  father's  time,  had  half  covered  the 
walls  of  this  stately  apartment  and  half  streamed  from  them  in  tatters, 
had  given  place  to  a  complete  finishing  of  wainscot,  the  cornice  of 
which,  as  well  as  the  frames  of  the  various  compartments,  were 
ornamented  with  festoons  of  flowers  and  with  birds,  which,  though 
carved  in  oak,  seemed,  such  was  the  art  of  the  chisel,  actually  to 
swell  their  throats,  and  flutter  their  wings.  Several  old  family 
portrtdta  of  armed  heroes  of  the  house  of  Ravenswood,  together  witii 
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8  suit  or  two  of  old  armour,  and  some  military  weapons,  had  given 
place  to  those  of  King  William  and  Queen  Mary,  of  Sir  Thomas 
Hope  and  Lord  Stair,  two  distinguished  Scottish  lawyers.  The 
pictures  of  the  Lord  Keeper's  father  and  mother  were  also  to  be 
seen ;  the  latter,  sour,  shrewish,  and  solemn,  in  her  black  hood  and 
close  pinners,  with  a  book  of  devotion  in  her  hand;  the  former, 
exhibiting  beneath  a  black  silk  Geneva  cowl,  or  skull-cap,  which 
sat  as  close  to  the  head  as  if  it  had  been  shaven,  a  pinched,  peevish, 
puritanical  set  of  features,  terminating  in  a  hungry,  reddish,  peaked 
beard,  forming  on  the  whole  a  countenance,  in  the  expression  of 
which  the  hypocrite  seemed  to  contend  with  the  miser  and  the 
knave.  And  it  is  to  make  room  for  such  scarecrows  as  these,  thought 
Bavenswood,  that  my  ancestors  have  been  torn  down  from  the  walls 
which  they  erected !  He  looked  at  them  again,  and,  as  he  looked, 
the  recollection  of  Lucy  Ashton  (for  she  had  not  entered  the  apart- 
ment with  them)  seemed  less  lively  in  his  imagination.  There  were 
also  two  or  three  Dutch  drolleries,  as  the  pictures  of  Ostade  and 
Teniers  were  then  termed,  with  one  good  painting  of  the  Italian 
school.  There  was,  besides,  a  noble  full-length  of  the  Lord  Keeper 
in  his  robes  of  office,  placed  beside  his  lady  in  silk  and  ermine,  a 
haughty  beauty,  bearing  in  her  looks  all  the  pride  of  the  House  of 
Douglas,  from  which  she  was  descended.  The  painter,  notwith- 
standing his  skill,  overcome  by  the  reality,  or,  perhaps,  from  a 
suppressed  sense  of  humour,  had  not  been  able  to  give  the  husband 
on  the  canvas  that  air  of  awful  rule  and  right  supremacy  which 
indicates  the  full  possession  of  domestic  authority.  It  was  obvious, 
at  the  first  glance,  that,  despite  mace  and  gold  frogs,  the  Lord  Keeper 
was  somewhat  henpecked.  The  floor  of  this  fine  saloon  was  laid 
with  rich  carpets,  huge  fires  blazed  in  the  double  chimneys,  and  ten 
silver  sconces,  reflecting  with  their  bright  plates  the  lights  which  they 
supported,  made  the  whole  seem  as  brilliant  as  day. 

"Would  you  choose  any  refreshment,  Master]"  said  Sir  William 
Ashton,  not  unwilling  to  break  the  awkward  silence. 

He  received  no  answer,  the  Master  being  so  busily  engaged  in 
marking  the  various  changes  which  had  taken  place  in  the  apartment 
that  he  hardly  heard  the  Lord  Keeper  address  him.  A  repetition  of 
the  oflfer  of  refreshment,  with  the  addition  that  the  family  meal 
would  be  presently  ready,  compelled  his  attention,  and  reminded  him 
that  he  acted  a  weak,  perhaps  even  a  ridiculous  part,  in  suffering 
himself  to  be  overcome  by  the  circumstances  in  which  he  found  him- 
sell  He  compelled  himself,  therefore,  to  enter  into  conversation 
with  Sir  William  Ashton,  with  as  much  appearance  of  indiffere\iR.^  ^& 
he  could  well  command. 
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**  You  will  not  be  Buiprised,  Sir  William,  that  I  am  interested  in 
the  changes  you  have  made  for  the  better  in  this  apartment.  In  my 
fiEUiher's  time,  after  our  misfortunes  compelled  him  to  live  in  retire- 
ment, it  was  little  used,  except  by  me  as  a  playroom,  when  the 
weather  would  not  permit  me  to  go  abroad.  In  that  recess  was  my 
little  workshop,  where  I  treasured  the  few  carpenter's  tools  which  old 
Caleb  procured  for  me,  and  taught  me  how  to  use — ^there,  in  yonder 
comer,  under  that  handsome  silver  sconce,  I  kept  my  fishing-rods 
and  hunting  poles,  bows  and  arrows." 

"  I  have  a  young  birkie,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  willing  to  change 
the  tone  of  the  conversation,  **  of  much  the  same  turn — he  is  never 
happy,  save  when  he  is  in  the  field — I  wonder  he  is  not  here.  Here, 
Lockhard — send  William  Shaw  for  Mr.  Henry — I  suppose  he  is,  as 
usual,  tied  to  Lucy's  apron-string — that  foolish  girl,  Master,  draws 
the  whole  family  after  her  at  her  pleasure.'' 

Even  this  allusion  to  his  daughter,  though  artfully  thrown  out,  did 
not  recall  Ravenswood  from  his  own  topic 

**  We  were  obliged  to  leave,"  he  said,  "  some  armour  and  portraits 
in  this  apartment — may  I  ask  where  they  have  been  removed  to?" 

"Why,"  answered  the  Keeper,  with  some  hesitation,  "the  room 
was  fitted  up  in  our  absence — and  cedcmt  arma  toga  is  the  maxim  of 
lawyers,  you  know — I  am  atraid  it  has  been  here  somewhat  too 
literally  complied  with.  I  hope — I  believe  they  are  safe — I  am  sure  I 
gave  orders — may  I  hope  that  when  they  are  recovered,  and  put  in 
proper  order,  you  wiU  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  them  at  my  hand, 
as  an  atonement  for  their  accidental  derangement?" 

The  Master  of  Eavenswood  bowed  stiffly,  and,  with  folded  armsy 
again  resumed  his  survey  of  the  room. 

Henry,  a  spoilt  boy  of  fifteen,  burst  into  the  room,  and  ran  up  to 
his  father.  "  Think  of  Lucy,  papa ;  she  has  come  home  so  cross  and 
so  fractious  that  she  will  not  go  down  to  the  stable  to  see  my  new 
pony,  that  Bob  Wilson  brought  from  the  Mull  of  Galloway." 

"  I  think  you  were  very  unreasonable  to  ask  her,"  said  the  Keeper. 

*'Then  you  are  as  cross  as  she  is,"  answered  the  boy;  "but  when 
mamma  comes  home,  she'll  claw  up  both  your  mittens." 

"  Hush  your  impertinence,  you  little  forward  imp !"  said  his  father  ; 
"  where  is  your  tutor  1 " 

"  Gone  to  a  wedding  at  Dunbar — I  hope  he  '11  get  a  haggis  to  his 
dinner;"  and  he  began  to  sing  the  old  Scottish  song, 

"  There  was  a  haggis  in  Dunbar, 

Fal  de  ral,  &c. 
Mony  better  and  few  waur, 

Fal  de  ral,  kc" 
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"  I  am  much  obliged  to  Mr.  Cordery  for  his  attentions,''  said  the 
Lord  Keeper ;  '^  and  pray  who  has  had  the  charge  of  you  while  I  was 
away,  Mr.  Henry?" 

"  Norman  and  Bob  Wilson — forby  my  own  self." 

"A  groom  and  a  gamekeeper,  and  your  own  silly  self — ^proper 
guardians  for  a  young  advocate  1  Why,  you  will  never  know  any 
statutes  but  those  against  shooting  red-deer,  killing  salmon, 
and '' 

^'And  speaking  oi  red-game,"  said  the  young  scapegrace,  inteiy 
rupting  his  father  without  scruple  or  hesitation,  '^  Norman  has  shot 
a  buck,  and  I  showed  the  branches  to  Lucy,  and  she  says  they  have 
but  eight  tynes;  and  she  says  that  you  killed  a  deer  with  Lord 
Bittlebrains'  hounds,  when  you  were  west  away,  and,  do  you  know, 
she  says  it  had  ten  tynes — ^is  it  true?" 

**  It  may  have  had  twenty,  Henry,  for  what  I  know ;  but  if  you  go 
to  that  gentleman,  he  can  tell  you  all  about  it.  Go  speak  to  him, 
Henry — it  is  the  Master  of  Kavenswood." 

While  they  conversed  thus,  the  father  and  son  were  standing  by 
the  fire ;  and  the  Master  having  walked  towar4s  the  upper  end  of  the 
apartment,  stood  with  his  back  towards  them,  apparently  engaged  in 
examining  one  of  the  paintings.  The  boy  ran  up  to  him,  and  pulled 
him  by  the  skirt  of  the  coat  with  the  freedom  of  a  spoilt  child, 

saying,  "I'say,  sir — ^if  you  please  to  tell  me" but  when  the 

Master  turned  round,  and  Henry  saw  his  face,  he  became  suddenly 
and  totally  disconcerted — ^walked  two  or  three  steps  backward,  and 
still  gazed  on  Bavenswood  with  an  air  of  fear  and  wonder,  which  had 
totally  banished  from  his  features  their  usual  expression  of  pert 
vivacity. 

'*  Come  to  me,  young  gentleman,"  said  the  Master, ''  and  I  will  tell 
you  all  I  know  about  the  hunt." 

*^Go  to  the  gentleman,  Henry,"  said  his  father;  "you  are  not 
used  to  be  so  shy." 

But  neither  invitation  nor  exhortation  had  any  effect  on  the  boy. 
On  the  contrary,  he  turned  round  as  soon  as  he  had  completed  his 
survey  of  the  Master,  and  walking  as  cautiously  as  if  he  had  been 
treading  upon  eggs,  he  glided  back  to  his  father,  and  pressed  as  close 
to  him  as  possible.  Bavenswood,  to  avoid  hearing  the  dispute 
betwixt  the  father  and  the  over-indulged  boy,  thought  it  most  polite 
to  turn  his  face  once  more  towards  the  pictures,  and  pay  no  attention 
to  what  they  said. 

"Why  do  you  not  speak  to  the  Master,  you  little  fool?"  said  the 
Lord  Keeper. 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Henry,  in  a  very  low  tone  oi  'voi^ie. 
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"Afraid,  jaaffooM  1"  aaid  hie  &ther,  givii^  him  a  alight  lihftkeby 
the  collar — "  what  makea  70a  ainid  ]" 

"What  makes  him  so  like  Che  picture  of  Sir  Malise  Bavenswood, 
then  1"  Hflid  the  boy,  whispering, 

"What  pictoie,  yon  natural )"  said  his  lather.  "I  used  to  think 
jon  only  a  ecapegrace,  bat  I  believe  yon  will  turn  out  a  bom  idiot." 

"  I  tell  you  it  is  the  picture  of  old  Maliee  of  Bavenswood,  and  he 
is  es  like  it  as  if  he  had  loupen  out  of  the  canvaa ;  and  it  is  up  in  the 
old  Baron'a  hall  that  the  maids  launder  the  clothes  in,  and  it  has 
armour,  and  not  a  coat  like  the  gentleman — and  he  has  not  a  beard 
and  whiskers  like  the  picture— and  it  has  another  kind  of  thing 
about  the  throM,  and  no  hand-strings  as  he  has— and ^ 


"  And  why  ahonld  not  the  gentleman  be  like  his  ancestor,  you  eiUy 
boyi"  said  the  Lord  Keeper. 

"  Ay ;  hut  if  he  ia  come  to  chase  us  all  out  of  the  caatle,"  laid  the 
boy,  "  and  has  twenty  men  at  his  back  in  disguiae — and  ia  come  to 
say,  with  a  hollow  voice,  I  bid*  my  timt — and  ia  to  kill  you  on  the 
health  as  Maliaa  did  the  other  man,  and  whose  blood  ia  atill  to  be 

"Hush!  nonsense!"  aaid  the  Lord  Keeper,  not  himself  much 
pleased  to  hear  these  disagreeable  coincidences  forced  on  hia  notice. 
"Maater,  here  comes  Lockhaid  to  say  supper  is  eeived." 
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Andy  at  the  same  instant.  Lacy  entered  at  another  door,  having 
changed  her  dress  since  her  return.  The  exquisite  feminine  beautj 
of  her  countenance,  now  shaded  only  by  a  profusion  of  sunny  tresses ; 
the  sylph-like  form  disencumbered  of  her  heavy  riding-skirt,  and 
mantled  in  azure  silk ;  the  grace  of  her  manner  and  of  her  smile, 
cleared,  with  a  celerity  which  surprised  the  Master  himself  all  the 
gloomy  and  unfEivourable  thoughts  which  had  for  some  time  over- 
clouded his  fancy.  In  those  features,  so  simply  sweet,  he  could  trace 
no  alliance  with  the  pinched  visage  of  the  peak-bearded,  black- 
capped  puritan,  or  his  starched  withered  spouse,  with  the  craft 
expressed  in  the  Lord  Keeper's  countenance,  or  the  haughtiness 
which  predominated  in  that  of  his  lady;  and,  while  he  gazed  on 
Lucy  Afihton,  she  seemed  to  be  an  angel  descended  on  earth,  unallied 
to  the  coarser  mortals  among  whom  she  deigned  to  dwell  for  a  season. 
Such  is  the  power  of  beauty  over  a  youthful  and  enthusiastic  fancy. 


CHAPTEE    XIX. 


I  do  too  ill  in  this, 


And  must  not  think  but  that  a  parent's  plaint 
Will  move  the  heavens  to  pour  forth  misery 
Upon  the  head  of  disobediency. 
Tet  reason  tells  us,  parents  are  o'erseen, 
When  with  too  strict  a  rein  they  do  hold  in 
Their  child's  affection,  and  control  that  love, 
Which  the  high  powers  divine  inspire  them  with. 

The  Hog  hath  lost  his  Pearl, 

The  feast  of  Bavenswood  Castle  was  as  remarkable  for  its  profusion 
as  that  of  Wolf's  Crag  had  been  for  its  ill-veiled  penury.  The  Lord 
Keeper  might  feel  internal  pride  at  the  contrast,  but  he  had  too  much 
tact  to  suffer  it  to  appear.  On  the  contrary,  he  seemed  to  remember 
with  pleasure  what  he  called  Mr.  Balderston's  bachelor's  meal,  and 
to  be  rather  disgusted  than  pleased  with  the  display  upon  his  own 
groaning  board. 

*'  We  do  these  things,"  he  said,  '^  because  others  do  them — ^but  I 
was  bred  a  plain  man  at  my  father's  frugal  table,  and  I  should  like 
well  would  my  wife  and  family  permit  me  to  return  to  my  sowens 
and  my  poor-man-of-mutton."  * 

This  was  a  little  overstretched.  The  Master  only  answered,  '^  That 
different  ranks — I  mean,"  said  he,  correcting  himself,  ^*  different 
degrees  of  wealth  require  a  different  style  of  house-keeping." 

This  dry  remark  put  a  stop  to  further  convexaaXion  on  >uti!&  «?qX:»\^^N.> 


170  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 

nor  is  it  necessary  to  record  that  which  was  substituted  in  its  place. 
The  evening  was  spent  with  freedom,  and  even  cordiality ;  and 
Henry  had  so  far  overcome  his  first  apprehensions,  that  he  had 
settled  a  party  for  coursing  a  stag  with  the  representative  and  living 
resemblance  of  grim  Sir  Malise  of  Bavenswood,  called  the  Revenger. 
The  next  morning  was  the  appointed  time.  It  rose  upon  active 
sportsmen  and  successful  sport  The  banquet  came  in  course ;  and  a 
pressing  invitation  to  tarry  yet  another  day  was  given  and  accepted. 
This  Eavenswood  had  resolved  should  be  the  last  of  his  stay ;  but  he 
recollected  he  had  not  yet  visited  the  ancient  and  devoted  servant  of 
his  house,  old  Alice,  and  it  was  but  kind  to  dedicate  one  morning  to 
the  gratification  of  so  ancient  an  adherent. 

To  visit  Alice,  therefore,  a  day  was  devoted,  and  Lucy  was  the 
Master's  guide  upon  the  way.  Benry,  it  is  true,  accompanied  them, 
and  took  from  their  walk  the  air  of  a  tSte-d-tite,  while,  in  reality,  it 
was  little  else,  considering  the  variety  of  circumstances  which 
occurred  to  prevent  the  boy  from  giving  the  least  attention  to  what 
passed  between  his  companions.  Now  a  rook  settled  on  a  branch 
within  shot — anon  a  hare  crossed  their  path,  and  Henry  and  his  grey- 
hound went  astray  in  pursuit  of  it — ^then  he  had  to  hold  a  lone 
conversation  with  the  forester,  which  detained  him  a  while  hehind 
his  companions — and  again  he  went  to  examine  the  earth  of  a  badger, 
which  carried  him  on  a  good  way  before  them. 

The  conversation  betwixt  the  Master  and  his  sister,  meanwhile, 
took  an  interesting,  and  almost  a  confidential  turn.  She  could  not 
help  mentioning  her  sense  of  the  pain  he  must  feel  in  visiting 
scenes  so  well  known  to  him,  bearing  now  an  aspect  so  different ; 
and  so  gently  was  her  sympathy  expressed,  that  Eavenswood  felt  it 
for  a  moment  as  a  full  requital  of  all  his  misfortunes.  Some  such 
sentiment  escaped  him,  which  Lucy  heard  with  more  of  confusion 
than  displeasure;  and  she  may  be  forgiven  the  imprudence  of 
listening  to  such  language,  considering  that  the  situation  in  which 
she  was  placed  by  her  father  seeiiied  to  authorise  Eavenswood  to 
use  it.  Yet  she  made  an  effort  to  turn  the  conversation,  and  she 
succeeded ;  for  the  Master  also  had  advanced  farther  than  he 
intended,  and  his  conscience  had  instantly  checked  him  when  he 
found  himself  on  the  verge  of  speaking  of  love  to  the  daughter  of 
Sir  William  Ashton. 

They  now  approached  the  hut  of  old  Alice,  which  had  ot  late 

been  rendered  more  comfortable,  and  presented  an  appearance  leas 

picturesque,  perhaps,  but  far  neater  than  before.     The  old  woman 

was  on  her  accustomed  seat  beneath  the  weeping  birch,  basking,  with 

the  listless  enjoyment  of  age  and  infirmity,  in  the  beams  of  the 
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autumn  eun.  At  the  arrival  of  her  visitors  she  turned  her  head 
towards  them.  "  I  hear  your  step,  Miss  Ashton/*  she  said,  "  but  the 
gentleman  who  attends  you  is  not  my  lord,  your  father." 

"  And  why  should  you  think  so,  Alice  V*  said  Lucy ;  "  or  how  is 
it  possible  for  you  to  judge  so  accurately  by  the  sound  of  a  step,  on 
this  firm  earth,  and  in  the  open  air  ]'' 

''My  hearing,  my  child,  has  been  sharpened  by  my  blindness, 
and  I  can  now  draw  conclusions  from  the  slightest  sounds,  which 
formerly  reached  my  ears  as  unheeded  as  they  now  approach  yours. 
Necessity  is  a  stem,  but  an  excellent  schoolmistress,  and  she  that 
has  lost  her  sight  must  collect  her  information  from  other 
sources.'* 

"Well,  you  hear  a  man's  step,  I  grant  it,"  said  Lucy;  "but  why, 
Alice,  may  it  not  be  my  father's?" 

"  The  pace  of  age,  my  love,  is  timid  and  cautious — ^the  foot  takes 
leave  of  the  earth  slowly,  and  is  planted  down  upon  it  with  hesita- 
tion ;  it  is  the  hasty  and  determined  step  of  youth  that  I  now  hear, 
and — could  I  give  credit  to  so  strange  a  thought — I  should  say  it  was 
the  step  of  a  Kavenswood." 

"  This  is  indeed,"  said  Bavenswood,  "  an  acut^ness  of  organ  which 
I  could  not  have  credited  had  I  not  witnessed  it.  I  am  indeed  the 
Master  of  Eavenswood,  Alice — the  son  of  your  old  master." 

"You?"  said  the  old  woman,  with  almost  a  scream  of  surprise — 
"you  the  Master  of  Ravenswood — here — ^in  this  place,  and  thus 
accompanied? — I  cannot  believe  it.  Let  me  pass  my  old  hand  over 
your  face,  that  my  touch  may  bear  witness  to  my  ears." 

The  Master  sat  down  beside  her  on  the  earthen  bank,  and  per- 
mitted her  to  touch  his  features  with  her  trembling  hand. 

"It  is  indeed!"  she  said,  "it  is  the  features  as  well  as  the  voice 
of  Bavenswood — the  high  lines  of  pride,  as  well  as  the  bold  and 
haughty  tone.  But  what  do  you  here,  Master  of  Bavenswood? — 
what  do  you  in  your  enemy's  domain,  and  in  company  with  his 
child  ?" 

As  old  Alice  spoke,  her  face  kindled,  as  probably  that  of  an 
ancient  feudal  vassal  might  have  done,  in  whose  presence  his  youth- 
ful liege-lord  had  showed  some  symptom  of  degenerating  from  the 
spirit  of  his  ancestors. 

"  The  Master  of  Bavenswood,"  said  Lucy,  who  liked  not  the  tone 
of  this  expostulation,  and  was  desirous  to  abridge  it,  "is  upon  a  visit 
to  my  father." 

"  Indeed!"  said  the  old  woman,  in  an  accent  of  surprise. 

"  I  knew,"  continued  Lucy,  "  I  should  do  him  a  pleasure  by  con- 
ducting him  to  your  cottage." 


ITS  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 

*' Where,  to  lay  tlie  trath,  Alice/'  said  Ravenswood,  **  I  expected  a 
more  cordial  reception." 

''It  is  most  wonderful  1''  said  the  old  woman,  muttering  to  her* 
self;  ''but  the  ways  of  Heayen  are  not  like  our  ways,  and  its  judg- 
ments are  brought  about  by  means  far  beyond  our  fathoming. 
Hearken,  young  man,"  she  said ;  ''  your  fathers  were  implacable,  but 
they  were  honourable  foes ;  they  sought  not  to  ruin  their  enemies 
tinder  the  mask  of  hospitality.  What  have  you  to  do  with  Lucy 
Ashton  ?— why  shonld  your  footsteps  move  in  the  same  footpath  with 
hers  ? — ^why  should  yonr  voice  sound  in  the  same  chord  and  time 
with  those  of  Sir  William  Ashton's  daughter  ?  Young  man,  he  who 
aims  at  revenge  by  dishonourable  means " 

''Be  silent,  woman  1"  said  Bavenswood,  sternly;  "is  it  the  devil 
that  prompts  your  voice  ?  Know  that  this  young  lady  has  not  on 
earth  a  friend  who  would  venture  feurther  to  save  her  from  injury  or 
from  insult" 

"And  is  it  even  so?"  said  the  old  woman,  in  an  altered  but 
melancholy  tone.    "  Then  God  help  you  both ! " 

"Amen !  Alice,"  said  Lucy,  who  had  not  comprehended  the  im- 
port of  what  the  blind  woman  had  hinted,  "and  send  you  your 
senses,  Alice,  and  your  good-humour.  If  you  hold  this  mysterious 
language,  instead  of  welcoming  your  friends,  they  will  think  of  you 
as  other  people  do."    . 

"  And  how  do  other  people  think  V*  said  Bavenswood,  for  he  also 
began  to  believe  the  old  woman  spoke  with  incoherence. 

"  They  think,"  said  Henry  Ashton,  who  came  up  at  that  moment, 
and  whispered  into  Bavenswood's  ear,  "that  she  is  a  witch,  that 
should  have  been  burned  with  them  that  suffered  at  Hadding- 
ton." 

"What  is  that  you  say  ?"  said  Alice,  turning  towards  the  boy,  her 
sightless  visage  inflamed  with  passion  ;  "that  I  am  a  witch,  and 
ought  to  have  suffered  with  the  helpless  old  wretches  who  were 
murdered  at  Haddington  V 

"  Hear  to  that  now,"  again  whispered  Henry,  and  me  whispering 
lower  than  a  wren  cheeps  !" 

"  If  the  usurer,  and  the  oppressor,  and  the  grinder  of  the  poor  man's 
face,  and  the  remover  of  ancient  landmarks,  and  the  subverter  of 
ancient  houses,  were  at  the  same  stake  with  me,  I  could  say,  light  the 
fire,  in  God's  name  !" 

"  This  is  dreadful,"  said  Lucy ;  "  I  have  never  seen  the  poor 

deserted  woman  in  this  state  of  mind  ;  but  age  and  poverty  can  ill 

bear  reproach.     Come,  Henry,  we  will  leave  her  for  the  present — 

she  whbes  to  speak  with  the  Maater  alone.  We  will  walk  homeward, 
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and  rest  us,"  she  added,  looking  at  Bavenswood,  **  by  the  Mermaiden's 
Well" 

''  And  Alice/'  said  the  boy,  **  if  you  know  of  any  hare  that  comes 
through  among  the  deer,  and  makes  them  drop  their  calves  out  of 
season,  you  may  tell  her,  with  my  compliments  to  command,  that  if 
Norman  has  not  got  a  silver  bullet  ready  for  her,  Til  lend  him  one  of 
my  doublet-buttons  on  purpose." 

Alice  made  no  answer  till  she  was  aware  that  the  sister  and  brother 
were  out  of  hearing.  She  then  said  to  Kavenswood,  '*  And  you,  too, 
are  angry  with  me  for  my  love  ? — it  is  just  that  strangers  should  be 
offended,  but  you,  too,  are  angry." 

'^  I  am  not  angry,  Alice/'  said  the  Master,  ''only  surprised  that  you, 
whose  good  sense  I  have  heard  so  often  praised,  should  give  way  to 
offensive  and  unfounded  suspicions." 

*'  Offensive  ?"  said  Alice  ;  "  ay,  truth  is  ever  offensive — but,  surely, 
not  unfounded." 

"  I  tell  you,  dame,  most  groundless,"  replied  Bavenswood. 

''Then  the  world  has  changed  its  wont,  and  the  Ravenswoods 
their  hereditary  temper,  and  the  eyes  of  Old  Alice's  understanding 
are  yet  more  blind  than  those  of  her  countenance.  When  did  a 
Bavenswood  seek  the  house  of  his  enemy,  but  with  the  purpose  of 
revenge  ] — and  hither  are  you  come,  Edgar  Bavenswood,  either  in 
fatal  anger,  or  in  still  more  fatal  love." 

**In  neither,"  said  Bavenswood,  "I  give  you  mine  honour — I 
mean,  I  assure  you." 

Alice  could  not  see  his  blushing  cheek,  but  she  noticed  his  hesita- 
tion, and  that  he  retracted  the  pledge  which  he  seemed  at  first 
disposed  to  attach  to  his  denial. 

**  It  is  so,  then,"  she  said,  '*  and  therefore  she  is  to  tarry  by  the 
Mermaiden's  Weill  Often  has  it  been  called  a  place  fatal  to  the 
race  of  Bavenswood— often  has  it  proved  so— but  never  was  it  likely 
to  verify  old  sayings  as  much  as  on  this  day." 

'*  You  drive  me  to  madness,  Alice,"  said  Bavenswood ;  "  you  are 
more  silly  and  more  superstitious  than  old  Balderston.  Are  you 
such  a  wretched  Christian  as  to  suppose  I  would  in  the  present  day 
levy  war  against  the  Ashton  family,  as  was  the  sanguinary  custom  in 
elder  times  ?  or  do  you  suppose  me  so  foolish,  that  I  cannot  walk  by 
a  young  lady's  side  without  plunging  headlong  in  love  with  her  ? " 

"My  thoughts,"  replied  Alice,  '*are  my  own;  and  if  my  mortal 
sight  is  closed  to  objects  present  with  me,  it  may  be  I  can  look  with 
more  steadiness  into  future  events.  Are  you  prepared  to  sit  lowest 
at  the  board  which  was  once  your  father's  own,  unwillingly,  as  a  con- 
nexion and  ally  of  his  proud  successor  1    Axe  'jou  T«dA^  V>  \£9^  ^tl 
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hia  boantj — ^to  follow  him  in  the  bypaths  of  intrigue  and  chicane, 
which  none  can  better  point  out  to  you — to  gnaw  the  bones  of  his 
prey  when  he  has  devoured  the  substance?  Can  you  say  as  Sir 
William  Ashton  says — ^think  as  he  thinks — vote  as  he  votes,  and  call 
your  father's  murderer  your  worshipful  father-in-law  and  revered 
patron?  Master  of  Bavenswood,  I  am  the  eldest  servant  of  your 
house,  and  I  would  rather  see  you  shrouded  and  cofBlned ! " 

The  tumult  in  Bavenswood's  mind  was  uncommonly  great;  she 
struck  upon  and  awakened  a  chord  which  he  had  for  some  time 
successfully  silenced.  He  strode  backwards  and  forwards  through 
the  little  garden  with  a  hasty  pace ;  and  at  length  checking  himself, 
and  stopping  right  opposite  to  Alice,  he  exclaimed,  '*  Woman !  on  the 
verge  of  the  grave,  dare  you  urge  the  son  of  your  master  to  blood 
and  to  revenge?" 

" God  forbid!  **  said  Alice,  solemnly ;  '* and  therefore  I  would  have 
you  depart  these  fatal  bounds,  where  your  love,  as  well  as  your 
hatred,  threatens  sure  mischief,  or  at  least  disgrace,  both  to  yourself 
and  to  others.  I  would  shield,  were  it  in  the  power  of  this  withered 
hand,  the  Ashtons  from  you,  and  you  from  them,  and  both  from 
their  own  passions.  You  can  have  nothing-ought  to  have  nothing, 
in  common  with  them.  Begone  from  among  them ;  and  if  Qod  has 
destined  vengeance  on  the  oppressor's  house,  do  not  you  be  the 
instrument." 

"  I  will  think  on  what  you  have  said,  Alice,"  said  Bavenswood, 
more  composedly.  **  I  believe  you  mean  truly  and  faithfully  by  me, 
but  you  urge  the  freedom  of  an  ancient  domestic  somewhat  too  far. 
But  farewell ;  and  if  Heaven  afford  me  better  means,  I  will  not  fail 
to  contribute  to  your  comfort." 

He  attempted  to  put  a  piece  of  gold  into  her  hand,  which  she 
refused  to  receive;  and,  in  the  slight  struggle  attending  his  wish  to 
force  it  upon  her,  it  dropped  to  the  earth. 

''  Let  it  remain  an  instant  on  the  ground,"  said  Alice,  as  the  Master 
stooped  to  raise  it ;  "  and  believe  me,  that  piece  of  gold  is  an  emblem 
of  her  whom  you  love ;  she  is  as  precious,  I  grant,  but  you  must  stoop 
even  to  abasement  before  you  can  win  her.  For  me,  I  have  as  little 
to  do  with  gold  as  with  earthly  passions;  and  the  best  news  that 
the  world  has  in  store  for  me  is,  that  Edgar  Bavenswood  is  a  hundred 
miles  distant  from  the  seat  of  his  ancestors,  with  the  determination 
never  again  to  behold  it." 

**  Alice,"  said  the  Master,  who  began  to  think  this  earnestness  had 

some  more  secret  cause  than  arose  from  anything  that  the  blind 

woman  could  have  gathered  from  this  casual  visit,  "  1  have  heard  you 

pnuBed  by  my  mother  for  your  sense,  acuteness^  and  Melity ;  yon  are 
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no  fool  to  start  at  shadows,  or  to  dread  old  superstitious  saws,  like 
Caleb  Balderston;  tell  me  distinctly  where  my  danger  lies,  if  you 
are  aware  of  any  which  is  tending  towards  me.  If  I  know  myself,  I 
am  free  from  all  such  views  respecting  Miss  Ashton  as  you  impute  to 
me.  I  have  necessary  business  to  settle  with  Sir  William — that 
arranged,  I  shall  depart ;  and  with  as  little  wish,  as  you  may  easily 
believe,  to  return  to  a  place  full  of  melancholy  subjects  of  reflection 
as  you  have  to  see  me  here." 

Alice  bent  her  sightless  eyes  on  the  ground,  and  was  for  some  time 
plunged  in  deep  meditation.  *'  I  will  speak  the  truth,"  she  said  at 
length,  raising  up  her  head — "  I  will  tell  you  the  source  of  my  appre- 
hensions, whether  my  candour  be  for  good  or  for  evil.  Lucy  Ashton 
loves  you,  Lord  of  Eavenswood  !" 

*''  It  is  impossible,"  said  the  Master. 

"  A  thousand  circumstances  have  proved  it  to  me,"  replied  the  blind 
woman.  "  Her  thoughts  have  turned  on  no  one  else  since  you  saved 
her  from  death,  and  that  my  experienced  judgment  has  won  from  her 
own  conversation.  Having  told  you  this — if  you  are  indeed  a  gentle- 
man and  your  father's  son — you  will  make  it  a  motive  for  flying  from 
her  presence.  Her  passion  will  die  like  a  lamp,  for  want  of  that 
the  flame  should  feed  upon ;  but,  if  you  remain  here,  her  destruction, 
or  yours,  or  that  of  both,  wiU  be  the  inevitable  consequence  of  her 
misplaced  attachment.  I  tell  you  this  secret  unwillingly,  but  it 
could  not  have  been  hid  long  &om  your  own  observation  ;  and  it  is 
better  you  learn  it  from  mine.  Depart,  Master  of  Ravenswood — ^you 
have  my  secret.  If  you  remain  an  hour  under  Sir  William  Ashton's 
roof  without  the  resolution  to  marry  his  daughter,  you  are  a  villain — 
if  with  the  purpose  of  allying  yourself  with  him,  you  are  an 
infatuated  and  predestined  fool." 

So  saying,  the  old  blind  woman  arose,  assumed  her  staff,  and, 
tottering  to  her  hut,  entered  it  and  closed  the  door,  leaving  Eavens- 
wood to  his  own  reflections. 


CHAPTEE    XX. 

Lovelier  in  her  own  retired  abode 

than  Naiad  by  the  side 

Of  Grecian  brook — or  Lady  of  the  Mere 

Lone  sitting  by  the  shores  of  old  romance. 

Wordsworth. 
The  meditations  of  Eavenswood  were  of  a  very  mixed  complexion. 
He  saw  himself  at  once  in  the  very  dilemma  which  he  had  for  some 
time  felt  apprehensive  he  might  be  placed  in.    The  pleasure  he  felt 
in  Lucy's  company  had  indeed  approached  to  faAcixidXioiL)  ^^\i  \\»\a^ 
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never  altogether  Burmounted  his  internal  reluctance  to  wed  with  the 
daughter  of  his  father's  foe;  and  even  in  forgiving  Sir  William 
Ashton  the  injuries  which  his  family  had  received,  and  giving  him 
credit  for  the  kind  intentions  he  professed  to  entertain,  he  could  not 
bring  himself  to  contemplate  as  possible  an  alliance  betwixt  their 
houses.  Still  he  felt  that  Alice  spoke  truth,  and  that  his  honour 
now  required  he  should  take  an  instant  leave  of  Eavenswood  Castle, 
or  become  a  suitor  of  Lucy  Ashton.  The  possibility  of  being  rejected, 
too,  should  he  make  advances  to  her  wealthy  and  powerful  father — to 
sue  for  the  hand  of  an  Ashton  and  be  refused — this  were  a  consum- 
mation too  disgracefuL  **  I  wish  her  well,''  he  said  to  himself,  **  and 
for  her  sake  I  forgive  the  injuries  her  father  has  done  to  my  house ; 
but  I  will  never — no,  never  see  her  more !" 

With  one  bitter  pang  he  adopted  this  resolution,  just  as  he  came  to 
where  two  paths  parted — ^the  one  to  the  Mermaiden's  Fountain, 
where  he  knew  Lucy  waited  him,  the  other  leading  to  the  castle  by 
another  and  more  circuitous  road.  He  paused  an  instant  when 
about  to  take  the  latter  path,  thinking  what  apology  he  should  make 
for  conduct  which  must  needs  seem  extraordinary,  and  had  just 
muttered  to  himself,  "  Sudden  news  from  Edinbui^h — any  pretext 
will  serve — only  let  me  dally  no  longer  here,"  when  young  Henry 
came  flying  up  to  him,  half  out  of  breath — "Master,  Master,  you 
must  give  Lucy  your  arm  back  to  the  castle,  for  I  cannot  give  her 
mine ;  for  Norman  is  waiting  for  me,  and  I  am  to  go  with  him  to 
make  his  ring-walk,  and  I  would  not  stay  away  for  a  gold  Jacobus, 
and  Lucy  is  afraid  to  walk  home  alone,  though  all  the  wild  nowt 
have  been  shot,  and  so  you  must  come  away  directly." 

Betwixt  two  scales  equally  loaded,  a  feather's  weight  will  turn  the 
scale.  **  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  leave  the  young  lady  in  the  wood 
alone,"  said  Eavenswood ;  *'  to  see  her  once  more  can  be  of  little  conse- 
quence, after  the  frequent  meetings  we  have  had — I  ought,  too,  in 
courtesy,  to  apprise  her  of  my  intention  to  quit  the  castle." 

And  having  thus  satisfied  himself  that  he  was  taking  not  only  a 
wise  but  an  absolutely  necessary  step,  he  took  the  path  to  the  fatal 
fountain.  Henry  no  sooner  saw  him  on  the  way  to  join  his  sister 
than  he  was  off  like  lightning  in  another  direction,  to  enjoy  the 
society  of  the  forester  in  their  congenial  pursuits.  Bavenswood,  not 
allowing  himself  to  give  a  second  thought  to  the  propriety  of  his  own 
conduct,  walked  with  a  quick  step  towards  the  stream,  where  he 
found  Lucy  seated  alone  by  the  ruin. 

She  sat  upon  one  of  the  disjointed  stones  of  the  ancient  fountain, 

and  seemed  to  watch  the  progress  of  its  current,  aa  it  bubbled  forth 

to  daylight,  in  gay  and  sparkling  profusion,  from  under  the  shadow 
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of  the  ribbed  and  darksome  vault,  with  which  veneration,  or  perhaps 
remorse,  had  canopied  its  source.  To  a  superstitious  eye,  Lucy 
Ashton,  folded  in  her  plaided  mantle,  with  her  long  hair,  escaping 
partly  from  the  snood  and  falHng  upon  her  sUver  neck,  might  have 
suggested  the  idea  of  the  murdered  Nymph  of  the  Fountain.  But 
Bavenswood  only  saw  a  female  exquisitely  beautiful,  and  rendered 
yet  more  so  in  his  eyes — how  could  it  be  otherwise — by  the  con- 
sciousness that  she  had  placed  her  affections  on  him.  As  he  gazed 
on  her,  he  felt  his  fixed  resolution  melting  like  wax  in  the  sun,  and 
hastened,  therefore,  from  his  concealment  in  the  neighbouring 
thicket.  She  saluted  him,  but  did  not  arise  from  the  stone  on  which 
she  was  seated. 

^  My  madcap  brother,"  she  said,  **  has  left  me,  but  I  expect  him 
back  in  a  few- minutes — for  fortunately,  as  anything  pleases  him  for 
a  minute,  nothing  has  charms  for  him  much  longer.'' 

Bavenswood  did  not  feel  the  power  of  informing  Lucy  that  her 
brother  meditated  a  distant  excursion,  and  would  not  return  in  haste. 
He  sat  himself  down  on  the  grass,  at  some  little  distance  from  Miss 
Ashton,  and  both  were  silent  for  a  short  space. 

**  I  like  this  spot,"  said  Lucy  at  length,  as  if  she  had  found  the 
silence  embarrassing;  'Hhe  bubbling  murmur  of  the  clear  fountain, 
the  waving  of  the  trees,  the  profusion  of  grass  and  wild-flowers  that 
rise  among  the  ruins,  make  it  like  a  scene  in  romance.  I  think,  too, 
I  have  heard  it  is  a  spot  connected  with  the  legendary  lore  which  I 
love  so  well.* 

**  It  has  been  thought,"  answered  Bavenswood,  *•  a  fetal  spot  to  my 
femily ;  and  I  have  some  reason  to  term  it  so,  for  it  was  here  I  first 
saw  Miss  Ashton — and  it  is  here  I  must  take  my  leave  of  her  for  ever." 

The  blood,  which  the  first  part  of  this  speech  called  into  Lucy's 
cheeks,  was  speedily  expelled  by  its  conclusion. 

"To  take  leave  of  us.  Master !"  she  exclaimed;  "what  can  have 
happened  to  hurry  you  away  1  I  know  Alice  hates — I  mean  dislikes 
my  father — ^and  I  hardly  understood  her  humour  to-day,  it  was  so 
mysterious.  But  I  am  certain  my  fether  is  sincerely  grateful  for  the 
high  service  you  rendered  us.  Let  me  hope  that  having  won  your 
firiendship  hardly,  we  shall  not  lose  it  lightly." 

"  Lose  it,  Miss  Ashton  ? "  said  the  Master  of  Bavenswood.  "  No 
— ^wherever  my  fortune  calls  me — whatever  she  inflicts  upon  me — it 
is  your  friend — ^your  sincere  friend,  who  acts  or  suffers.  But  there  is 
a  fate  on  me,  and  I  must  go,  or  I  shall  add  the  ruin  of  others  to  my 
own." 

"Yet  do  not  go  from  us.  Master,"  said  Lucy;  and  slie  lQi<i\i<€t 

hand|  in  all  simplicity  and  kindness,  upon  lihe  Bkiil  oi  \l\&  <^oi^  «s^ 
If 
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if  to  detain  him.  ''You  shall  not  port  from  n&  My  Mthet  la 
powerfoli  he  has  friends  that  are  more  so  than  himself— do  not  go 
till  you  see  what  his  gratitude  will  do  for  you.  Believe  me,  he  is 
already  labouring  in  your  behalf  with  the  Council." 

''It  may  be  so,"  said  the  Master,  proudly;  "yet  it  is  not  to  your 
fether.  Miss  Ashton,  but  to  my  own  exertions,  that  I  ought  to  owe 
success  in  the  career  on  which  I  am  about  to  enter.  My  preparationa 
are  already  made — a  sword  and  a  cloak,  and  a  bold  heart  and  a 
determined  hand." 

Lucy  covered  her  fftce  with  her  hands,  and  the  tears,  in  spite  of 
her,  forced  their  way  between  her  fingers.  "Forgive  me,"  said 
Bavenswood,  taking  her  right  hand,  which,  after  slight  resistance, 
she  yielded  to  him,  still  continuing  to  shade  her  fiEbce  with  the  left. 
"  I  am  too  rude — too  rough — ^too  intractable  to  deal  with  any  being 
so  soft  and  gentle  as  you  are.  Forget  that  so  stem  a  vision  has 
crossed  your  path  of  life — and  let  me  pursue  mine,  sure  that  I  can 
meet  with  no  worse  misfortune  after  the  moment  it  divides  me  from 
your  side." 

Lucy  wept  on,  but  her  tears  were  less  bitter.  Each  attempt  which 
the  Master  made  to  explain  his  purpose  of  departure  only  proved  a 
new  evidence  of  his  desire  to  stay;  until  at  length,  instead  of  bidding 
her  farewell,  he  gave  his  foith  to  her  for  ever,  and  received  her  troth 
in  return.  The  whole  passed  so  suddenly,  and  arose  so  much  out  of 
the  immediate  impulse  of  the  moment,  that  ere  the  Master  of  Bavens- 
wood could  reflect  upon  the  consequences  of  the  step  which  he  had 
taken,  their  lips^  as  well  as  their  hands^  had  pledged  the  sincerity  of 
their  afifection. 

"  And  now,''  he  said,  after  a  moment's  consideration,  "  it  is  fit  I 
should  speak  to  Sir  William  Ashton — ^he  must  know  of  our  engage- 
ment. Bavenswood  must  not  seem  to  dwell  under  his  roof  to  solicit 
claDdestinely  the  affections  of  his  daughter." 

"  You  would  not  speak  to  my  father  on  the  subject  ?"  said  La<qr» 
doubtingly ;  and  then  added  more  warmly,  "  Oh  do  not— do  not  1  Let 
your  lot  in  life  be  determined — ^your  station  and  purpose  ascertained, 
before  you  address  my  feither ;  I  am  sure  he  loves  you.  I  think  ha 
will  consent — but  then  my  mother  !" 

She  paused,  ashamed  to  express  the  doubt  she  felt  how  fax  her 
father  dared  to  form  any  positive  resolution  on  this  most  impoitant 
subject  without  the  consent  of  his  lady. 

"Your  mother,  my  Lucy  ?"  replied  Bavenswood,  "she  ia  of  the 
house  of  Douglas,  a  house  that  has  iotermarried  with  mine,  evtfi 
when  its  glory  and  power  were  at  the  highest — ^what  could  your 
mother  object  to  my  alliance  1" 
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''I  did  not  askj  object/'  said  Lucy ;  ''but  she  is  jealous  of  her 
lights,  and  may  claim  a  mother's  title  to  be  consulted  in  the  first 
instance.'' 

'*  Be  it  so,"  replied  Bavenswood ;  **  London  is  distant,  but  a  letter 
will  reach  it  and  receive  an  answer  within  a  fortnight.  I  will  not 
press  on  the  Lord  Keeper  for  an  instant  reply  to  my  proposaL'' 

"  But/'  hesitated  Lucy,  '*  were  it  not  better  to  wait — to  wait  a  few 
wee)ui?  Were  my  mother  to  see  you — to  know  you^-I  am  sure 
she  would  approve;  but  you  are  unacquainted  personally,  and  the 
ancient  feud  between  the  families ^" 

Bavenswood  fixed  upon  her  his  keen  dark  eyes^  as  if  he  was 
desirous  of  penetrating  into  her  very  soul. 

'*  Lucy,''  he  said,  "  I  have  sacrificed  to  you  projects  of  vengeance 
long  nursed,  and  sworn  to  with  ceremonies  little  better  than  heathen. 
I  sacrificed  them  to  your  image,  ere  I  knew  the  worth  which  it 
represented.  In  the  evening  which  succeeded  my  poor  father's 
funeral,  I  cut  a  lock  from  my  hair,  and,  as  it  consumed  in  the  fire, 
I  swore  that  my  rage  and  revenge  should  pursue  his  enemies,  until 
they  shrivelled  before  me  like  that  scorched  up  symbol  of  annihi- 
lation." 

**  It  was  a  deadly  sin,"  said  Lucy,  turning  pale,  **  to  make  a  vow  so 
fatal." 

*^  I  acknowledge  it,"  said  Bavenswood,  **  and  it  had  been  a  worse 
crime  to  keep  it.  It  was  for  your  sake  that  I  abjured  these  purposes 
of  vengeance,  though  I  scarce  knew  that  such  was  the  argument  by 
which  I  was  conquered,  until  I  saw  you  once  more,  and  became 
conscious  of  the  influence  you  possessed  over  me." 

"  And  why  do  you  now,"  said  Lucy,  "  recall  sentiments  so  terrible 
— sentiments  so  inconsistent  with  those  you  profess  for  me — ^with 
those  your  importunity  has  prevailed  on  me  to  acknowledge  ?" 

"  Because,"  said  her  lover,  "  I  would  impress  on  you  the  price  at 
which  I  have  bought  your  love — the  right  I  have  to  expect  your 
constancy.  I  say  not  that  I  have  bartered  for  it  the  honour  of  my 
house,  its  last  remaining  possession — ^but  though  I  say  it  not,  and 
think  it  not,  I  cannot  conceal  from  myself  that  the  world  may  do 
both." 

"  If  such  are  your  sentiments/'  said  Lucy,  "  you  have  played  a  cruel 
game  with  me.  But  it  is  not  too  late  to  give  it  over — ^take  back  the 
&ith  and  troth  which  you  could  not  plight  to  me  without  suffering 
abatement  of  honour — let  what  is  passed  be  as  if  it  had  not  been — 
forget  me — ^I  will  endeavour  to  forget  myseli" 

"You  do  me  injustice,"  said  the  Master  of  Bavenswood ;  "by  alll 
hold  true  and  honourable,  you  do  me  the  extremity  o^  \iiyakS^'Cfe-Al 
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I  mentioned  the  price  at  which  I  have  bought  your  love,  it  is  only 
to  Bhow  how  much  I  prize  it,  to  bind  our  engagement  by  a  still 
firmer  tie,  and  to  show,  by  what  I  have  done  to  attain  this  station 
in  your  regard,  how  much  I  must  suffer  should  you  ever  break  your 
Mth." 

'*And  why,  Bavenswood,"  answered  Lucy,  ''should  you  think 
that  possible  ?  Why  should  you  urge  me  with  even  the  mention  of 
infidelity  ?  Is  it  because  I  ask  you  to  delay  applying  to  my  £BKther 
ior  a  little  space  of  time  ?  Bind  me  by  what  vows  you  please ;  if  vows 
are  unnecessary  to  secure  constancy,  they  may  yet  prevent  suspicion.'' 

Bavenswood  pleaded,  apologised,  and  even  kneeled,  to  appease  her 
displeasure;  and  Lucy,  as  placable  as  she  was  single-hearted,  readily 
forgave  the  offence  which  his  doubts  had  implied.  The  dispute  thus 
agitated,  however,  ended  by  the  lovers  going  through  an  emblematic 
ceremony  of  their  troth-plight,  of  which  the  vulgar  still  preseirve 
some  traces.  They  broke  betwixt  them  the  thin  broad-piece  of  gold 
which  Alice  had  refased  to  receive  from  Bavenswood. 

^  And  never  shall  this  leave  my  bosom,"  said  Lucy,  as  she  hung 
the  piece  of  gold  round  her  neck,  and  concealed  it  with  her  handker- 
chief, '*  until  you,  Edgar  Bavenswood,  ask  me  to  resign  it  to  yon — 
and,  while  I  wear  it,  never  shall  that  heart  acknowledge  another  love 
than  yours." 

With  like  protestations,  Bavenswood  placed  his  portion  of  the  coin 
opposite  to  his  heart.  And,  now,  at  length,  it  struck  them  that  time 
had  hurried  fast  on  during  this  interview,  and  their  absence  at  the 
castle  would  be  subject  of  remark,  if  not  of  alarm.  As  they  arose  to 
leave  the  fountain  which  had  been  witness  of  their  mutual  engage* 
ment,  an  arrow  whistled  through  the  air,  and  struck  a  raven  perched 
on  the  sere  branch  of  an  old  oak,  near  to  where  they  had  been  eoatod. 
The  bird  fluttered  a  few  yards,  and  dropped  at  the  feet  of  Laay, 
whose  dress  was  stained  with  some  spots  of  its  blood. 

Miss  Ashton  was  much  alarmed,  and  Bavenswood,  surprised  and 
angry,  looked  everywhere  for  the  marksman,  who  had  given  them  a 
proof  of  his  skill  as  littie  expected  as  desired.  He  was  not  long  of 
discovering  himself,  being  no  other  than  Henry  Ashton,  who  ceaie 
running  up  with  a  cross-bow  in  his  hand. 

<<  I  knew  I  should  startle  you,"  he  said ;  ''and  do  you  know  yoa 
looked  so  busy  that  I  hoped  it  would  have  fedlen  souse  on  your  heeJi 
before  you  were  aware  of  it  What  was  the  Master  saying  to  70% 
Lucy  1" 

'*I  was  telling  your  sister  what  an  idle  lad  you  were,  keeping 
us  waiting  here  for  you  so  long,"  said  Bavenswood  to  save  Lucy's 
confusion. 
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**  Waiting  for  me  ?  Why,  I  told  70a  to  see  Lucj  home,  and  that 
I  was  to  go  to  make  the  ring-walk  with  old  Norman  in  the  Hayberry 
thicket,  and  you  may  be  sure  that  would  take  a  good  hour,  and  we 
have  all  the  deer's  marks  and  famishes  got^  while  you  were  sitting 
here  with  Lucy,  like  a  lazy  loon." 

"Well,  well,  Mr.  Henry,*'  said  Bavenswood;  "but  let  us  see  how 
you  will  answer  to  me  for  killing  the  raven.  Do  you  know  the 
ravens  are  all  under  the  protection  of  the  Lords  of  Bavenswood, 
and,  to  kill  one  in  their  presence,  is  such  bad  luck  that  it  deserves 
the  stab?" 

"And  that's  what  Norman  said,"  replied  the  boy;  "he  came  as 
far  with  me  as  within  a  flight-shot  of  you,  and  he  said  he  never  saw 
a  raven  sit  still  so  near  living  folk,  and  he  wished  it  might  be  for 
good  luck ;  for  the  raven  is  one  of  the  wildest  birds  that  flies,  unless 
it  be  a  tame  one — and  so  I  crept  on  and  on,  till  I  was  within  three- 
score yards  of  him,  and  then  whiz  went  the  bolt,  and  there  he  lies, 
faith  i  Was  it  not  well  shot  1 — and,  I  daresay,  I  have  not  shot  in  a 
cross-bow — ^not  ten  times,  maybe." 

"Admirably  shot  indeed,"  said  Bavenswood;  "and  you  will  be  a 
fine  marksman  if  you  practise  hard." 

"  And  that 's  what  Norman  says,"  answered  the  boy  ;  "  but  I  am 
sure  it  is  not  my  fault  if  I  do  not  practise  enough ;  for,  of  free  will,  . 
I  would  do  little  else,  only  my  father  and  tutor  are  angry  sometimes, 
and  only  Miss  Lucy  there  gives  herself  airs  about  my  being  busy,  for 
all  she  can  sit  idle  by  a  well-side  the  whole  day,  when  she  has  a 
handsome  young  gentleman  to  prate  with.  I  have  known  her  do  so 
twenty  times,  if  you  will  believe  me." 

The  boy  looked  at  his  sister  as  he  spoke,  and,  in  the  midst  of  his 
mischievous  chatter,  had  the  sense  to  see  that  he  was  really  inflicting 
pain  upon  her,  though  without  being  able  to  comprehend  the  cause 
or  the  amount. 

"  Come  now,  Lucy,"  he  said,  "  don't  greet ;  and  if  1  have  said 
anything  beside  the  mark,  I'll  deny  it  again — and  what  does  the 
Master  of  Bavenswood  care  if  you  had  a  hundred  sweethearts  1 — so 
ne'er  put  finger  in  your  eye  about  it." 

The  Master  of  Bavenswood  was,  for  the  moment,  scarce  satisfied 
with  what  he  heard  ;  yet  his  good  sense  naturally  regarded  it  as  the 
chatter  of  a  spoilt  boy,  who  strove  to  mortify  his  sister  in  the  point 
which  seemed  most  accessible  for  the  time.  But,  although  of  a 
temper  equally  slow  in  receiving  impressions,  and  obstinate  in 
retaining  them,  the  prattle  of  Henry  served  to  nourish  in  his  mind 
some  vague  suspicion,  that  his  present  engagement  might  only  end 
in  his  being  exposed  like  a  conquered  enemy  in  aBAxnaoiXci^mi^) 
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a  captive  attendant  on  the  ear  of  a  victor,  who  meditated  only  the 
satiating  his  pride  at  the  expense  of  the  vanquished.  There  was, 
we  repeat  it,  no  real  ground  whatever  for  such  an  apprehension, 
nor  could  he  be  said  seriously  to  entertain  such  for  a  moment. 
Indeed,  it  was  impossible  to  look  at  the  clear  blue  eye  of  Lucy 
Ashton,  and  entertain  the  slightest  permanent  doubt  concerning  the 
sincerity  of  her  disposition.  Still,  however,  conscious  pride  and  con- 
scious poverty  combined  to  render  a  mind  suspicious,  which,  in  more 
fortunate  circumstances,  would  have  been  a  stranger  to  that  as  well 
as  to  every  other  meanness. 

They  reached  the  castle,  where  Sir  William  Ashton,  who  had 
been  alarmed  by  the  length  of  their  stay,  met  them  in  the 
hall. 

**  Had  Lucy,''  he  said,  ^  been  in  any  other  company  than  that  of 
one  who  had  shown  he  had  so  complete  power  of  protecting  her,  he 
confessed  he  would  have  been  very  uneasy,  and  would  have  des- 
patched persons  in  quest  of  them.  Bat,  in  the  company  of  the 
Master  of  Bavenswood,  he  knew  his  daughter  had  nothing  to 
dread." 

Lucy  commenced  some  apology  for  their  long  delay,  but,  conscience- 
struck,  became  confused  as  she  proceeded ;  and  when  Bavenswood, 
coming  to  her  assistance,  endeavoured  to  render  the  explanation 
complete  and  satisfiEUitory,  he  only  involved  himself  in  the  same 
disorder,  like  one  who,  endeavouring  to  extricate  his  companion  from 
a  slough,  entangles  himself  in  the  same  tenacious  swamp.  It  cannot 
be  supposed  that  the  confusion  of  the  two  youthful  lovers  escaped 
the  observation  of  the  subtle  lawyer,  accustomed,  by  habit  and  pro- 
fession, to  trace  human  nature  through  all  her  windings.  But  it  was 
not  his  present  policy  to  take  any  notice  of  what  he  observed.  He 
desired  to  hold  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  bound,  but  wished  that  he 
himself  should  remain  free;  and  it  did  not  occur  to  him  that  his 
plan  might  be  defeated  by  Lucy's  returning  the  passion  which  he 
hoped  she  might  inspire.  If  she  should  adopt  some  romantio 
feelings  towards  Bavenswood,  in  which  circumstances,  or  the  positivB 
and  absolute  opposition  of  Lady  Ashton,  might  render  it  unadvisable 
to  indulge  her,  the  Lord  Keeper  conceived  they  might  be  easHy 
superseded  and  annulled  by  a  journey  to  Edinburgh,  or  even  to 
London,  a  new  set  of  Brussels  lace,  and  the  soft  whispers  of  half-*- 
dozen  lovers,  anxious  to  replace  him  whom  it  was  convenient  she 
should  renounce.  This  was  his  provision  for  the  wont  view  oi  ihrn 
case.  But,  according  to  its  more  probable  issue,  any  passing  favour 
she  might  entertain  for  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  mi^  reqaim 
encoujcagmient  rather  than  lepieaaion. 
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This  seemed  the  moze  likely,  as  he  had  that  yery  morning,  since 
their  departure  from  the  castle,  received  a  letter,  the  contents  of  which 
he  hastened  to  communicate  to  Bavenswood.  A  foot-post  had  arnyed 
with  a  packet  to  the  Lord  Keeper  from  that  friend  whom  we  have 
already  mentioned,  who  was  labouring  hard  underhand  to  consolidate 
a  band  of  patriots,  at  the  head  of  whom,  stood  Sir  William's  greatest 

terror,  the  active  and  ambitious  Marq^uis  of  A .     The  success 

of  this  convenient  friend  had  been  such,  that  he  had  obtained  from 
Sir  William,  not  indeed  a  directly  favourable  answer,  but  certainly 
a  most  patient  hearing.  This  he  had  reported  to  his  principal, 
who  had  replied,  by  the  ancient  French  adage,  ^^  OhdUa/u  qui  parley 
etfemme  qui  ^coiUe,  Vwn  et  Vautre  va  m  rendre"  A  statesman  who 
hears  you  propose  a  change  of  measures  without  reply,  was,  accord- 
ing to  the  Marquis's  opinion,  in  the  situation  of  the  fortress  which 
parleys,  and  the  lady  who  listens,  and  he  resolved  to  press  the  siege 
of  the  Lord  Keeper. 

The  packet,  therefore,  contained  a  letter  from  his  friend  and  ally, 
and  another  from  himself  to  the  Lord  Keeper,  frankly  offering  an 
unceremonious  visit.  They  were  crossing  the  country  to  go  to  the 
southward — ^the  roads  were  indifferent~-the  accommodcdion  of  the 
inns  as  execrable  as  possible — ^the  Lord  Keeper  had  been  long 
acquainted  intimately  with  one  of  his  correspondents,  and  though 
more  slightly  known  to  the  Marquis,  had  yet  enough  of  his  lordship's 
acquaintance  to  render  the  visit  sufficiently  natural,  and  to  shut  the 
mouths  of  those  who  might  be  disposed  to  impute  it  to  a  political 
intrigue.  He  instantly  accepted  the  offered  visit,  determined, 
however,  that  he  would  not  pledge  himself  an  inch  futher  for  the 
furtherance  of  their  views  than  reason  (by  which  he  meant  his  own 
self-interest)  should  plainly  point  out  to  him  as  proper. 

Two  circumstances  particularly  delighted  him ;  the  presence  of 
Bavenswood,  and  the  absence  of  his  own  lady.  By  having  the 
former  under  his  own  roof,  he  conceived  he  might  be  able  to  quash  all 
such  hazardous  and  hostUe  proceedings  as  he  might  otherwise  have 
been  engaged  in,  under  the  patronage  of  the  Marquis;  and  Lucy, 
he  foresaw,  would  make,  for  his  inmiediate  purpose  of  delay  and 
procrastination,  a  much  better  mistress  of  his  family  than  her 
mother,  who  would,  he  was  sure,  in  some  shape  or  other,  contrive 
to  disconcert  his  political  schemes  by  her  proud  and  implacable 
temper. 

His  anxious  solicitations  that  the  Master  would  stay  to  receive 
hie  kinmnan  were  of  course  readily  complied  with,  since  the  4elair- 
citiemmt  which  had  taken  place  at  the  Mermaiden's  Fountain  had 
removed  all  wish  for  sudden  departure.    Lucy  and.  'Lqc^^cas^'^um^^ 
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therefore,  orders  to  provide  all  things  Decessarjr  in  their  different 
departments  for  receiving  the  expected  guests,  with  a  pomp  and 
display  of  luxury  very  uncommon  in  Scotland  at  that  remote 
period. 


CHAPTEE    XXI. 

Ma/tall,    Sir,  the  man  of  hononr's  come, 
Newly  alighted 

Overrecu^,    In  without  reply, 
And  do  as  I  command. 
Is  the  loud  music  I  gave  order  for 

Beady  to  receive  him  ? 

New  TFay  to  Fay  Old  Debts^ 

Sib  William  Ashton,  although  a  man  of  sense,  legal  informationi 
and  great  practical  knowledge  of  the  world,  had  yet  some  points  of 
character  which  corresponded  better  with  the  timidity  of  his  dis- 
position and  the  supple  arts  by  which  he  had  risen  in  the  world, 
than  to  the  degree  of  eminence  which  he  had  attained;  as  they 
tended  to  show  an  original  mediocrity  of  understanding,  however 
highly  it  had  been  cultivated,  and  a  native  meanness  of  disposition, 
however  carefully  veiled.  He  loved  the  ostentatious  display  of  his 
wealth,  less  as  a  man  to  whom  habit  has  made  it  necessary,  than 
as  one  to  whom  it  is  still  delightful  from  its  novelty.  The  most 
trivial  details  did  not  escape  him ;  and  Lucy  soon  learned  to  watch 
the  flush  of  scorn  which  crossed  Bavenswood's  cheek,  when  he  heard 
her  father  gravely  arguing  with  Lockhard,  nay,  even  with  the  old 
housekeeper,  upon  circumstances  which,  in  families  of  rank,  are 
left  uncared  for,  because  it  is  supposed  impossible  they  can  be 
neglected. 

**  I  could  pardon  Sir  William,'^  said  Bavenswood,  one  evening  after 
he  had  left  l^e  room,  "  some  general  anxiety  upon  this  occasion,  for 
the  Marquis's  visit  is  an  honour,  and  should  be  received  as  such; 
but  I  am  worn  out  by  these  miserable  minutias  of  the  buttery,  and 
the  larder,  and  the  very  hen-coop — ^they  drive  me  beyond  my 
patience ;  I  would  rather  endure  the  poverty  of  Wolf's  Grag,  than 
be  pestered  with  the  wealth  of  Bavenswood  G^tle." 

^  And  yet,"  said  Lucy,  "  it  was  by  attention  to  these  minuti»  thai 
my  father  acquired  the  property ^" 

**  Which  my  ancestors  sold  for  lack  of  it,''  replied  Bavenswood. 
*<  Be  it  so ;  a  porter  still  bears  but  a  burden,  though  the  boxden  be  o£ 
gold" 
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Lucy  sighed;  she  perceived  too  plainly  that  her  lover  held  in 
Bcom  the  manner  and  habits  of  a  father,  to  whom  she  had  long 
looked  up  as  her  best  and  most  partial  friend,  whose  fondness  had 
often  consoled  her  for  her  mother's  contemptuous  harshness. 

The  lovers  soon  discovered  that  they  differed  upon  other  and  no 
less  important  topics.  Beligion,  the  mother  of  peace,  was,  in  those 
days  of  discord,  so  much  misconstrued  and  mistaken,  that  her  rules 
and  forms  were  the  subject  of  the  most  opposite  opinions,  and  the 
most  hostile  animosities.  The  Lord  Keeper,  being  a  whig,  was,  of 
course,  a  Presbyterian,  and  had  found  it  convenient,  at  different 
periods,  to  express  greater  zeaL  for  the  kirk  than  perhaps  he  really 
felt.  His  family,  equally  of  course,  were  trained  under  the  same 
institution.  Bavenswood,  as  we  know,  was  a  High-Churchman,  or 
Episcopalian,  and  frequently  objected  to  Lucy  the  fanaticism  of 
some  of  her  own  communion,  while  she  intimated,  rather  than 
expressed,  horror  at  the  latitudinarian  principles  which  she  had 
been  taught  to  think  connected  with  the  prelatical  form  of  church- 
government. 

Thus,  although  their  mutual  affection  seemed  to  increase  rather 
than  to  be  diminished,  as  their  characters  opened  more  fully  on 
each  other,  the  feelings  of  each  were  mingled  with  some  less  agree- 
able ingredients.  Lucy  felt  a  secret  awe,  amid  all  her  affection  for 
Bavenswood.  His  soul  was  of  a  higher,  prouder  character  than 
those  with  whom  she  had  hitherto  mixed  in  intercourse ;  his  ideas 
were  more  fierce  and  free  ;  and  he  contemned  many  of  the  opinions 
which  had  been  inculcated  upon  her,  as  chiefly  demanding  her 
veneration.  On  the  other  hand,  Bavenswood  saw  in  Lucy  a  soft 
and  flexible  character,  which,  in  his  eyes  at  least,  seemed  too  sus- 
ceptible of  being  moulded  to  any  form  by  those  with  whom  she 
lived.  He  felt  that  his  own  temper  required  a  partner  of  a  more 
independent  spirit,  who  could  set  sail  with  him  on  his  course  of  life, 
resolved  as  himself  to  dare  indifferently  the  storm  and  the  favouring 
breeze.  But  Lucy  was  so  beautiful,  so  devoutly  attached  to  him,  of 
a  temper  so  exquisitely  soft  and  kind,  that,  while  he  could  have 
wished  it  were  possible  to  inspire  her  with  a  greater  degree  of  firm:- 
ness  and  resolution,  and  while  he  sometimes  became  impatient  of 
the  extreme  fear  which  she  expressed  of  their  attachment  being 
prematurely  discovered,  he  felt  that  the  softness  of  a  mind,  amount- 
ing almost  to  feebleness,  rendered  her  even  dearer  to  him,  as  a  being 
who  had  voluntarily  clung  to  him  for  protection,  and  made  him  the 
arbiter  of  her  fate  for  weal  or  woe.  His  feelings  towards  her  at  such 
moments  were  those  which  have  been  since  so  beautlfally  expreaaod 
by  our  immortal  Joanna  Baillie  : — 
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*'  Thou  sweetest  thing. 


That  e'er  did  &x.  its  lightly-fibred  sprays 

To  the  rode  rook,  ah !  wonldst  thou  cling  to  ma ! 

Bough  and  storm-wom  I  am — ^yet  love  me  as 

Thou  truly  dost,  I  will  love  thee  again 

With  true  and  honest  heart,  though  all  unmeet 

To  be  the  mate  of  such  sweet  gentleness." 

Thus  the  very  points  in  which  they  differed  seemed,  in  some 
measure,  to  eusuie  the  continuance  of  their  mutual  affection.  If, 
indeed,  they  had  so  folly  appreciated  each  other's  character  before 
the  burst  of  passion  in  which  they  hastily  pledged  their  fdth  to  each 
other,  Lucy  might  have  feared  Bavenswood  too  much  ever  to  have 
loved  him,  and  he  might  have  construed  her  softness  and  docile 
temper  as  imbecility,  rendering  her  unworthy  of  his  regard.  But 
they  stood  pledged  to  each  other;  and  Lucy  only  feared  that  her 
lover's  pride  might  one  day  teach  him  to  regret  his  attachment; 
Bavenswood,  that  a  mind  so  ductile  as  Lucy's  might,  in  absence  or 
difficulties,  be  induced,  by  the  entreaties  or  influence  of  those  aronnd 
her,  to  renounce  the  engagement  she  had  formed. 

<<Do  not  fear  it,''  said  Lucy,  when  upon  one  occasion  a  hint  of 
such  suspicion  escaped  her  lover;  'Hhe  mirrors  which  receive  the 
reflection  of  all  successive  objects  are  &amed  of  hard  materials  like 
glass  or  steel — ^the  softer  substances,  when  they  receive  an  impression, 
retain  it  undefaced." 

*<This  is  poetry,  Lucy/'  said  Bavenswood;  ''and  in  poetry  there 
is  always  fallacy,  and  sometimes  Action." 

**  Believe  me  then,  once  more,  in  honest  prose,"  said  Lucy,  '*  that, 
though  I  will  never  wed  man  without  the  c6nsent  of  my  parents,  yet 
neither  force  nor  persuasion  shall  dispose  of  my  hand  till  you 
renounce  the  right  I  have  given  you  to  it." 

The  lovers  had  ample  time  for  such  explanations.  Henry  was 
now  more  seldom  their  companion,  being  either  a  most  unwilling 
attendant  upon  the  lessons  of  his  tutor,  or  a  forward  volunteer  under 
the  instructions  of  the  foresters  or  grooms.  As  for  the  Keeper,  his 
mornings  were  spent  in  his  study,  maintaining  correspondences  of  all 
kinds,  and  balancing  in  his  anxious  mind  the  various  intelligenoe 
which  he  collected  from  every  quarter  concerning  the  expected 
change  of  Scottish  politics,  and  the  probable  strength  of  the  portieB 
who  were  about  to  struggle  for  power.  At  other  times  he  busied 
himself  about  arranging  and  countermanding,  and  then  again 
arranging,  the  preparations  he  judged  necessary  for  the  leeeption  of 
lihB  Marquis  of  A-<-~-^,  whose  arrival  had  been  twice  delayed  bj  SMiii 
neceaaaiy  csaose  oi  detention. 
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In  the  midst  of  all  these  Yarioos  avocations^  political  and  domestic^ 
he  seemed  not  to  observe  how  muoh  his  daughter  and  his  guest  were 
thrown  into  each  other's  society,  and  was  censured  bj  many  of  his 
neighbours,  according  to  the  fashion  of  neighbours  in  all  countries, 
for  suffering  such  an  intimate  connexion  to  take  place  betwixt  two 
young  persons.  The  only  natural  explanation  was,  that  he  designed 
them  for  each  other ;  while,  in  truth,  his  only  motive  was  to  tem« 
porise  and  procrastinate,  until  he  should  discover  the  real  extent  of 
the  interest  which  the  Marquis  took  in  Bavenswood's  affairs,  and  the 
power  which  he  was  likely  to  possess  of  advancing  them.  Until 
these  points  should  be  made  both  clear  and  maiufest,  the  Lord 
Keeper  resolved  that  he  would  do  nothing  to  commit  himself,  either 
in  one  shape  or  other;  and,  like  many  cunning  persons,  he  over- 
reached himself  deplorably. 

Amongst  those  who  had  been  disposed  to  censure,  with  the  greatest 
severity,  the  conduct  of  Sir  William  Ashton,  in  permitting  the  pro^ 
longed  residence  of  Eavenswood  under  his  roo^  and  his  constant 
attendance  on  Miss  Ashton,  was  the  new  Laird  of  Gimington  and 
his  fedthful  squire  and  bottle-holder,  personages  formerly  well  known 
to  us  by  the  names  of  Hayston  and  Bucklaw,  and  his  companion 
Captain  Craigengelt.  The  former  had  at  length  succeeded  to  the 
extensive  property  of  his  long-lived  grand*aunt,  and  to  considerable 
wealth  besides,  which  he  had  employed  in  redeeming  his  paternal 
acres  (by  the  title  appertaining  to  which  he  still  chose  to  be  desig- 
nated), notwithstanding  Captain  Craigengelt  had  proposed  to  him 
a  most  advantageous  mode  of  vesting  the  money  in  Law's  scheme, 
which  was  just  then  broached,  and  offered  his  services  to  travel 
express  to  Paris  for  the  purpose.  But  Bucklaw  had  so  &r  derived 
wisdom  from  adversity,  that  he  would  listen  to  no  proposal  which 
Craigengelt  could  invent  which  had  the  slightest  tendency  to  risk 
his  newly-acquired  independence.  He  that  had  once  ate  pease- 
bannocks,  drank  sour  wine,  and  slept  in  the  secret  chamber  at  Wolf's 
Crag,  would,  he  said,  prize  good  cheer  and  a  soft  bed  as  long  as  he 
Uved,  and  take  special  care  never  to  need  such  hospitality  again. 

Craigengelty  therefore,  found  himself  disappointed  in  the  first 
hopes  he  had  entertained  of  making  a  good  hand  of  the  Laird'  of 
Bucklaw.  StUl,  however,  he  reaped  many  advantages  from  his 
Hend's  good  fortune.  Bucklaw,  who  had  never  been  at  all  scrupulous 
in  choosing  his  companions,  was  accustomed  to,  and  entertained  by 
a  fellow  whom  he  could  either  laugh  with  or  laugh  at,  as  he  had  a 
mind,  who  would  take,  according  to  Scottish  phrase,  '^the  bit  and 
the  buffet,"  understood  all  sports,  whether  within  or  without  ds:^\A^ 
audi  when  the  laird  had  a  mind  for  a  bottle  ot  'wm^  ^  VDlmn^^asX 
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dicomstaace),  was  always  ready  to  save  him  from  the  scandal  of 
getting  drunk  by  hiTnaftlf,  Upon  these  terms  Craigengelt  was  the 
frequent,  almost  the  constant,  inmate  of  the  house  of  Giming- 
ton. 

In  no  time,  and  under  no  possibility  of  circumstances,  could  good 
have  been  derived  from  such  an  intimacy,  however  its  bad  conse- 
quences might  be  qualified  by  the  thorough  knowledge  which 
Bucklaw  possessed  of  his  dependant's  character,  and  the  high  con- 
tempt in  which  he  held  it.  But,  as  circumstances  stood,  this  evil 
communication  was  particularly  liable  to  corrupt  what  good  principles 
nature  had  implanted  in  the  patron. 

Craigengelt  had  never  forgiven  the  scorn  with  which  Bavenswood 
had  torn  the  mask  of  courage  and  honesty  from  his  countenance ;  and 
to  exasperate  BucklaVs  resentment  against  him  was  the  safest  mode 
of  revenge  which  occurred  to  his  cowardly,  yet  cunning  and  malignant 
disposition. 

He  brought  up,  on  all  occasions,  the  story  of  the  challenge  which 
Bavenswood  had  declined  to  accept,  and  endeavoured,  by  every 
possible  insinuation,  to  make  his  patron  believe  that  his  honour  was 
concerned  in  bringing  that  matter  to  an  issue  by  a  present  discussion 
with  Bavenswood.  But  respecting  this  subject,  Bucklaw  imposed  on 
him,  at  length,  a  peremptory  command  of  silence. 

"  I  think,"  he  said,  "the  Master  has  treated  me  unlike  a  gentleman, 
and  I  see  no  right  he  had  to  send  me  back  a  cavalier  answer  when  I 
demanded  the  satisfaction  of  one.  But  he  gave  me  my  life  once — 
and,  in  looking  the  matter  over  at  present,  I  put  myself  but  on  equal 
terms  with  him.  Should  he  cross  me  again,  I  shall  consider  the  old 
accompt  as  balanced,  and  his  Mastership  will  do  well  to  look  to 
himself 

"That  he  should,'' re-echoed  Craigengelt;  "for  when  you  are  in 
practice,  Bucklaw,  I  would  bet  a  magnum  you  are  through  him 
before  the  third  pass.'' 

"  Then  you  know  nothing  of  the  matter,"  said  Bucklaw,  "and  you 
never  saw  him  fence." 

'*And  I  know  nothing  of  the  matter?"  said  the  dependant — "a 
good  jest,  I  promise  you! — and  though  I  never  saw  Bavenswood 
fence,  have  I  not  been  at  Monsieur  Sagoon's  school,  who  was  the  first 
maUre  d^curmea  at  Paris;  and  have  I  not  been  at  Signor  Poco's  at 
Florence,  and  Meinheer  Durchstossen's  at  Vienna,  and  have  I  not 
seen  all  their  play  1 " 

"I  don't  know  whether  you  have  or  not,"  said  Bucklaw;  **but 
what  about  it,  though  you  had  ?" 

'^Onljr  that  I  will  be  d— d  i£  eves  I  «aw  French,  Italian,  or  High- 


THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR.  189 

Datchman  ever  make  foot,  hand,  and  eye  keep  time  half  so  well  as 
you,  Bucklaw." 

''I  believe  you  lie,  Craigie,"  said  Bucklaw;  '' however,  I  can  hold 
my  own,  both  with  single  rapier,  backsword,  sword  and  dagger, 
broadsword,  or  case  of  falchions — and  that 's  as  much  as  any  gentle- 
man need  know  of  the  matter.** 

''And  the  double  of  what  ninety-nine  out  of  a  hundred  know,** 
said  Craigengelt ;  *' they  learn  to  change  a  few  thrusts  with  the  small 
sword,  and  then,  forsooth,  they  understand  the  noble  art  of  defence ! 
Now,  when  I  was  at  Rouen  in  the  year  1695,  there  was  a  Chevalier 
de  Chapon  and  I  went  to  the  Opera,  where  he  found  three  bits  of 
English  birkies " 

**  Is  it  a  long  story  you  are  going  to  tell  V  said  Bucklaw,  interrupt- 
ing him  without  ceremony. 

*'Ju8t  as  you  like,"  answered  the  parasite,  ''for  we  made  short 
work  of  it." 

"  Then  I  like  it  short,"  said  Bucklaw ; " is  it  serious  or  merry? " 

"Devilish  serious,  I  assure  you,  and  so  they  found  it;  for  the 
Chevalier  and  I " 

"  Then  I  don't  like  it  at  all,"  said  Bucklaw;  "  so  fill  a  brimmer  of 
my  auld  auntie's  claret,  rest  her  heart !  And,  as  the  EEielandman 
says,  Shioch  dock  na  8hiaU"f 

"  That  was  what  tough  old  Sir  Evan  Dhu  used  to  say  to  me  when 
I  was  out  with  the  metall'd  lads  in  1689.  '  Craigengelt,'  he  used  to 
say, '  you  are  as  pretty  a  fellow  as  ever  held  steel  in  his  grip,  but  you 
have  one  fault.' " 

"  If  he  had  known  you  as  long  as  I  have  done,"  said  Bucklaw,  "  he 
would  have  found  out  some  twenty  more;  but  hang  long  stories, 
give  us  your  toast,  man." 

Craigengelt  rose,  went  a-tiptoe  to  the  door,  peeped  out,  shut  it 
carefully,  came  back  again— clapped  his  tarnished  gold-laced  hat 
on  one  side  of  his  head,  took  his  glass  in  one  hand,  and  touching 
the  hilt  of  his  hanger  with  the  other,  named,  "  The  King  over  the 
water." 

"I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Captain  Craigengelt,"  said  Bucklaw;  ''I 
shall  keep  my  mind  to  myself  on  these  subjects,  having  too  much 
respect  for  the  memory  of  my  venerable  aunt  Gimington  to  put  her 
lands  and  tenements  in  the  way  of  conmiitting  treason  against 
established  authority.  Bring  me  King  James  to  Edinburgh,  Captain, 
with  thirty  thousand  men  at  his  back,  and  I  '11  tell  you  what  I  think 
about  his  title  ;  but  as  for  running  my  neck  into  a  noose,  and  my 

t  "  Cat  a  drink  with  a  tale ; "  eqniyalent  to  the  EngUah  a^e  ol  'boon  Qiata:d«s&!CiQ9^ 
"Don't  preach  over  your  liquor." 
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good  brokd  Undn  into  the  statntoij  penaltim,  *  in  th&t  eftse  made  and 
provided,'  rely  upon  it,  jon  will  find  me  no  Buch  fooL  So,  when  yaa 
mean  to  T&ponr  with  jonr  banger  and  jmu  diam-oap  in  support  of 
taeaaonable  toaati,  joa  muit  find  your  lic^nM  and  company  eleawheie.'' 

"  WeU,  then,"  aaid  Ciaigangelt,  "name  the  toast  yoncMl^  and  ba 
it  what  it  like,  I'U  pledge  you,  were  it  a  mile  to  the  bottom." 

"  And  I  '11  give  yon  a  toaat  that  deierves  it,  my  boy,"  aaid  Bncklaw ; 
"what  Bay  you  to  Hibc  Lucy  Aahtonl" 

"  Up  with  it,"  aoid  the  Captain,  bb  he  tossed  off  hia  brimmer,  "  the 
bonnieet  Isu  in  Lothian.  What  a  pity  the  old  aiieck-drawing  whiga- 
mote,  het  father,  ia  about  to  throw  her  away  upon  that  rag  of  pride 
and  b^ary,  the  Master  of  Bavenawood!" 


"That's  not^ quite  boi       ,  law,  in  a  tone  which,  though 

it  seemed  indifferent,  excited  his  companion's  eager  curiosity ;  and  not 
that  only,  but  also  his  hope  of  working  himself  iuto  some  nort  of 
confidence  which  might  make  him  naeesaary  to  his  patron,  being  by 
no  means  satisfied  to  test  on  mere  sufTerance,  if  be  oonld  form  by  art 
or  industry  a  more  permanent  title  to  his  faToor. 

"  I  thoi^tbt,"  said  he,  after  a  moment's  pause,  'f  that  was  a  eetOed 
mattei — they  are  continually  together,  and  nothing  else  is  spoken  of 
betwixt  Lammerlaw  and  Traprain." 

"  They  may  say  what  they  pleaie,"  replied  his  patron,  "but  I 
know  better ;  and  I  '11  give  you  Miss  Lucy  Ashton'e  health  agun,  my 
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^And  I  would  drink  it  on  my  knee/'  said  Oredgengelt,  ^if  I 
thought  the  girl  had  the  spirit  to  jilt  that  d— d  son  of  a 
Spaniard." 

'*  I  am  to  request  you  will  not  use  the  word  jilt  and  Miss  Aahton't 
name  together/'  said  Bucklaw,  gravely. 

"  Jilt,  did  I  say  ? — discard,  my  lad  of  acres — ^hy  Joye^  I  meant  to 
say  discard,"  replied  Oaigeng^t;  ''and  I  hope  she'll  discard  him 
like  a  small  card  at  piquet,  and  take  in  the  King  of  Hearts,  my  boy  I 
But  yet ^" 

"  But  what  ? "  said  his  patron. 

''  But  yet  I  know  for  certain  they  are  hours  together  alone,  and  in 
the  woods  and  the  fields." 

"That's  her  foolish  father's  dotage — ^that  will  be  soon  put  out  of 
the  lass's  head,  if  it  ever  gets  into  it/'  answered  Bucklaw.  ''  And 
now  fill  your  glass  again,  Captain,  I  am  going  to  make  you  happy— 
I  am  going  to  let  you  into  a  secret — ^a  plot — a  noosing  plot-H)nly  the 
noose  is  but  typicaL" 

''A  marrying  matter?"  said  Oraigengelt,  and  his  jaw  fell  as  he 
asked  the  question ;  for  he  suspected  that  matrimony  would  render 
his  situation  at  Gimington  much  more  precarious  than  during  the 
jolly  days  of  his  patron's  bachelorhood. 

"Ay,  a  marriage,  man,"  said  Bucklaw;  ''but  wherefore  droops  thy 
mighty  spirit,  and  why  grow  the  rubies  on  thy  cheek  so  pale  ?  The 
board  will  have  a  comer,  and  the  comer  will  have  a  trencher,  and 
the  trencher  will  have  a  glass  beside;  and  the  board-end  shall  be 
filled,  and  the  trencher  and  the  glass  shall  be  replenished  for  thee,  if 
all  the  petticoats  in  Lothian  had  sworn  the  contrary.  What,  man ! 
I  am  not  the  boy  to  put  myself  into  leading-strings." 

"  So  says  many  an  honest  fellow,"  said  Chmgengelt,  "  and  some  of 
my  special  Mends ;  but,  curse  me  if  I  know  the  reason,  the  women 
could  never  bear  me,  and  always  contrived  to  trundle  me  out  of 
favour  before  the  honeymoon  was  over." 

"  If  you  could  have  kept  your  ground  tUl  that  was  over,  you  might 
have  made  a  good  year's  pension,"  said  Bucklaw. 

'*  But  I  never  could,"  answered  the  dejected  parasite ;  "  there  was 
my  Lord  Oastle-Ouddy — ^we  were  hand  and  glove — I  rode  his  horses 
— ^borrowed  money,  both  for  him  and  from  him — ^trained  Ms  hawks, 
and  taught  him  how  to  lay  his  bets ;  and  when  he  took  a  fancy  of 
man3ring,  I  married  him  to  Katie  Glegg,  whom  I  thought  myself  as 
sure  of  as  man  could  be  of  woman.  Egad,  she  had  me  out  of  the 
house,  as  if  I  had  run  on  wheels,  within  the  first  fortnight !" 

"Well!"  replied  Bucklaw,  *'I  think  I  have  noibixi^  ol  C^wSQ^r 
Cuddy  about  me,  or  Lucy  of  Katie  Glegg.    But  yow.  e»^  >^*^  >()i:ic^x^ 
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will  go  on  whether  you  like  it  or  no — the  only  question  ia,  will  you 
be  useful  1 '' 

**  Useful  ? "  exclaimed  the  Captain ; "  and  to  thee,  my  lad  of  lands, 
my  darling  boy,  whom  I  would  tramp  barefooted  through  the  world 
for  ? — name  time,  place,  mode,  and  circumstances,  and  see  if  I  will 
not  be  useful  in  all  uses  that  can  be  devised.^' 

**  Why,  then,  you  must  ride  two  hundred  miles  for  me,"  said  the 
patron. 

**  A  thousand,  and  call  them  a  flea's  leap,"  answered  the  dependant; 
*'  I  '11  cause  saddle  my  horse  directly." 

**  Better  stay  till  you  know  where  you  are  to  go,  and  what  you 
are  to  do,"  quoth  £acklaw.  ''You  know  I  have  a  kinswoman  in 
Northumberland,  Lady  Blenkensop  by  name,  whose  old  acquaintance 
I  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  in  the  period  of  my  poverty,  but  the 
light  of  whose  countenance  shone  forth  upon  me  when  the  sun  of  my 
prosperity  began  to  arise." 

«D — u  all  such  double-faced  jades!"  exclaimed  (>aigengelt, 
heroically;  ''this  I  will  say  for  John  Craigengelt,  that  he  is  his 
friend's  friend  through  good  report  and  bad  report,  poverty  and 
riches ;  and  you  know  something  of  that  yourself  Bucklaw." 

"  I  have  not  forgot  your  merits,"  said  Ids  patron;  "  I  do  remember 
that,  in  my  extremities,  you  had  a  mind  to  crim^  me  for  the  service 
of  the  French  King,  or  of  the  Pretender ;  and,  moreover,  that  you 
afterwards  lent  me  a  score  of  pieces,  when,  as  I  firmly  believe,  you 
had  heard  the  news  that  old  Lady  Gimington  had  a  touch  of  the 
dead  palsy.  But  don't  be  downcast,  John ;  I  believe,  after  all,  you 
like  me  very  well  in  your  way,  and  it  is  my  misfortune  to  have  no 
better  counsellor  at  present  To  return  to  this  Lady  Blenkensop,  you 
must  know  she  is  a  close  confederate  of  Duchess  Sarah." 

"Whatl  of  Sail  Jennings  1"  exclaimed  Craigengelt;  "then  she 
must  be  a  good  one." 

"  Hold  you  tongue,  and  keep  your  Tory  rants  to  yourself,  if  it  be 
possible,"  said  Bucklaw ;  "  1  tell  you  that  through  the  Duchess  of 
Marlborough  has  this  Northumbrian  cousin  of  mine  become  a  crony 
of  Lady  Ashton,  the  Keeper's  wife,  or,  I  may  say,  the  Lord  Keeper's 
Lady  Keeper,  and  she  has  favoured  Lady  Blenkensop  with  a  visit  on 
her  return  from  London,  and  is  just  now  at  her  old  mansion-house 
on  the  banks  of  the  Wansbeck.  Now,  sir,  as  it  has  been  the  use  and 
wont  of  these  ladies  to  consider  their  husbands  as  of  no  importance 
in  the  management  of  their  own  families,  it  has  been  their  present 
pleasure,  without  consulting  Sir  William  Ashton,  to  put  on  the  tapi$ 
a  matriiaoinsl  alliance,  to  be  concluded  between  Lucy  Ashton  and 
my  own  right  honourable  self,  Lady  Aahton  acting  a  self-ooBBtitnted 
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plenipotentiary  on  the  part  of  her  daughter  and  husband,  and 
Mother  Blenkensop,  equally  unaccredited,  doing  me  the  honour  to 
be  my  representative.  Tou  may  suppose  I  was  a  little  astonished 
when  I  found  that  a  treaty,  in  which  I  was  so  considerably  interested, 
had  advanced  a  good  way  before  I  was  even  consulted.'' 

'*  Capot  me  if  I  think  that  was  according  to  the  rules  of  the  game," 
said  his  confidant;  ''and  pray,  what  answer  did  you  return  "i** 

"Why,  my  first  thought  was  to  send  the  treaty  to  the  devil,  and 
the  negotiators  along  with  it,  for  a  couple  of  meddling  old  women ; 
my  next  was  to  laugh  very  heartily ;  and  my  third  and  last  was  a 
settled  opinion  that  the  thing  was  reasonable,  and  would  suit  me 
well  enough." 

"  Why,  I  thought  you  had  never  seen  the  wench  but  once — and 
then  she  had  her  riding-mask  on.    I  am  sure  you  told  me  so." 

"  Ay — ^but  I  liked  her  very  well  then.  And  Eavenswood's  dirty 
usage  of  me — shutting  me  out  of  doors  to  dine  with  the  lackeys, 
because  he  had  the  Lord  Keeper,  forsooth,  and  his  daughter,  to  be 
guests  in  his  beggarly  castle  of  starvation.  D — n  me,  Craigengelt, 
if  I  ever  forgive  him  till  I  play  him  as  good  a  trick  !" 

"  No  more  you  should,  if  you  are  a  lad  of  mettle,"  said  Craigengelt, 
the  matter  now  taking  a  turn  in  which  he  could  sympathise ;  "  and 
if  you  carry  this  wench  from  him,  it  will  break  his  heart." 

"  That  it  will  not,"  said  Bucklaw ;  **  his  heart  is  all  steeled  over 
with  reason  and  phUosophy— things  that  you,  Craigie,  know  nothing 
about  more  than  myself,  God  help  me.  But  it  will  break  his  pride, 
though,  and  that 's  what  I  am  driving  at." 

"Distance  me,"  said  Craigengelt,  "but  I  know  the  reason  now 
of  his  unmannerly  behaviour  at  his  old  tumble-down  tower  yonder. 
Ashamed  of  your  company  t — no,  no !  Gad,  he  was  afraid  you 
would  cut  in  and  carry  off  the  girL" 

"Eh  !  Craigengelt?"  said  Bucklaw — "do  you  really  think  sol — 
but  no,  no ! — he  is  a  devilish  deal  prettier  man  than  I  am." 

"  Who — he  V  exclaimed  the  parasite — "  he 's  as  black  as  the  crook; 
and  for  his  size — ^he  's  a  tall  fellow,  to  be  sure — ^but  give  me  a  light, 
stout,  middle-sized " 

"  Plague  on  thee  ! "  said  Bucklaw,  interrupting  him,  **  and  on  me 
for  listening  to  you  ! — you  would  say  as  much  if  I  were  hunch- 
backed. But  as  to  Eavenswood — ^he  has  kept  no  terms  with  me — 
111  keep  none  with  him ;  if  I  ccm  win  this  girl  from  him,  I  wiU  win 
her." 

**  Win  her  1 — 'sblood,  you  diall  win  her,  point,  quint,  and  quatorze 
my  king  of  trumps — ^you  shall  pique,  repique,  and  capot  him  " 

"  Prithee,  stop  thy  gambling  cant  for  (me  inatont,''  ^^Vdi'^witSs^SK^* 
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"  Things  have  come  thuB  far  that  I  have  entertained  the  proposal  of 
my  kinswoman,  agreed  to  the  terms  of  jointure,  amount  of  fortune, 
and  so  forth,  and  that  the  afEiEur  is  to  go  forward  when  Lady  Ash  ton 
comes  down,  for  she  takes  her  daughter  and  her  son  in  her  own 
hand.  Now  they  want  me  to  send  up  a  confidential  person  with 
some  writings." 

"  By  this  good  wine,  I  '11  ride  to  the  end  of  the  world — ^the  very 
gates  of  Jericho,  and  tiie  judgment-seat  of  Frester  John,  for  thee  ! " 
ejaculated  the  Captain. 

''  Why,  I  believe  you  would  do  something  for  me,  and  a  great  deal 
for  yourself.  Now,  any  one  could  carry  the  writings ;  but  you  will 
have  a  little  more  to  do.  Tou  must  contrive  to  drop  out  before 
my  Lady  Ashton,  just  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  little  consequence, 
the  residence  of  Bavenswood  at  her  husband's  house,  and  his  close 
intercourse  with  Miss  Ashton;  and  you  may  tell  her  that  all  the 

country  talks  of  a  visit  from  the  Marquis  of  A ,  as  it  is  supposed, 

to  make  up  the  match  betwixt  Bavenswood  and  her  daughter.  I 
should  like  to  hear  what  she  says  to  all  this ;  for,  rat  me,  if  I  have 
any  idea  of  starting  for  the  plate  at  all  if  Bavenswood  is  to  win  the 
race,  and  he  has  odds  against  me  already." 

«  Never  a  bit — ^the  wench  has  too  much  sense — and  in  that  belief 
I  drink  her  health  a  third  time ;  and,  were  time  and  place  fitting,  I 
would  drink  it  on  bended  knees,  and  he  that  would  not  pledge  me,  I 
would  make  his  guts  garter  his  stockings." 

''  Hark  ye,  Craigengelt ;  as  you  are  going  into  the  society  of  women 
of  rank,"  said  Bucklaw,  '^  I  '11  thank  you  to  forget  your  strange  black- 
guard oaths  and  damme's — I  '11  write  to  them,  thoagh,  that  you  are  a 
blunt,  untaught  fellow." 

<' Ay,  ay,"  replied  Craigengelt;  ''a  plain,  blunt,  honest,  downright 
soldier." 

'<Not  too  honest,  nor  too  much  of  the  soldier  neither;  but  such  as 
thou  art,  it  is  my  luck  to  need  thee,  for  I  must  have  spurs  put  to 
Lady  Ashton's  motions." 

'*I11  dash  them  up  to  the  rowel-heads,"  said  Craigengelt;  ^she 
shall  come  here  at  the  gallop,  like  a  cow  chased  by  a  whole  nest  of 
hornets,  and  her  tail  twisted  over  her  rump  like  a  corkscrew." 

"And  hear  ye,  Craigie,"  said  Bucklaw;  "your  boots  and  doublet 
are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  as  the  man  says  in  the  play,  but  they 
are  somewhat  too  greasy  for  tea-table  service — ^prithee,  get  thyself  a 
little  better  rigged  out,  and  here  is  to  pay  all  charges." 

"  Nay,  Bucklaw— K)n  my  soul,  man — ^you  use  me  UL    However," 
added  Craigengelt,  pocketing  the  money,  "if  you  will  have  me  so  far 
indebted  to  yon,  I  must  be  confoiming" 
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''Well,  horse  and  away!"  said  the  patron,  "  so  soon  as  yon  have 
got  your  riding  livery  in  trim.  You  may  ride  the  black  crop-ear — 
and,  hark  ye,  I  '11  make  you  a  present  of  him  to  boot." 

'<  I  drink  to  the  good  luck  of  my  mission,"  answered  the  ambassa- 
dor, **  in  a  half-pint  bumper." 

**  I  thank  ye,  Craigie,  and  pledge  you — I  see  nothing  against  it  but 
the  father  or  the  girl  taking  a  tantrum,  and  I  am  told  the  mother  can 
wind  them  both  round  her  little  finger.  Take  care  not  to  affront  her 
with  any  of  your  Jacobite  jargon." 

''  Oh,  ay,  true — she  is  a  whig,  and  a  friend  of  old  Sail  of  Marl- 
borough— ^thank  my  stars,  I  can  hoist  any  colours  at  a  pinch.  I 
have  fought  as  hard  under  John  Churchill  as  ever  I  did  under 
Dundee  or  the  Duke  of  Berwick." 

"  I  verily  believe  you,  Craigie,*'  said  the  lord  of  the  mansion ;  "  but 
Craigie,  do  you,  pray,  step  down  to  the  cellar,  and  fetch  us  up  a  bottle 
of  the  Burgundy,  1678 — it  is  in  the  fourth  bin  from  the  right-hand 
turn — and  I  say,  Craigie,  you  may  fetch  up  half-a-dozen  whilst  you 
are  about  it    Egad,  we  '11  make  a  night  on't  1" 
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And  soon  they  spied  the  merry-men  green, 

And  eke  the  coach  and  four. 

Dithe  upon  Duke, 

Craigengelt  set  forth  on  his  mission  so  soon  as  his  equipage  was 
complete,  prosecuted  his  journey  with  all  diligence,  and  accomplished 
his  commission  with  all  the  dexterity  for  which  Bucklaw  had  given 
him  credit.  As  he  arrived  with  credentials  from  Mr.  Hayston  of 
Bucklaw,  he  was  extremely  welcome  to  both  ladies ;  and  those  who 
are  prejudiced  in  favour  of  a  new  acquaintance  can,  for  a  time  at 
least,  discover  excellences  in  his  very  faults  and  perfections  in  his 
deficiencies.  Although  both  ladies  were  accustomed  to  good  society, 
yet,  being  predetermined  to  find  out  an  agreeable  and  well-behaved 
gentleman  in  Mr.  Hayston's  Mend,  they  succeeded  wonderfully  in 
imposing  on  themselves.  It  is  true  that  Craigengelt" was  now  hand- 
somely dressed,  and  that  was  a  point  of  no  small  consequence.  But^ 
independent  of  outward  show,  his  blackguard  impudence  of  address 
was  construed  into  honourable  bluntness,  becoming  his  supposed 
military  profession ;  his  hectoring  passed  for  courage,  and  his  sauci- 
ness  for  wit.  Lest,  however,  any  one  should  think  this  a  violation 
of  probability,  we  must  add,  in  fairness  to  the  two  ladies,  that  their 
discernment  was  greatly  blinded  and  their  favour  propitiated  by  the 
opportune  arrival  of  Captain  Craigengelt  in  the  momftiiX  '^V^tl  VXsk!^^ 
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wete  longing  fbr  a  third  hand  to  make  a  party  at  trediiUe,  in  which, 
as  in  all  games,  whether  of  chance  or  skill,  that  worthy  person  was  a 
great  proficient. 

When  he  found  himself  eetabliahed  in  favour,  his  next  point  was 
how  best  to  use  it  for  the  furtherance  of  his  patron's  views.  He 
found  Lady  Ashton  prepossessed  strongly  in  favour  of  the  motion, 
which  Lady  Blenkensop,  partly  from  re^ud  to  her  kinsman,  partly 
from  the  spirit  of  match-making,  had  not  hesitated  to  propose  to  her ; 
so  that  his  task  was  an  easy  one.  Bucklaw,  reformed  from  his  pro* 
digality,  was  just  the  sort  of  husband  which  she  desired  to  have  for 
her  Shepherdess  of  Lammennoor ;  and  while  the  marriage  gave  her  an 
easy  fortune  and  a  respectable  country  gentleman  for  her  husband^ 
Lady  Ashton  was  of  opinion  that  her  destinies  would  be  fully  and  most 
favourably  accomplished.  It  so  chanced^  also,  that  Bucklaw,  among 
his  new  acquisitions,  had  gained  the  management  of  a  little  political 
interest  in  a  neighbouring  county,  where  the  Douglas  family 
oiiginally  held  large  possessions.  It  was  one  of  the  bosom-hopes  of 
Lady  Ashton,  that  her  eldest  son,  Sholto,  should  represent  thia 
county  in  the  British  Parliament,  and  she  saw  this  alliance  with 
Bucklaw  as  a  circumstance  which  might  be  highly  favourable  to  her 
wishes. 

Craigengelt,  who  in  his  way  by  no  means  wanted  sagacity,  no 
sooner  discovered  in  what  quarter  the  wind  of  Lady  Ashton's  wishes 
sat,  than  he  trimmed  his  course  accordingly.  '^  There  was  little  to 
prevent  Bucklaw  himself  from  sitting  for  the  county — he  must  carry 
the  heat— must  walk  the  course.  Two  oousins-german — six  more 
distant  kinsmen,  his  factor  and  his  chamberlain,  were  all  hollow 
votes — and  the  Gimington  interest  had  always  carried,  betwixt  love 
and  fear,  about  as  many  more.  But  Bucklaw  cared  no  more  about 
riding  the  first  horse  and  that  sort  of  thing  than  he,  Craigengelt,  did 
about  a  game  at  birkie — it  was  a  pity  his  interest  was  not  in  ^ood 
guidance." 

All  this  Lady  Ashton  drank  in  with  willing  and  attentive  eoBB^ 
resolving  internally  to  be  herself  the  person  who  should  take  tha 
management  of  the  political  influence  of  her  destined  son-in-law, 
for  the  benefit  of  her  eldest  born,  Sholto,  and  all  other  parties 
concerned. 

When  he  found  her  ladyship  thus  favourably  di8posed,'the  Oaptain 
proceeded,  to  use  his  employer's  phrase,  to  set  spurs  to  her  resolntion^ 
by  hinting  at  the  situation  of  matters  at  Ravenswood  Castle,  the  long 
residence  which  the  heir  of  that  family  had  made  witih  the  Loid 
Keeper,  and  the  reports  which  (though  he  would  be  dr— d  ere  he  gave 
credit  to  ah  J  oi  them)  had  been  idly  circulated  in  the  naighboufaeodL 
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It  waa  not  the  Captain's  cue  to  appear  himself  to  be  uneasy  on  tli9 
subject  of  these  rumours;  but  he  easily  saw  from  Lady  Ashton'a 
flushed  cheek,  hesitating  voice,  and  flashing  eye  that  she  had  caught 
the  alarm  which  he  intended  to  communicate.  She  had  not  heard 
from  her  husband  so  often  or  so  regularly  as  she  thought  him  bound 
in  duty  to  have  written,  and  of  this  very  interesting  intelligencOi 
concerning  his  visit  to  the  Tower  of  Wolf's  Crag  and  the  guest  whom, 
with  such  cordiality,  he  had  received  at  Eavenswood  Castle,  he  had 
suflered  his  lady  to  remain  altogether  ignorant,  until  she  now  learned 
it  by  the  chance  information  of  a  stranger.  Such  concealment 
approached,  in  her  apprehension,  to  a  misprision, at  least,  of  treason, 
if  not  to  actual  rebellion  against  her  matrimonial  authority;  and  in 
her  inward  soul  did  she  vow  to  take  vengeance  on  the  Lord  Keeper 
as  on  a  subject  detected  in  meditating  revolt.  Her  indignation 
burned  the  more  fiercely,  as  she  found  herself  obliged  to  suppress  it 
in  presence  of  Lady  Blenkensop,  the  kinswoman,  and  of  Craigengelt, 
the  confidential  friend  of  Bucklaw,  of  whose  alliance  she  now  became 
trebly  desirous,  since  it  occurred  to  her  alarmed  imagination  that 
her  husband  might,  in  his  policy  or  timidity,  prefer  that  of  Baveufr- 
wood. 

The  Captain  was  engineer  enough  to  discover  that  the  train  waa 
fired ;  and  therefore  heard,  in  the  course  of  the  same  day,  without 
the  least  surprise,  that  Lady  Ashton  had  resolved  to  abridge  her  visit 
to  Lady  Blenkensop,  and  set  forth  with  the  peep  of  morning  on  her 
return  to  Scotland,  using  all  the  despatch  which  the  state  of  the 
roads  and  the  mode  of  travelling  would  possibly  permit. 

Unhappy  Lord  Keeper ! — ^little  was  he  aware  what  a  storm  waa. 
travelling  towards  him  in  all  the  speed  with  which  an  old-fashioned 
Qoach  and  six  could  possibly  achieve  its  journey.  He,  like  Don 
Qayferos,  ''forgot  his  lady  fair  and  true,"  and  was  only  anxious  about 

the  expected  visit  of  the  Marquis  of  A .    Soothfast  tidings  had 

assured  him  that  this  nobleman  was  at  length  and  without  fail  to 
honour  his  castle  at  one  in  the  afternoon,  being  a  late  dinner^hour; 
and  much  was  the  bustle  in  consequence  of  the  annunciation.  The 
Lord  Keeper  traversed  th&^.  chambers,  held  consultation  with  the 
butler  in  Uie  cellars,  and  even  ventured,  at  the  risk  of  a  d^m4U  with 
a  cook  of  a  spirit  lofty  enough  to  scorn  the  admonitions  of  Lady 
Aahton  herself,  to  peep  into  the  kitchen.  Satisfied,  at  length,  that 
everything  was  in  as  active  a  train  of  preparation  as  was  possible,  he 
anmmoned  Bavenswood  and  his  daughter  to  walk  upon  the  terrace, 
for  the  purpoae  of  watching,  from  that  commanding  position,  the 
eacUest  symptoms  of  his  lordship's  approach.  For  this  purpose,  with 
llpw  A^,  id^e  sltep,  he  paraded  the  teiraee,  ^bkYi,  ^^nq!^^  nt^  ^ 
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heavy  stone  battlement,  stretched  in  front  of  the  castle  upon  a  level 
with  the  first  story;  while  visitors  found  access  to  the  court  by  a 
projecting  gateway,  the  bartizan  or  fiat-leaded  roof  of  which  was 
accessible  from  the  terrace  by  an  easy  flight  of  low  and  broad  steps* 
The  whole  bore  a  resemblance  partly  to  a  castle,  partly  to  a  noble- 
man's seat;  and,  though  calculated  in  some  respects  for  defence, 
evinced  that  it  had  been  constructed  under  a  sense  of  the  power  and 
security  of  the  ancient  Lords  of  Bavenswood. 

This  pleasant  walk  commanded  a  beautiful  and  extensive  view. 
But  what  was  most  to  our  present  purpose,  there  were  seen  from  the 
terrace  two  roads,  one  leading  from  the  east  and  one  from  the  west- 
ward, which,  crossing  a  ridge  opposed  to  the  eminence  on  which  the 
castle  stood,  at  different  angles,  gradually  approached  each  other, 
until  they  joined  not  far  from  the  gate  of  the  avenue.  It  was  to  the 
westward  approach  that  the  Lord  Keeper,  from  a  sort  of  fidgeting 
anxiety,  his  daughter,  from  complaisance  to  him,  and  Bavenswood, 
though  feeling  some  symptoms  of  internal  impatience,  out  of  com- 
plaisance to  his  daughter,  directed  their  eyes  to  see  the  precursors  of 
the  Marquis's  approach. 

These  were  not  long  of  presenting  themselves.  Two  running  foot- 
men, dressed  in  white,  with  black  jockey-caps,  and  long  stafb  in 
their  hands,  headed  the  train ;  and  such  was  their  i^ility,  that  they 
found  no  difficulty  in  keeping  the  necessary  advance,  which  the 
etiquette  of  their  station  required,  before  the  carriage  and  horsemen. 
Onward  they  came  at  a  long  swinging  trot,  arguing  unwearied  speed 
in  their  long-breathed  calling.  Such  running  footmen  are  often 
alluded  to  in  old  plays  (I  would  particularly  instance  Middleton's 
"  Mad  World  my  Masters"),  and  perhaps  may  be  still  remembered  by 
some  old  persons  in  Scotland,  as  part  of  the  retinue  of  the  ancimt 
nobility  when  travelling  in  frill  ceremony.*^  Behind  these  glancing 
meteors,  who  footed  it  as  if  the  Avenger  of  Blood  had  been  behind 
them,  came  a  cloud  of  dust,  raised  by  riders  who  preceded,  attended, 
or  followed  the  state-carriage  of  the  Marquis. 

The  privilege  of  nobility,  in  those  days,  had  something  in  it  im* 
pressive  on  the  imagination.  The  dresses  and  liveries  and  number 
of  their  attendants,  their  style  of  travelKng,  the  imposing,  and 
almost  warlike  air  of  the  armed  men  who  surrounded  them,  placed 
them  far  above  the  laird,  who  travelled  with  his  brace  of  footmen; 
and  as  to  rivalry  from  the  mercantile  part  of  the  community,  these 
would  as  soon  have  thought  of  imitating  the  state  equipage  of  the 
Sovereign.  At  present  it  is  different ;  and  I  myself  Peter  Pattiesoiiy 
in  a  late  journey  to  Edinburgh,  had  the  honour,  in  the  xnail-ooadi 
pbraae,  to  ^change  a  leg**  with  a  ^^eer  of  the  realm.    It  ww  not  to 
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in  the  days  of  which  I  write ;  and  the  Marquis's  approach,  so  long 
expected  in  vain,  now  took  place  in  the  fall  pomp  of  ancient  aris- 
tocracy. Sir  William  Ashton  was  so  much  interested  in  what  he 
beheld,  and  in  considering  the  ceremonial  of  reception  in  case  any 
circumstance  had  been  omitted,  that  he  scarce  heard  his  son  Henry 
exclaim,  **  There  is  another  coach  and  six  coming  down  the  east  road, 

papa — can  they  both  belong  to  the  Marquis  of  A ?" 

At  length,  when  the  youngster  had  feiirly  compelled  his  attention 
by  pulling  his  sleeve, 

"  He  turned  his  eyes,  and,  as  he  tum*d,  survey 'd 
An  awfal  vision. " 

Sure  enough,  another  coach  and  six,  with  four  servants  or  out- 
riders in  attendance,  was  descending  the  hill  from  the  eastward,  at 
such  a  pace  as  made  it  doubtful  which  of  the  carriages  thus  approach- 
ing from  different  quarters  would  first  reach  the  gate  at  the  extremity 
of  the  avenue.  The  one  coach  was  green,  the  other  blue ;  and  not 
the  green  and  blue  chariots  in  the  Circus  of  Rome  or  Constantinople 
excited  more  turmoil  among  the  citizens  than  the  double  apparition 
occasioned  in  the  mind  of  the  Lord  Keeper.  We  all  remember  the 
terrible  exclamation  of  the  dying  profligate,  when  a  Mend,  to  destroy 
what  he  supposed  the  h3^chondriac  idea  of  a  spectre  appearing  in  a 
certain  shape  at  a  given  hour,  placed  before  him  a  person  dressed  up 
in  the  manner  he  described.  **  Mon  Dieu!"  said  the  expiring  sinner, 
who,  it  seems,  saw  both  the  real  and  polygraphic  apparition — **  il  y 
en  a  deux  P* 

The  surprise  of  the  Lord  Keeper  was  scarcely  less  unpleasing 
at  the  duplication  of  the  expected  arrival ;,  his  mind  misgave  him 
strangely.  There  was  no  neighbour  who  would  have  approached 
so  unceremoniously,  at  a  time  when  ceremony  was  held  in  such 
respect.  It  must  be  Lady  Ashton,  said  his  conscience,  and  followed 
up  the  hint  with  an  anxious  anticipation  of  the  purpose  of  her 
sudden  and  unannounced  return.  He  felt  that  he  was  caught  "  in 
the  manner.''  That  the  company  in  which  she  had  so  unluckily 
surprised  him  was  likely  to  be  highly  distasteful  to  her,  there  was  no 
question  ;  and  the  only  hope  which  remained  for  him  was  her  high 
sense  of  dignified  propriety,  which,  he  trusted,  might  prevent  a 
public  explosion.  But  so  active  were  his  doubts  and  fears,  as 
altogether  to  derange  his  purposed  ceremonial  for  the  reception  of 
the  Marquis. 

These  feelings  of  apprehension  were  not  confined  to  Sir  William 
Ashton.  "It  is  my  mother — ^it  is  my  mother!"  said  Lucy,  turning 
as  pale  as  ashes,  and  clasping  her  hands  together  as  she  looked  at 
Bavenswood. 
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"  And  if  it  be  Lady  Ashton,"  said  her  lover  to  her  in  a  low  tone^ 
''what  can  be  the  occasion  of  such  alarm]  Surely  the  return  of  a 
lady  to  the  family  from  which  she  has  been  so  long  absent  should 
Q2(cite  other  sensations  than  those  of  fear  and  dismay/' 

''You  do  not  know  my  mother,"  said  Miss  Ashton,  in  a  tone 
almost  breathless  with  terror ;  "  what  will  she  say  when  she  sees  you 
in  this  place ! " 

'*My  stay  has  been  too  long,''  said  Bayenswood,  somewhat 
haughtily,  ''if  her  displeasure  at  my  presence  is  likely  to  be  so 
formidable.  My  dear  Lucy,"  he  resumed,  in  a  tone  of  soothing 
encouragement,  "  you  are  too  childishly  afraid  of  Lady  Ashton ;  she 
is  a  woman  of  fEunily — a  lady  of  fashion — a  person  who  must  know 
the  world,  and  what  is  due  to  her  husband  and  her  husband's 
guests," 

Lucy  shook  her  hea4 ;  and,  as  if  her  mother,  still  at  the  distance 
of  half-a-mile,  could  have  seen  and  scrutinised  her  deportment,  she 
withdrew  herself  &om  beside  Bavenswood,  and,  taking  her  brother 
Henry's  arm,  led  him  to  a  different  part  of  the  terrace.  The  Keeper 
also  shuffled  down  towards  the  portal  of  the  great  gate,  without 
inviting  Bavenswood  to  accompany  him,  and  thus  he  remained 
standing  alone  on  the  terrace,  deserted  and  shunned,  as  it  were,  by 
the  inhabitants  of  the  mansion. 

This  suited  not  the  mood  of  one  who  was  proud  in  proportion  to 
his  poverty,  and  who  thought  that,  in  sacrificing  his  deep-rooted 
resentments  so  far  as  to  become  Sir  William  Ashton's  guest,  he 
conferred  a  favour  and  received  none.  "  I  can  forgive  Lucy,"  he  said 
to  himself;  *'she  is  young,  timid,  and  conscious  of  an  important 
engagement  assumed  without  her  mother's  sanction  ;  yet  she  should 
remember  with  whom  it  has  been  assumed,  and  leave  me  no  reason 
to  suspect  that  she  is  ashamed  of  her  choice.  For  the  Keeper,  sense, 
spirit,  and  expression  seem  to  have  left  his  face  and  manner  since  he 
had  the  first  glimpse  of  Lady  Ashton's  carriage.  I  must  watch  how 
this  is  to  end ;  and  if  they  give  me  reason  to  think  myself  an  un- 
welcome guest,  my  visit  is  soon  abridged." 

With  these  suspicions  floating  on  his  mind,  he  left  the  terrace, 
and,  walking  towards  the  stables  of  the  castle,  gave  directions  that 
his  horse  should  be  kept  in  readiness,  in  case  he  should  have 
occasion  to  ride  abroad. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  drivers  of  the  two  carriages,  the  approach  ol 
which  had  occasioned  so  much  dismay  at  the  castle,  had  become 
aware  of  each  other's  presence,  as  they  approached  upon  different 
lines  to  the  head  of  the  avenue  as  a  common  centre.  Lady  Ashton's 
driver  and  postilions  instantly  received  orders  to  get  foremosti  il 
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possible,  her  ladyship  being  desirous  of  despatching  her  first  inter- 
view with  her  husband  before  the  arrival  of  these  guests,  whoever 
they  might  happen  to  be.  On  the  other  hand,  the  coachman  of  the 
Marquis,  conscious  of  his  own  dignity  and  that  of  his  master,  and 
observing  the  rival  charioteer  was  mending  his  pace,  resolved,  like  a 
true  brother  of  the  whip,  whether  ancient  or  modem,  to  vindicate 
his  right  of  precedence.  So  that,  to  increase  the  confusion  of  the 
Lord  Keeper's  understanding,  he  saw  the  short  time  which  remained 
for  consideration  abridged  by  the  haste  of  the  contending  coachmen, 
who,  fixing  their  eyes  sternly  on  each  other,  and  applying  the  lash 
smartly  to  their  horses,  began  to  thunder  down  the  descent  with 
emulous  rapidity,  while  the  horsemen  who  attended  them  were 
forced  to  put  on  to  a  hand-gallop. 

Sir  William's  only  chance  now  remaining  was  the  possibility  of 
an  overturn,  and  that  his  lady  or  visitor  might  break  their  necks. 
I  am  not  aware  that  he  formed  any  distinct  wish  on  the  subject,  but 
I  have  no  reason  to  think  that  his  grief  in  either  case  would  have 
been  altogether  inconsolable.  This  chance,  however,  also  dis- 
appeared ;  for  Lady  Ashton,  though  insensible  to  fear,  began  to  see 
the  ridicule  of  running  a  race  with  a  visitor  of  distinction,  the  goal 
beii:^  the  portal  of  her  own  castle,  and  commanded  her  coachman, 
as  they  approached  the  avenue,  to  slacken  his  pace,  and  allow 
precedence  to  the  stranger's  equipage  ;  a  command  which  he  gladly 
obeyed,  as  coming  in  time  to  save  his  honour,  the  horses  of  the 
Marquis's  carriage  being  better,  or,  at  least,  fresher  than  his  own. 
He  restrained  his  pace,  therefore,  and  suffered  the  green  coach 
to  enter  the  avenue,  with  all  its  retinue,  which  pass  it  occupied 
with  the  speed  of  a  whirlwind.  The  Marquis's  laced  charioteer  no 
sooner  found  the  pas  d*(wance  was  granted  to  him  than  he  resumed  a 
more  deliberate  pace,  at  which  he  advanced  under  the  embowering 
shade  of  the  lofty  elms,  surrounded  by  all  the  attendants;  while 
the  carriage  of  Lady  Ashton  followed,  still  more  slowly,  at  some 
distance. 

In  the  front  of  the  castle,  and  beneath  the  portal  which  admitted 
guests  into  the  inner  court,  stood  Sir  William  Ashton,  much  per- 
plexed in  mind,  his  younger  son  and  daughter  beside  him,  and  in 
their  rear  a  train  of  attendants  of  various  ranks,  in  and  out  of  livery. 
The  nobility  and  gentry  of  Scotland  at  this  period  were  remarkable 
even  to  extravagance  for  the  number  of  their  servants,  whose 
services  were  easily  purchased  in  a  country  where  men  were 
numerous  beyond  proportion  to  the  means  of  employing  them. 

The  manners  of  a  man,  trained  like  Sir  William  Ashton,  are  too 
much  at  his  command  to  remain  long  diaconoxstted.  m>^  >i2ii^  x&s»^ 
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adverse  concurrence  of  circumstances.  He  received  tbe  Marquis,  as 
he  alighted  from  his  equipage,  with  the  usual  compliments  of  wel- 
come ;  and  as  he  ushered  him  into  the  great  hall,  expressed  his  hope 
that  his  journey  had  been  pleasant.  The  Marquis  was  a  tall,  well- 
made  man,  with  a  thoughtful  and  intelligent  countenance,  and  an 
eye  in  which  the  fire  of  ambition  had  for  some  years  replaced  the 
vivacity  of  youth ;  a  bold,  proud  expression  of  countenance,  yet 
chastened  by  habitual  caution,  and  the  desire  which,  as  the  head  of 
a  party,  he  necessarily  entertained  of  acquiring  popularity.  He 
answered  with  courtesy  the  courteous  enquiries  of  the  Lord  Keeper, 
and  was  formally  presented  to  Miss  Ashton,  in  the  course  of  which 
ceremony  the  Lord  Keeper  gave  the  first  symptom  of  what  was 
chiefly  occupying  his  mind,  by  introducing  his  daughter  as  ''his 
ivife,  Lady  Ashton." 

Lucy  blushed ;  the  Marquis  looked  surprised  at  the  extremely 
juvenile  appearance  of  his  hostess,  and  the  Lord  Keeper  with  difii- 
culty  rallied  himself  so  far  as  to  explain.  "  I  should  have  said  my 
daughter,  my  lord ;  but  the  truth  is,  that  I  saw  Lady  Ashton's 
carriage  enter  the  avenue  shortly  after  your  lordship's,  and        ^ 

''Make  no  apology,  my  lord,"  replied  his  noble  guest;  ''let  me 
entreat  you  will  wait  on  your  lady,  and  leave  me  to  cultivate  Miss 
Ashton's  acquaintance.  I  am  shocked  my  people  should  have  taken 
precedence  of  our  hostess  at  her  own  gate;  but  your  lordship  is 
aware  that  I  supposed  Lady  Ashton  was  still  in  the  south.  Permit 
me  to  beseech  you  will  waive  ceremony,  and  hasten  to  welcome 
her." 

This  was  precisely  what  the  Lord  Keeper  longed  to  do  ;  and  he 
instantly  profited  by  his  lordship's  obliging  permission.  To  see 
Lady  Ashton,  and  encounter  the  first  burst  of  her  displeasure  in 
private,  might  prepare  her,  in  some  degree,  to  receive  her  unwelcome 
guests  with  due  decorum.  As  her  carris^e,  therefore,  stopped,  the 
arm  of  the  attentive  husband  was  ready  to  assist  Lady  Ashton  in 
dismounting.  Looking  as  if  she  saw  him  not,  «he  put  his  arm  aside, 
and  requested  that  of  Captain  Craigengelt,  who  stood  by  the  coach 
with  his  laced  hat  under  his  arm,  having  acted  as  cavalih^  servenU, 
or  squire  in  attendance,  during  the  journey.  Taking  hold  of  this 
respectable  person's  arm  as  if  to  support  her,  Lady  Ashton  travened 
the  court,  uttering  a  word  or  two  by  way  of  direction  to  the  servants, 
but  not  one  to  Sir  William,  who  in  vain  endeavoured  to  attract  her 
attention,  as  he  rather  followed  than  accompanied  her  into  the  hall, 
in  which  they  found  the  Marquis  in  close  conversation  with  the 
Master  of  Bavenswood:  Lucy  had  taken  the  first  opportunity  of 
escaping.     There  was  embarrassment  on  every  ooontenuice  ezoepfc 
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that  of  the  Marquis  of  A ;  for  even  Craigengelfs  impudence  was 

hardly  able  to  veil  his  fear  of  Bavenswood,  and  the  rest  felt  the 
awkwardness  of  the  position  in  which  they  were  thus  unexpectedly 
placed. 

After  waiting  a  moment  to  be  presented  by  Sir  William  Ashton, 
the  Marquis  resolved  to  introduce  himsell  "The  Lord  Keeper,* 
he  said,  bowing  to  Lady  Ashton,  "has  just  introduced  to  me  his 
daughter  as  his  wife — he  might  very  easily  present  Lady  Ashton  as 
his  daughter,  so  little  does  she  differ  from  what  I  remember  her  some 
years  since.  Will  she  permit  an  old  acquaintance  the  privilege  of  a 
guest  1" 

He  saluted  the  lady  with  too  good  a  grace  to  apprehend  a  repulse, 
and  then  proceeded — "  This,  Lady  Ashton,  is  a  peace-making  visit, 
and  therefore  I  presume  to  introduce  my  cousin,  the  young  Master  of 
Bavenswood,  to  your  favourable  notice." 

Lady  Ashton  could  not  choose  but  curtsey ;  but  there  was  in  her 
obeisance  an  air  of  haughtiness  approaching  to  contemptuous  repulse. 
Bavenswood  could  not  choose  but  bow ;  but  his  manner  returned  the 
scorn  with  which  he  had  been  greeted. 

"  Allow  me,"  she  said,  "  to  present  to  your  lordship  my  Mend.** 
Craigengelt,  with  the  forward  impudence  which  men  of  his  cast 
mistake  for  ease,  made  a  sliding  bow  to  the  Marquis,  which  he 
graced  by  a  flourish  of  his  gold-laced  hat.  The  lady  turned  to  her 
husband — "  You  and  I,  Sir  William,"  she  said,  and  these  were  the 
first  words  she  had  addressed  to  him,  "  have  acquired  new  acquaint- 
ances since  we  parted — ^let  me  introduce  the  acquisition  I  have  made 
to  mine — Captain  Craigengelt." 

Another  bow  and  another  flourish  of  the  gold-laced  hat,  which  was 
returned  by  the  Lord  Keeper  without  intimation  of  former  recognition, 
and  with  that  sort  of  anxious  readiness  which  intimated  his  wish  that 
peace  and  amnesty  should  take  place  betwixt  the  contending  parties, 
including  the  auxiliaries  on  both  sides.  "  Let  me  introduce  you 
to  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,"  said  he  to  Captain  Craigengelt,  fol- 
lowing up  the  same  amicable  system.  But  the  Master  drew  up  his 
tall  form  to  the  full  extent  of  his  height,  and  without  so  much  as 
looking  towards  the  person  thus  introduced  to  him,  he  said,  in  a 
marked  tone,  "  Captain  Craigengelt  and  I  are  already  perfectly  well 
acquainted  with  each  other." 

"  Perfectly — ^perfectly,"  replied  the  Captain,  in  a  mumbling  tone, 
like  that  of  a  double  echo,  and  with  a  flourish  of  his  hat,  the  circum- 
ference of  which  was  greatly  abridged,  compared  with  thosci  which 
had  so  cordially  graced  his  introduction  to  the  Marquis  and  the  L<ye!l 
Keeper. 
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.  Jx)ckhard,  followed  by  three  menials,  now  entered  with  wine  and 
refreshments,  which  it  was  the  fuhion  to  offer  as  a  whet  before 
dinner ;  and  when  they  were  placed  before  the  guests,  Lady  Ashton 
made  an  apology  for  withdrawing  her  husband  from  them  for  some 
minutes  upon  business  of  special  import  The  Marquis,  of  course, 
requested  her  ladyship  would  lay  herself  under  no  restraint;  and 
Craigengelt,  bolting  with  speed  a  second  glass  oi  racy  canary,  hastened 
to  leave  the  room,  feeling  no  great  pleasure  in  the  prospect  of  being 

left  alone  with  the  Marquis  of  A and  the  Master  of  Bay  ens  wood; 

the  presence  of  the  former  holding  him  in  awe,  and  that  of  the  latter 
in  bodily  terror. 

Some  arrangements  about  his  horse  and  baggage  formed  the  pre- 
text for  his  sudden  retreat,  in  which  he  persevered,  although  Lady 
Ajshton  gave  Lockhard  orders  to  be  careful  most  particularly  to 
accommodate  Captain  Craigengelt  with  all  the  attendance  which  he 
could  possibly  require.  The  Marquis  and  the  Master  of  Bavenswood 
were  thus  left  to  communicate  to  each  other  their  remarks  upon  the 
reception  which  they  had  met  with,  while  Lady  Ashton  led  the  way, 
and  her  lord  followed  somewhat  like  a  condemned  criminal,  to  her 
ladyship's  dressing-room. 

So  soon  as  the  spouses  had  both  entered,  her  ladyship  gave  way 
to  that  iierce  audacity  of  temper  which  she  had  vrith  difficulty  sup- 
pressed, out  of  respect  to  appearances.  She  shut  the  door  behind  the 
alarmed  Lord  Keeper,  took  the  key  out  of  the  spring-lock,  and  with 
a  countenance  which  years  had  not  bereft  of  its  haughty  charms,  and 
eyes  which  spoke  at  once  resolution  and  resentment,  she  addressed 
her  astounded  husband  in  these  words — "  My  lord,  I  am  not  greatly 
surprised  at  the  connexions  you  have  been  pleased  to  form  during 
my  absence — they  are  entirely  in  conformity  with  your  birth  and 
breeding ;  and  if  I  did  expect  anything  else,  I  heartily  own  my  error, 
and  that  I  merit,  by  having  done  so,  the  disappointment  you  had 
prepared  for  me.** 

<'  My  dear  Lady  Ashton — my  dear  Eleanor,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper, 
''  listen  to  reason  for  a  moment,  and  I  will  convince  you  I  have  acted 
with  all  the  regard  due  to  the  dignity,  as  well  as  the  interest,  of  my 
family.'* 

**  To  the  interest  of  yovr  family  I  conceive  you  perfectly  capabls 
of  attending,"  returned  the  indignant  lady,  **  and  even  to  the  dignity 
of  your  own  family  also,  as  far  as  it  requires  any  looking  after. 
But  as  mine  happens  to  be  inextricably  involved  with  it,  yoa  will 
excuse  me  if  I  choose  to  give  my  own  attention  so  far  m  that  ii 
concerned." 

''  What  would  you  have,  Lady  Ashton  V  said  the  husband.    "  WM 
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Is  h  that  dlspleiMB  yvn  1  Why  ia  it  that,  on  joor  ntnrn  after  bo 
loi^  an  abaenoe,  I  am  arraignad  in  this  nuumsr )" 

"  Ask  jonr  own  conicience,  Sir  WiUiam,  what  has  prompted  yon 
to  become  a  renegade  to  yaui  political  party  and  opinion*,  and  led 
yon,  for  what  I  know,  to  be  on  the  point  of  marryinf;  yoni  only 
danghtei  to  a  beggarly  JacobiM  bankrupt,  the  inveterate  anemy  of 
your  family  to  the  boot" 

"Why,  what,  in  the  name  of  common  eenae  and  common  elTility, 
would  yon  have  me  do,  madam  I"  answered  her  husband,    "I*  it 


poanble  for  me,  with  ordinary  decency  to  turn  a  yonng  gentleman 
ant  of  nty  house  who  saved  my  danghter'i  life  and  my  own  but  the 
other  morning  ae  U  were ) 

"SaTed  yont  life  I  I  have  heard  of  that  etoty,"  aaid  the  lady — 
"the  Ziord  Seepei  was  aeai«d  by  a  dun  cow,  and  he  takee  the  young 
fallow  who  killed  her  for  Guy  of  Warwick — any  butcher  from  Had- 
dington may  soon  have  aa  equal  claim  tm  your  hoapitality." 

"  Lady  Ashton,"  stammered  the  Keeper,  "this  is  intolerable — and 
when  I  am  detiroua,  too,  to  make  you  easy  by  any  saoii&ee— 4f  you 
would  bat  tell  me  what  you  would  be  at." 
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*^Qo  down  to  your  guests/'  said  the  imperious  dame,  ^'and  make 
your  apology  to  Eayenswood  that  the  ardyal  of  Captain  Craigengelt 
and  some  other  Mends  renders  it  impossible  for  you  to  offer  him 
lodgings  at  the  castle.    I  expect  young  Mr.  Hayston  of  Bucklaw.'' 

"Gk)od  heavens,  madam  !'*  ejaculated  her  husband — **  Ravenswood 
to  give  place  to  Craigengelt,  a  common  gambler  and  an  informer ! 
— it  was  all  I  could  do  to  forbear  desiring  the  fellow  to  get  out  of 
my  house,  and  I  was  much  surprised  to  see  him  in  your  ladyship's 
train." 

"  Since  you  saw  him  there,  you  might  be  well  assured,"  answered 
this  meek  helpmate,  *'  that  he  was  proper  society.  As  to  this  Eavens- 
wood,  he  only  meets  with  the  treatment,  which,  to  my  certain 
knowledge,  he  gave  to  a  much  valued  Mend  of  mine,  who  had  the 
misfortune  to  be  his  guest  some  time  since.  But  take  your  resolution; 
for  if  Eavenswood  does  not  quit  the  house,  I  will." 

Sir  William  Ashton  paced  up  and  down  the  apartment  in  the 
most  distressing  agitation ;  fear,  and  shame,  and  anger  contending 
against  the  habitual  deference  he  was  in  the  use  of  rendering  to  his 
lady.  At  length  it  ended,  as  is  usual  with  timid  minds  placed  in 
such  circumstances,  in  his  adopting  a  mesKSO  termine,  a  middle 
measure. 

'*  I  tell  you  frankly,  madam,  I  neither  can  nor  will  be  guilty  of 
the  incivility  you  propose  to  the  Master  of  Bavenswood-r-he  has  not 
deserved  it  at  my  hand.  If  you  will  be  so  unreasonable  as  to  insult 
a  man  of  quality  under  your  own  roo^  I  cannot  prevent  you ;  but  I 
will  not  at  least  be  the  agent  in  such  a  preposterous  proceeding." 

"  You  will  not  1 "  asked  the  lady. 

*'  No,  by  heavens,  madam  ! "  her  husband  replied ;  "  ask  me  any- 
thing congruent  with  common  decency,  as  to  drop  his  acquaintance 
by  degrees,  or  the  like — ^but  to  bid  him  leave  my  house  is  what  I  will 
not,  and  cannot  consent  to." 

*'  Then  the  task  of  supporting  the  honour  of  the  family  will  fall  on 
me,  as  it  has  often  done  before,"  said  the  lady. 

She  sat  down,  and  hastily  wrote  a  few  lines.  The  Lord  Keeper 
made  another  effort  to  prevent  her  taking  a  step  so  decisive,  just  as 
she  opened  the  door  to  call  her  female  attendant  from  the  ante-room. 
"  Think  what  you  are  doing.  Lady  Ashton — you  are  making  a  mortal 
enemy  of  a  young  man  who  is  like  to  have  the  means  of  harming 
us " 

'*  Did  you  ever  know  a  Douglas  who  feared  an  enemy  ? "  answeied 
the  lady  contemptuously. 

**  Ay,  but  he  is  as  proud  and  vindictive  as  an  hundred  DouglasBei^ 
and  an  bnndred  devils  to  boot.    Think  of  it  for  a  night  only.* 
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*'  Not  for  another  moment,''  answered  the  lady ;  '<  here,  Mrs. 
PatuUo,  give  this  billet  to  young  Bavenswood." 

'*  To  the  Master,  madam  ? ''  said  Mrs.  Patullo. 

"  Ay,  to  the  Master,  if  you  call  him  so." 

**  I  wash  my  hands  of  it  entirely,"  said  the  Keeper ;  ''  and  I  shall 
go  down  into  the  garden,  and  see  that  Jardine  gathers  the  winter 
fruit  for  the  dessert.'' 

**  Do  so,"  said  the  lady,  looking  after  him  with  glances  of  infinite 
contempt ;  *^  and  thank  God  that  you  leave  one  behind  you  as  fit  to 
protect  the  honour  of  the  family  as  you  are  to  look  after  pippins  and 
pears." 

The  Lord  Keeper  remained  long  enough  in  the  garden  to  give  her 
ladyship's  mind  time  to  explode,  and  to  let,  as  he  thought,  at  least 
the  first  violence  of  Eavenswood's  displeasure  blow  over.    When  he 

entered  the  hall,  he  found  the  Marquis  of  A giving  orders  to 

some  of  his  attendants.  He  seemed  in  high  displeasure,  and  inter- 
rupted an  apology  which  Sir  William  had  commenced,  for  having 
left  his  lordship  alone. 

*'l  presume.  Sir  William,  you  are  no  stranger  to  this  singular 
billet  with  which  my  kinsman  of  Eavenswood  "  (an  emphasis  on  the 
word  my)  "  has  been  favoured  by  your  lady — and,  of  course,  that  you 
are  prepared  to  receive  my  adieus.  My  kinsman  is  already  gone, 
having  thought  it  unnecessary  to  offer  any  on  his  part,  since  all 
former  civilities  had  been  cancelled  by  this  singular  insult." 

"  I  protest,  my  lord,"  said  Sir  William,  holding  the  billet  in  his 
hand,  *^  I  am  not  privy  to  the  contents  of  this  letter.  I  know  Lady 
Ashton  is  a  warm-tempered  and  prejudiced  woman,  and  I  am  sincerely 
sorry  for  any  offence  that  has  been  given  or  taken ;  but  I  hope  your 
lordship  will  consider  that  a  lady ^" 

**  Should  bear  herself  towards  persons  of  a  certain  rank  with  the 
breeding  of  one,"  said  the  Marquis,  completiag  the  half-uttered 
sentence. 

"  True,  my  lord,"  said  the  unfortunate  Keeper ;  "  but  Lady  Ashton 
is  still  a  woman " 

''And  as  such,  methinks,"  said  the  Marquis,  again  interrupting^ 
him,  "  should  be  taught  the  duties  which  correspond  to  her  station. 
But  here  she  comes,  and  I  will  learn  from  her  own  mouth  the  reason 
of  this  extraordinary  and  unexpected  affront  offered  to  my  near 
relation  while  both  he  and  I  were  her  ladyship's  guests." 

Lady  Ashton  accordingly  entered  the  apartment  at  this  moment. 
Her  dispute  with  Sir  William,  and  a  subsequent  interview  with  her 
daughter,  had  not  prevented  her  from  attending  to  the  duties  of  hec 
toilette.    She  appeared  in  full  dress ;  and,  from  lli^  c^ossaXax  oi  \i«& 
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countenance  and  manner,  well  became  the  splendour  with  which 
ladies  of  quality  then  appeared  on  such  occasions. 

The  Marquis  of  A bowed  haughtily,  and  she  returned  the 

salute  with  equal  pride  and  distance  of  demeanour.  He  then  took 
from  the  passive  hand  of  Sir  William  Ashton  the  billet  he  had  given 
him  the  moment  before  he  approached  the  lady,  and  was  about  to 
speak  when  she  interrupted  him.  **I  perceive,  my  lord,  you  are 
about  to  enter  upon  an  unpleasant  subject.  I  am  sorry  any  such 
should  have  occurred  at  this  time,  to  interrupt,  in  the  slightest 
degree,  the  respectful  reception  due  to  your  lordship— but  so  it  is. 
Mr.  Edgar  Eavenswood,  for  whom  I  have  addressed  the  billet  in  your 
lordship's  hand,  has  abused  the  hospitality  of  this  family,  and  Sir 
William  Ashton's  softness  of  temper,  in  order  to  seduce  a  young 
person  into  engagements  without  her  parents'  consent,  and  of  which 
they  never  can  approve." 

Both  gentlemen  answered  at  once — '^My  kinsman  is  incapable," 
said  the  Lord  Marquis. 

"  I  am  confident  that  my  daughter  Lucy  is  still  more  incapable," 
said  the  Lord  Keeper. 

Lady  Ashton  at  once  interrupted  and  replied  to  them  both — "My 
Lord  Marquis,  your  kinsman,  if  Mr.  Eavenswood  has  the  honour  to 
be  so,  has  made  the  attempt  privately  to  secure  the  affections  of  this 
young  and  inexperienced  girl.  Sir  William  Ashton,  your  daughter 
has  been  simple  enough  to  give  more  encouragement  than  she  ought 
to  have  done  to  so  very  improper  a  suitor." 

**  And  I  think,  madam,"  said  the  Lord  Keeper,  losing  his  accus- 
tomed temper  and  patience,  "  that  if  you  had  nothing  better  to  tell 
us,  you  had  better  have  kept  this  family  secret  to  yourself  also." 

"You  will  pardon  me.  Sir  William,"  said  the  lady,  calmly;  "the 
noble  Marquis  has  a  right  to  know  the  cause  of  the  treatment  I  have 
found  it  necessary  to  use  to  a  gentleman  whom  he  calls  his  blood- 
relation." 

"  It  is  a  cause,"  muttered  the  Lord  Keeper,  "  which  has  emerged 
since  the  effect  has  taken  place ;  for,  if  it  exists  at  all,  I  am  sure  she 
knew  nothing  of  it  when  her  letter  to  Eavenswood  was  written.* 

"  It  is  the  first  time  that  I  have  heard  of  this,"  said  the  Marquis ; 
"but  since  your  ladyship  has  tabled  a  subject  so  delicate,  permit  me 
to  say  that  my  kinsman's  birth  and  connexions  entitled  him  to  a 
patient  hearing,  and  at  least  a  civil  refusal,  even  in  case  of  his  being 
BO  ambitious  as  to  raise  his  eyes  to  the  daughter  of  Sir  William 
Ashton." 

"  You  will  recollect,  my  lord,  of  what  blood  Miss  Lucy  Anhton  is 
come  bf  the  mother's  side,"  said  the  lady. 
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''I  do  remember  your  descent — ^from  a  younger  branch  of  the 
house  of  Angus,**  said  the  Marquis — "and  your  ladyship— forgive 
me,  lady — ought  not  to  forget  that  the  Bavenswoods  have  thrice 
intermarried  with  the  main  stem.  Come,  madam — I  know  how 
matters  stand^ld  and  long-fostered  prejudices  are  difficult  to  get 
over — I  make  every  allowance  for  them — I  ought  not,  and  I  would 
not  otherwise  have  suffered  my  kinsman  to  depart  alone,  expelled,  in 
a  manner,  from  this  house— ^but  I  had  hopes  of  being  a  mediator.  I 
am  still  unwilling  to  leave  you  in  anger — ^and  shall  not  set  forwaid 
till  after  noon,  as  I  rejoin  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  upon  the  road  a 
few  miles  from  hence.    Let  us  talk  over  this  matter  more  coolly." 

**  It  is  what  I  anxiously  desire,  my  lord,"  said  Sir  William  Ashton^ 

eagerly.    "  Lady  Ashton,  we  will  not  permit  my  Lord  of  A to 

leave  us  in  displeasure.  We  must  compel  him  to  tarry  dinner  at  the 
castle." 

"  The  castle,"  said  the  lady,  "  and  all  that  it  contains^  are  at  the 
command  of  the  Marquis,  so  long  as  he  chooses  to  honour  it  with  his 
residence;  but  touching  the  farther  discussion  of  this  disagreeable 
topic » 

"Pardon  me,  good  madam,"  said  the  Marquis;  "but  I  cannot 
allow  you  to  express  any  hasty  resolution  on  a  subject  so  important 
I  see  that  more  company  is  arriving;  and  since  I  have  the  good 
fortune  to  renew  my  former  acquaintance  with  Lady  Ashton,  I  hope 
she  will  give  me  leave  to  avoid  perilling  what  I  prize  so  highly  upon 
any  disagreeable  subject  of  discussion — at  least,  till  we  have  talked 
over  more  pleasant  topics." 

The  lady  smiled,  curtsied,  and  gave  her  hand  to  the  Marquis,  by 
whom,  with  all  the  formal  gallantry  of  the  time,  which  did  not 
permit  the  guest  to  tuck  the  lady  of  the  house  under  the  arm  as  a 
rustic  does  his  sweetheart  at  a  wake,  she  was  ushered  to  the  eating- 
room. 

Here  they  were  joined  by  Bucklaw,  Craigengelt,  and  other  neigh-^ 
hours  whom  the  Lord  Keeper  had  previously  invited  to  meet  the 
Marquis  of  A—-.  An  apology,  founded  upon  a  slight  indisposition^ 
was  alleged  as  an  excuse  for  the  absence  of  Miss  Ashton,  whose  seat 
appeared  unoccupied.  The  entertainment  was  splendid  to  profusioni 
and  was  protracted  till  a  late  hour. 
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CHAPTEE    XXIII. 

Bnch  was  our  fallen  Other's  fate, 

Yet  better  than  mine  own ; 
He  shared  his  exile  with  his  mate, 

I  'm  hamsh'd  forth  alone. 

Waller. 

I  WILL  not  attempt  to  describe  the  mixture  of  indignation  and  regret 
with  which  Bavenswood  left  the  seat  which  had  belonged  to  his  ances- 
tors. The  terms  in  which  Lady  Ashton's  billet  was  coached  rendered  it 
impoaedble  for  him,  without  being  deficient  in  that  spirit  of  which  he 
perhaps  had  too  much|  to  remain  an  instant  longer  within  its  walls. 
The  Marquis,  who  had  his  share  in  the  affront,  was,  nevertheless, 
still  willing  to  make  some  efforts  at  conciliation.  He  therefore 
suffered  his  kinsman  to  depart  alone,  making  him  promise,  however, 
that  he  would  wait  for  him  at  the  small  inn  called  the  TodVhole, 
situated,  as  our  readers  may  be  pleased  to  recollect,  half-way  betwixt 
Bavenswood  Castle  and  Wolf's  Crag,  and  about  five  Scottish  miles 
distant  from  each.  Here  the  Marquis  proposed  to  join  the  Master  of 
Bavenswood,  either  that  night  or  the  next  morning.  His  own  feel- 
ings would  have  induced  him  to  have  left  the  casUe  directly,  but  he 
was  loath  to  forfeit,  without  at  least  one  effort^  the  advantages  which 
he  had  proposed  from  his  visit  to  the  Lord  Keeper;  and  the  Master 
of  Bavenswood  was,  even  in  the  very  heat  of  his  resentment,  unwil- 
ling to  foreclose  any  chance  of  reconciliation  which  might  arise  out  of 
the  partiality  which  Sir  William  Ashton  had  shown  towards  him,  as 
well  as  the  intercessory  arguments  of  his  noble  kinsman.  He  him- 
self departed  without  a  moment's  delay,  farther  than  was  necessary  to 
make  this  arrangement* 

At  first  he  spurred  his  horse  at  a  quick  pace  through  an  avenue  of 
the  park,  as  i^  by  rapidity  of  motion,  he  could  stupefy  the  confusion 
of  feelings  with  which  he  was  assailed.  But  as  the  road  grew  wilder 
and  more  sequestered,  and  when  the  trees  had  hidden  the  turrets  of 
the  castle,  he  gradually  slackened  his  pcuie,  as  if  to  indulge  the  painfiil 
reflections  which  he  had  in  vain  endeavoured  to  repress.  The  path 
in  which  he  found  himself  led  him  to  the  Mermsdden's  Fountain, 
and  to  the  cottage  of  Alice ;  and  the  fatal  influence  which  supemti- 
tious  belief  attached  to  the  former  spot,  as  well  as  the  admonitions 
which  had  been  in  vain  offered  to  him  by  the  inhabitant  of  the 
latter,  forced  themselves  upon  his  memory.  ''  Old  saws  speak  truth," 
he  said  to  himself;  ^^and  the  Mermaiden's  Well  has  indeed  witnessed 
the  last  act  of  rashness  of  the  heir  of  Bavenswood.  Alice  spoke 
well,'' he  continoedy  **  and  I  am  in  the  situation  which  she  foretokL— 
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or  rather,  1  am  more  deeply  dishonoured — not  the  dependant  and 
ally  of  the  destroyer  of  my  father's  house,  as  the  old  sibyl  presaged, 
but  the  degraded  wretch,  who  has  aspired  to  hold  that  subordinate 
character,  and  lias  been  rejected  with  disdain." 

We  are  bound  to  tell  the  tale  as  we  have  received  it ;  and,  con- 
sidering the  distance  of  the  time,  and  propensity  of  those  through 
whose  mouths  it  has  passed  to  the  marvellous,  this  could  not  be 
called  a  Scottish  story,  unless  it  manifested  a  tinge  of  Scottish 
superstition.  As  Bavenswood  approached  the  solitary  fountain,  he 
is  said  to  have  met  with  the  following  singular  adventure : — His 
horse,  which  was  moving  slowly  forward,  suddenly  interrupted  its 
steady  and  composed  pace,  snorted,  reared,  and,  though  urged  by  the 
spur,  refused  to  proceed,  as  if  some  object  of  terror  had  suddenly 
presented  itseK.  On  looking  to  the  fountain,  Bavenswood  discerned 
a  female  figure,  dressed  in  a  white  or  rather  greyish  mantle,  placed 
on  the  very  spot  on  which  Lucy  Ashton  had  reclined  while  listening 
to  the  fatal  tale  of  love.  His  immediate  impression  was,  that  flhe 
had  conjectured  by  which  path  he  would  traverse  the  park  on  his 
departure,  and  placed  herself  at  this  well-known  and  sequestered 
place  of  rendezvous,  to  indulge  her  own  sorrow  and  his  in  a  parting 
interview.  In  this  belief  he  jumped  from  his  horse,  and,  making  its 
bridle  fast  to  a  tree,  walked  hastily  towards  the  fountain,  pronounc- 
ing eagerly,  yet  under  his  breath,  the  words,  ''Miss  Ashton! — 
Lucyr 

The  figure  turned  as  he  addressed  it,  and  displayed  to  his 
wondering  eyes  the  features,  not  of  Lucy  Ashton,  but  of  old  blind 
Alice.  The  singularity  of  her  dress,  which  rather  resembled  a 
shroud  than  the  garment  of  a  living  woman — the  appearance  of  her 
person,  larger,  as  it  struck  him,  than  it  usually  seemed  to  be — 
above  all,  the  strange  circumstance  of  a  blind,  infirm,  and  decrepit 
person  being  found  alone  and  at  a  distance  from  her  habitation  (con- 
siderable, if  her  infirmities  be  taken  into  account),  combined  to  im- 
press him  ¥rith  a  feeling  of  wonder  approaching  to  fear.  As  he 
approached,  she  arose  slowly  from  her  seat,  held  her  shrivelled  hand 
up  as  if  to  prevent  his  Coming  more  near,  and  her  withered  lips 
moved  fast,  although  no  sound  issued  from  them.  Bavenswood 
stopped ;  and  as,  after  a  moment's  pause,  he  again  advanced  towards 
her,  Alice,  or  her  apparition,  moved  or  glided  backwards  towards  the 
thicket,  still  keeping  her  face  turned  towards  him.  The  trees  soon 
hid  the  form  from  his  sight ;  and,  yielding  to  the  strong  and  terrific 
impression  that  the  being  which  he  had  seen  was  not  of  this  world, 
the  Master  of  Bavenswood  remained  rooted  to  the  ground  wlv^x^jon^ 
be  had  stood  when  he  caught  his  last  view  oi  ^t.     1l\i  \«si^>^  vs^i^cckr 
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moning  up  his  courage,  he  advanced  to  the  spot  on  which  the  figure 
had  seemed  to  be  seated ;  but  neither  was  there  pressure  of  the 
grass,  nor  any  other  circumstance,  to  induce  him  to  believe  that 
what  he  had  seen  was  real  and  substantiaL  * 

Full  of  those  strange  thoughts  and  confused  apprehensions  which 
awake  in  the  bosom  of  one  who  conceives  that  he  has  witnessed 
some  preternatural  appearance,  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  walked 
back  towards  his  horse,  frequently  however  looking  behind  him, 
not  without  apprehension,  as  if  expecting  that  the  vision  would 
reappear.  But  the  apparition,  whether  it  was  real,  or  whether  it 
was  the  creation  of  a  heated  and  agitated  imagination,  returned  not 
again;  and  he  found  his  horse  sweating  and  terrified,  as  if  expe- 
riencing that  agony  of  fear  with  which  the  presence  of  a  super- 
natural being  is  supposed  to  agitate  the  brute  creation.  The  Master 
mounted,  and  rode  slowly  forward,  soothing  his  steed  from  time  to 
time,  while  the  animal  seemed  internally  to  shrink  and  shudder,  as 
if  expecting  some  new  object  of  fear  at  the  opening  of  every  glade. 
The  rider,  after  a  moment's  consideration,  resolved  to  investigate 
the  matter  further.  ''Can  my  eyes  have  deceived  me,"  he  said, 
<<and  deceived  me  for  such  a  space  of  time  ?— or  are  this  woman's 
infirmities  but  feigned,  in  order  to  excite  compassion  ?  And  even 
then,  her  motion  resembled  not  that  of  a  Uving  and  existing  person. 
Must  I  adopt  the  popular  creed,  and  think  that  the  unhappy  being 
has  formed  a  league  with  the  powers  of  darkness  ?  I  am  determined 
to  be  resolved — I  will  not  brook  imposition  even  from  my  own 
eyes.'* 

In  this  uncertainty  he  rode  up  to  the  little  wicket  of  AHce^s 
garden.  Her  seat  beneath  the  birch-tree  was  vacant,  though  the 
day  was  pleasant,  and  the  sun  was  high.  He  approached  the  hat^ 
and  heard  from  within  the  sobs  and  wailings  of  a  female.  No 
answer  was  returned  when  he  knocked,  so  that,  after  a  moment^s 
pause,  he  lifted  the  latch  and  entered.  It  was  indeed  a  house  of 
solitude  and  sorrow.  Stretched  upon  her  miserable  pallet  lay  the 
corpse  of  the  last  retainer  of  the  house  of  Bavenswood,  who  still 
abode  on  their  paternal  domains  !  Life  had  but  shortly  departed; 
and  the  little  girl,  by  whom  she  had  been  attended  in  her  last 
moments,  was  wringing  her  hands  and  sobbing,  betwixt  childish  inr 
and  sorrow,  over  the  body  of  her  mistress. 

The  Master  of  Bavenswood  had  some  dif&culty  to  compose  llie 
terrors  of  the  poor  child,  whom  his  unexpected  appearance  hid  aft 
first  rather  appalled  than  comforted ;  and  when  he  succeeded,  the 
first  expression  which  the  girl  used  intimated  that  **  he  had  come 
too  late."     Upon  enquiring  the  meaning  of  this  expression,  he 
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learned  that  the  deceased,  upon  the  first  attack  of  the  mortal  agony, 
had  sent  a  peasant  to  the  castle  to  beseech  an  interview  of  the  Master 
of  Bavenswood,  and  had  expressed  the  utmost  impatience  for  his 
return.  But  the  messengers  of  the  poor  are  tardy  and  negligent :  the 
feUow  had  not  reached  the  castle,  as  was  afterwards  learned,  until 
Bavenswood  had  left  it,  and  had  then  found  too  much  amusement 
among  the  retinue  of  the  strangers  to  return  in  any  haste  to  the 
cottage  of  Alice.  Meantime  her  anxiety  of  mind  seemed  to  increase 
with  the  agony  of  her  body ;  and  to  use  the  phrase  of  Babie,  her 
only  attendant,  ''she  prayed  powerfully  that  she  might  see  her 
master's  son  once  more,  and  renew  her  warning."  She  died  just  as 
the  clock  in  the  distant  village  tolled  one ;  and  Bavenswood  remem- 
bered, with  internal  shuddering,  that  he  had  heard  the  chime  sound 
through  the  wood  just  before  he  had  seen  what  he  was  now  much 
disposed  to  consider  as  the  spectre  of  the  deceased. 

It  was  necessary,  as  well  from  his  respect  to  the  departed  as  in 
common  humanity  to  her  terrified  attendant,  that  he  should  take 
some  measures  to  relieve  the  girl  from  her  distressing  situation. 
The  deceased,  he  understood,  had  expressed  a  desire  to  be  buried  in 
a  solitary  churchyard,  near  the  little  inn  of  the  Tod's-hole,  called  the 
Hermitage,  or  more  commonly  Armitage,  in  which  lay  interred  some 
of  the  Bavenswood  family,  and  many  of  their  followers.  Bavens- 
wood conceived  it  his  duty  to  gratify  this  predilection,  so^commonly 
found  to  exist  among  the  Scottish  peasantry,  and  despatched  Babie 
to  the  neighbouring  village  to  procure  the  assistance  of  some  females, 
assuring  her  that,  in  the  meanwhile,  he  would  himself  remain  with 
the  dead  body,  which,  as  in  Thessaly  of  old,  it  is  accounted  highly 
unfit  to  leave  without  a  watch. 

Thus,  in  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  or  little  more,  he 
found  himself  sitting  a  solitary  guard  over  the  inanimate  corpse  of  her, 
whose  dismissed  spirit,  unless  his  eyes  had  strangely  deceived  him, 
had  so  recently  manifested  itself  before  him.  Notwithstanding  his 
natural  courage,  the  Master  was  considerably  affected  by  a  concur- 
rence of  circumstances  so  extraordinary.  ''  She  died  expressing  her 
eager  desire  to  see  me.  Can  it  be,  then,"  was  his  natural  course  of 
reflection — "can  strong  and  earnest  wishes,  formed  during  the  last 
agony  of  nature,  survive  its  catastrophe,  surmount  the  awful  bounds 
of  the  spiritual  world,  and  place  before  us  its  inhabitants  in  the  hues 
and  colouring  of  life  1  And  why  was  that  manifested  to  the  eye 
which  could  not  unfold  its  tale  to  the  ear  ? — and  wherefore  should  a 
breach  be  made  in  the  laws  of  nature,  yet  its  purpose  remain 
unknown  1  Vain  questions,  which  only  death,  when,  it  «\i^  i&si^^ 
me  like  the  pale  and  withered  form  beioie  me,  can  qn^t  t^^ic^^*^ 
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He  laid  a  cloth,  as  he  spoke,  over  the  lifeless  face,  upon  whose 
features  he  felt  unwilling  any  longer  to  dwelL  He  then  took  his 
place  in  an  old  carved  oaken  chair,  ornamented  with  his  own 
armorial  bearings,  which  Alice  had  contrived  to  appropriate  to  her 
own  use  in  the  pillage  which  took  place  among  creditors,  officers, 
domestics,  and  messengers  of  the  law,  when  his  father  left  Bavens- 
wood  Castle  for  the  last  time.  Thus  seated,  he  banished,  as  much 
as  he  could,  the  superstitious  feelings  which  the  late  incident 
naturally  inspired.  His  own  were  sad  enough,  without  the  exag- 
geration of  supernatural  terror,  since  he  found  himself  transferred 
from  the  situation  of  a  successful  lover  of  Lucy  Ashton,  and  an 
honoured  and  respected  friend  of  her  feither,  into  the  melancholy  and 
solitary  guardian  of  the  abandoned  and  forsaken  corpse  of  a  common 
pauper. 

He  was  relieved,  however,  from  his  sad  office  sooner  than  he 
could  reasonably  have  expected,  considering  the  distance  betwixt 
the  hut  of  the  deceased  and  the  village,  and  the  age  and  infirmities 
of  three  old  women,  who  came  from  thence,  in  military  phrase,  to 
relieve  guard  on  the  body  of  the  defunct.  On  any  other  occasion 
the  speed  of  these  reverend  sibyls  would  have  been  much  more 
moderate,  for  the  first  was  eighty  years  of  age  and  upwards,  the 
second  was  paralytic,  and  the  third  lame  of  a  leg  from  some  acci- 
dent. But  the  burial  duties  rendered  to  the  deceased,  are,  to  the 
Scottish  peasant  of  either  sex,  a  labour  of  love.  I  know  not  whether 
it  is  from  the  temper  of  the  people,  grave  and  enthusiastic  as  it 
certainly  is,  or  from  the  recollection  of  the  ancient  Catholic  opinions, 
when  the  funeral  rites  were  always  considered  as  a  period  of  festival 
to  the  living;  but  feasting,  good  cheer,  and  even  inebriety,  were, 
and  are,  the  frequent  accompaniments  of  a  Scottish  old-fashioned 
buriaL  What  the  funeral  feast,  or  dvrgie^  as  it  is  called,  was  to  the 
men,  the  gloomy  preparations  of  the  dead  body  for  the  coffin  were  to 
the  women.  To  straight  the  contorted  limbs  upon  a  board  used  for 
that  melancholy  purpose,  to  array  the  corpse  in  clean  linen,  and  over 
that  in  its  woollen  shroud,  were  operations  committed  always  to  the 
old  matrons  of  the  village,  and  in  which  they  found  a  singular  and 
gloomy  delight. 

The  old  women  paid  the  Master  their  salutations  with  a  ghastly 
smile,  which  reminded  him  of  the  meeting  betwixt  Macbeth  and 
the  witches  on  the  blasted  heath  of  Forres.  He  gave  them  some 
money,  and  recommended  to  them  the  charge  of  the  dead  body  of 
their  contemporary,  an  office  which  they  willingly  undertook ;  inti- 
mating to  him  at  the  same  time  that  he  must  leave  the  hut,  in 
order  that  they  might,  begin  their  mournful  duties.     Bavenswood 
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readily  agieed  to  depart^  only  tarrying  to  recommend  to  them  due 
attention  to  the  body,  and  to  receive  information  where  he  was  to 
find  the  sexton,  or  beadle,  who  had  in  charge  the  deserted  church- 
yard of  the  Armitage,  in  order  to  prepare  matters  for  the  reception 
of  old  Alice  in  the  place  of  repose  which  she  had  selected  fcx  herseii 

<<  Ye  'U  no  be  pinched  to  find  out  Johnie  Mortsheugh/'  said  the  elder 
sibyl,  and  still  her  withered  cheek  bore  a  grisly  smile — <'  he  dwells 
near  the  Tod's-hole,  a  house  of  entertainment  where  there  has  been 
mony  a  blithe  birling — ^for  death  and  drink-draining  are  near  neigh- 
bours to  ane  anither.^ 

''Ay !  and  that's  e'en  true,  cummer,"  said  the  lame  hag,  propping 
herself  with  a  crutch  which  supported  the  shortness  of  her  left  leg, 
''for  I  mind  when  the  father  of  this  Master  of  Bavenswood  that  is 
now  standing  before  us,  sticked  young  Blackball  with  his  whinger, 
for  a  wrang  word  said  ower  their  wine,  or  brandy,  or  what  not — ^he 
gaed  in  as  light  as  a  lark,  and  he  came  out  wi'  his  feet  foremost.  I 
was  at  the  winding  of  the  corpse ;  and  when  the  bluid  was  washed 
off,  he  was  a  bonnie  bouk  of  man's  body." 

It  may  easily  be  believed  that  this  ill-timed  anecdote  hastened  the 
Master's  purpose  of  quitting  a  company  so  evil-omened  and  so  odious. 
Yet,  while  walking  to  the  tree  to  which  his  horse  was  tied,  and 
busying  himself  with  adjusting  the  girths  of  the  saddle,  he  could 
not  avoid  hearing,  through  the  hedge  of  the  little  garden,  a  conver- 
sation respect!]^  himself,  betwixt  the  lame  woman  and  the  octo- 
genarian sibyL  The  pair  had  hobbled  into  the  garden  to  gather 
rosemary,  southernwood,  rue,  and  other  plants  proper  to  be  strewed 
upon  the  body,  and  burned  by  way  of  fumigation  in  the  chimney  of 
the  cottage.  The  paralytic  wretch,  almost  exhausted  by  the  journey, 
was  left  guard  upon  the  corpse,  lest  witches  or  fiends  might  play  their 
sport  with  it. 

The  following  low  croaking  dialogue  was  necessarily  overheard  by 
the  Master  of  Bavenswood  : — 

"  That's  a  fresh  and  full-grown  hemlock,  Annie  Winnie — ^mony  a 
cummer  lang  syne  wad  hae  sought  nae  better  horse  to  flee  over  hill 
and  how,  through  mist  and  moonlight,  and  light  down  in  the  King 
of  France's  cellar." 

"Ay,  cummer !  but  the  very  deil  has  turned  as  hard-hearted  now 
as  the  Lord  Keeper,  and  the  grit  folk  that  hae  breasts  like  whin- 
stane.  They  prick  us  and  they  pine  us,  and  they  pit  us  on  the 
pinnywinkles  for  witches ;  and,  if  I  say  my  prayers  backwards  ten 
times  ower,  Satan  will  never  gie  me  amends  o'  them." 

"  Did  ye  ever  see  the  foul  thief  ?"  asked  her  nei^lcL^^o-KXt^ 

"  Na  I"  repUed  the  other  spokeswoman  •, "  "VraX.  1  ttaNT  \>a»fe  ^rowcaa^ 
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of  Mm  mony  a  time,  and  I  think  the  day  will  come  they  will  bum 
me  for't.  But  ne'er  mind,  cummer!  we  hae  this  dollar  of  the 
Master's,  and  we'll  send  doun  for  bread  and  for  yill,  and  tobacco, 
and  a  drap  brandy  to  bum,  and  a  wee  pickle  saft  sugar — and  be 
thfflre  deil,  or  nae  deil,  lass,  well  hae  a  merry  night  o  't." 

Here  her  leathern  chops  uttered  a  sort  of  cackling  ghastly  laugh, 
xesembling,  to  a  certain  degree,  the  cry  of  the  screech-owL 

'*  He 's  a  &ank  man,  and  a  free-handed  man,  the  Master,"  said 
Annie  Winnie,  **  and  a  comely  personage — Abroad  in  the  shouthers, 
and  narrow  around  the  lungies — ^he  wad  mak  a  bonnie  corpse.  I 
wad  like  to  hae  the  streaking  and  winding  o'  him." 

"It  is  written  on  his  brow,  Annie  Winnie,"  returned  the  octo- 
genarian, her  companion,  "  that  hand  of  woman,  or  of  man  either, 
will  never  straught  him— dead-deal  will  never  be  laid  on  his  back — 
make  you  your  market  of  that,  for  I  hae  it  frae  a  sure  hand." 

"  Will  it  be  his  lot  to  die  on  the  battle-ground  then,  Ailsie  Gourlay  ? 
Will  he  die  by  the  sword  or  the  ball,  as  his  forbears  hae  dune  before 
him,  mony  ane  o'  them  V 

^Ask  nae  mair  questions  about  it — hell  no  be  graced  sae  far," 
replied  the  sage. 

"  I  ken  ye  are  wiser  than  ither  folk,  Ailsie  Qourlay.  But  wha 
teU'd  ye  this  T 

"Fashna  your  thumb  about  that,  Annie  Winnie,"  answered  the 
sibyl.     "  I  hae  it  &ae  a  hand  sure  enough.'' 

"  But  ye  said  ye  never  saw  the  foul  thief,"  reiterated  her  inquisi- 
tive companion. 

"  I  hae  it  frae  as  sure  a  hand,"  said  Ailsie,  "  and  frae  them  that 
spaed  his  fortune  before  the  sark  gaed  ower  his  head." 

**  Hark !  I  hear  his  horse's  feet  riding  aff,"  said  the  other ;  "  they 
dinna  sound  as  if  good  luck  was  wi'  them." 

"  Mak  haste,  sirs/'  cried  the  paralytic  hag  from  the  cottage,  "  and 
let  us  do  what  is  needfu',  and  say  what  is  fitting ;  for,  if  the  dead 
corpse  binna  straughted,  it  will  grin  and  thraw,  and  that  will  fear 
the  best  o'  us." 

Bavenswood  was  now  out  of  hearing.  He  despised  most  of  the 
ordinary  prejudices  about  witchcraft,  omens,  and  vaticination,  to 
which  his  age  and  country  still  gave  such  implicit  credit,  that  to 
express  a  doubt  of  them  was  accounted  a  crime  equal  to  the  unbelief 
of  Jews  or  Saracens;  he  knew  also  that  the  prevailing  belief  con- 
cerning witches  operating  upon  the  hypochondriac  habits  of  those 
whom  age,  infirmity,  and  poverty  rendered  liable  to  suspicion,  and 
enforced  by  the  fear  of  death,  and  the  pangs  of  the  most  cruel  tortures, 
pf^en  extorted  those  confessions  which  encumber  and  disgrace  the 
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criminal  records  of  Scotland  daring  the  seventeenth  century.  But 
the  vision  of  that  morning,  whether  real  or  imaginary,  had  impressed 
his  mind  with  a  superstitious  feeling  which  he  in  vain  endeavoured 
to  shake  oif.  The  nature  of  the  business  which  awaited  him  at  the 
little  inn,  called  Tod's-hole,  where  he  soon  after  arrived,  was  not  of  a 
kind  to  restore  his  spirits. 

It  was  necessary  he  should  see  Mortsheugh,  the  sexton  of  the  old 
burial-ground  at  Armitage,  to  arrange  matters  for  the  funeral  of 
Alice ;  and  as  the  man  dwelt  near  the  place  of  her  late  residence,  the 
Master,  after  a  slight  refreshment,  walked  towards  the  place  where 
the  body  of  Alice  was  to  be  deposited.  It  was  situated  in  the  nook 
formed  by  the  eddying  sweep  of  a  stream  which  issued  from  the 
adjoining  hills.  A  rude  cavern  in  an  adjacent  rock,  which,  in  the 
interior,  was  cut  into  the  shape  of  a  cross,  formed  the  hermitage, 
where  some  Saxon  saint  had  in  ancient  times  done  penance,  and 
given  name  to  the  place.  The  rich  Abbey  of  Ooldinghame  had,  in 
latter  days,  established  a  chapel  in  the  neighbourhood,  of  which  no 
vestige  was  now  visible,  though  the  churchyard  which  surrounded  it 
was  still,  as  upon  the  present  occasion,  used  for  the  interment  of 
particular  persons.  One  or  two  shattered  yew-trees  still  grew  within 
the  precincts  of  that  which  had  once  been  holy  ground.  Warrion 
and  barons  had  been  buried  there  of  old,  but  their  names  were 
forgotten  and  their  monuments  demolished.  The  only  sepulchral 
memorials  which  remained  were  the  upright  headstones  which  mark 
the  graves  of  persons  of  inferior  rank.  The  abode  of  the  sexton  was 
a  solitary  cottage  adjacent  to  the  ruined  wall  of  the  cemetery,  but  so 
low,  that,  with  its  thatch,  which  nearly  reached  the  ground,  covered 
with  a  thick  crop  of  grass,  fog,  and  house-leeks,  it  resembled  an  over- 
grown grave.  On  inquiry,  however,  Bavenswood  found  that  the 
man  of  the  last  mattock  was  absent  at  a  bridal,  being  fiddler  as  well 
as  grave-digger  to  the  vicinity.  He  therefore  retired  to  the  Uttle  inn, 
leaving  a  message  that  early  next  morning  he  would  again  call  for  the 
person  whose  double  occupation  connected  him  at  once  with  the 
house  of  mourning  and  the  house  of  feasting. 

An  outrider  of  the  Marquis  arrived  at  Tod's-hole  shortly  after, 
with  a  message,  intimating  that  his  master  would  join  Bavenswood 
at  that  place  on  the  following  morning ;  and  the  Master,  who  would 
otherwise  have  proceeded  to  his  old  retreat  at  Wolf's  Crag,  remained 
there  accordingly,  to  give  meeting  to  his  noble  kinsman. 
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CHAPTER    XXIV. 

JIamUt — Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  business  ? — he  sings  at  graye- 

nmking. 

SoraHo — Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  easiness. 

Sdnilet — 'Tis  e'en  so :  the  hand  of  little  employment  hath  the  daintier 

sense. 

ffamletf  Act  F.,  SecTie  I, 

The  sleep  of  Bayeoiswood  was  broken  by  ghastly  and  agitating 
visions,  and  his  waking  intervals  disturbed  by  melancholy  reflec- 
tions on  the  past,  and  painful  anticipations  of  the  fatore.  He  was 
perhaps  the  only  traveller  who  ever  slept  in  that  miserable  kennel 
without  complaining  of  his  lodgings,  or  feeling  inconvenience  from 
their  deficiencies.  It  is  when  *'  the  mind  is  free  the  body 's  delicate.*' 
Morning,  however,  found  the  Master  an  early  riser,  in  hopes  that  the 
fresh  air  of  the  dawn  might  afford  the  refreshment  which  night  had 
refused  him.  He  took  his  way  toward  the  solitary  burial-ground, 
which  lay  about  half-a^mile  from  the  inn. 

The  thin  blue  smoke,  which  already  began  to  curl  upward,  and 
to  distinguish  the  cottage  of  the  living  from  the  habitation  of  the 
dead,  apprized  him  that  its  inmate  had  returned  and  was  stirring. 
Accordingly,  on  entering  the  little  churchyard,  he  saw  the  old  man 
labouring  in  a  half-made  grave.  My  destiny,  thought  Bavenswood, 
seems  to  lead  me  to  scenes  of  fate  and  of  death ;  but  these  are 
childish  thoughts,  and  they  shall  not  master  me,  I  will  not  again 
suffer  my  imagination  to  beguile  my  senses.  The  old  man  rested  on 
his  spade  as  the  Master  approached  him,  as  if  to  receive  his  commands; 
and  as  he  did  not  immediately  speak,  the  sexton  opened  the  discourse 
in  his  own  way. 

^  Ye  will  be  a  wedding  customer,  sfr,  Fse  warrant  %^ 

^  What  makes  you  think  so,  friend  V  replied  the  Master. 

<'  I  live  by  twa  trades,  sir,"  replied  the  blithe  old  man;  ''fiddle, 
sir,  and  spade ;  filling  the  world,  and  emptying  of  it ;  and  I  suld  ken 
baith  cast  of  customers  by  head-mark  in  thirty  years'  practice." 

''  Tou  are  mistaken,  however,  this  morning,"  replied  Bavenswood. 

''Am  I V*  said  the  old  man,  looking  keenly  at  him,  '* troth  and  it 
may  be ;  since,  for  as  brent  as  your  brow  is,  there  is  something  sitting 
upon  it  this  day  that  is  as  near  akin  to  death  as  to  wedlock.  Weel, 
weel ;  the  pick  and  shovel  are  as  ready  to  your  order  as  bow  and 
fiddle." 

"  I  wish  you,"  said  Bavenswood,  '*  to  look  after  the  decent  inter- 
ment of  an  old  woman,  Alice  Gray,  who  lived  at  the  Craig-foot  in 
Bavenswood  Park,'* 
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"Alice  Oniy!  1)liikd  Alice  I"  uid  tha  eezton;  "  and  is  ehe  gane  At 
loBtl  that's  uiother  jow  of  the  bell  t«  bid  me  be  ready,  i  mind 
when  fiabbie  Qiay  brought  her  down  to  this  land ;  a  likelf  lass  she 
was  then,  and  looked  owei  her  aonthJand  noae  at  us  a'.  I  trow  her 
pride  got  a  downcome.    And  is  the  e'en  gane  1" 

"  She  died  f  eateidaj,"  said  Barenswood ;  "  and  denred  to  be  boned 
here,  beside  her  hosband ;  yon  know  where  he  lies,  no  donbt  V 

"  Een  where  he  lies  V  answered  the  Mxton,  with  national  indiiec- 
tion  of  response,  "  I  ken  where  a'  body  lies  that  lies  beta    Bnt  ;e 


were  speaking  <f  her  gnve )  Lord  help  us — it 's  no  an  ordinar  grave 
that  will  hand  her  in,  if  a's  true  that  folk  said  of  Alice  in  her  auld 
days ;  and  if  I  gas  to  six  &et  deep — and  a  warlock's  grave  shonhlna 
be  an  inch  malr  ebb,  or  hei  aiu  witch  cummers  would  soon  whirl  her 
ont  of  hei  shroud  for  a'  theii  aald  acquaintance — and  ba  't  sis  feet  or 
be 't  three,  wha  's  to  pay  the  making  o  't,  I  piay  ye  1" 
"  I  will  pay  that,  my  friend,  and  all  reasonable  charges." 
" Beaaonable  chuges  1'  said  the  sexton;  "on,  there'a  (^im:3xoKL\. — 
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and  bell-siller  (though  the  bell 's  broken^  nae  doubt) — and  the  kist — 
and  my  day's  wark — and  my  bit  fee — ^and  some  brandy  and  yill  to 
the  drigie — I  am  no  thinking  that  you  can  inter  her,  to  ca'  decently, 
under  saxteen  pund  Scots." 

"  There  is  the  money,  my  friend,"  said  Bavenswood,  "  and  some- 
thing oyer.    Be  sure  you  know  the  grave." 

'^Ye'll  be  ane  o'  her  English  relations,  Pse  warrant,"  said  the 
hoary  man  of  skulls ;  '^  I  hae  heard  she  married  £ar  below  her  station ; 
it  was  very  right  to  let  her  bite  on  the  bridle  when  she  was  living, 
and  it's  very  right  to  gie  her  a  decent  burial  now  she's  dead,  for 
that's  a  matter  o'  credit  to  yoursell  rather  than  to  her.  Folk  may 
let  their  kindred  shift  for  themsells  when  they  are  alive,  and  can 
bear  the  burden  of  their  ain  misdoings ;  but  it's  an  unnatural  thing 
to  let  them  be  buried  like  dogs,  when  a'  the  discredit  gangs  to  the 
kindred — ^what  kens  the  dead  corpse  about  it  1" 

^' You  would  not  have  people  neglect  their  relations  on  a  bridal 
occasion  neither  ?"  said  Bavenswood,  who  was  amused  with  the  pro- 
fessional limitation  of  the  grave-digger's  philanthropy. 

The  old  man  cast  up  his  sharp  grey  eyes  with  a  shrewd  smile,  as 
if  he  understood  the  jest,  but  instantly  continued,  with  his  former 
gravity — ^'  Bridals — ^wha  wad  neglect  bridals,  that  had  ony  regard  for 
plenishing  the  earth  1  To  be  sure,  they  suld  be  celebrated  with  all 
manner  of  good  cheer,  and  meeting  of  friends,  and  musical  instru- 
ments, harp,  sackbut,  and  psaltery ;  or  gude  fiddle  and  pipes,  when 
these  auld-warld  instruments  of  melody  are  hard  to  be  com- 
passed." 

*'The  presence  of  the  fiddle,  I  daresay,"  replied  Bavenswood, 
''would  atone  for  the  absence  of  all  the  others." 

The  sexton  again  looked  sharply  up  at  him,  as  he  answered,  **  Nae 
doubt — ^nae  doubt — ^if  it  were  weel  played ;  but  yonder,"  he  said,  as 
if  to  change  the  discourse,  ''is  Halbert  Gray's  lang  hame,  that  ye 
were  speering  after,  just  the  third  bourock  beyond  the  muckle 
through-stane  that  stands  on  sax  legs  yonder,  abune  some  ane  of  the 
Bavenswoods ;  for  there  is  mony  of  their  kin  and  followers  here,  deil 
lift  them !  though  it  isna  just  their  main  burial-place." 

''  They  are  no  favourites,  then,  of  yours,  these  Bavenswoods  ?"  said 
the  Master,  not  much  pleased  with  the  passing  benediction  which 
was  thus  bestowed  on  his  fiimily  and  name. 

**  I  kenna  wha  should  favour  them,'*  said  the  grave-digger ;  "  when 
they  had  lands  and  power,  they  were  ill  guides  of  them  baith,  and 
now  their  head's  down,  there's  few  care  how  lang  they  may  be  of 
lifting  it  again." 

''  Indeed ! "  said  Bavenswood ;  **  I  never  heard  that  this  unhappy 
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family  deserved  ill-will  at  the  hands  of  their  country.  I  grant  their 
poverty — ^if  that  renders  them  contemptible." 

"It  will  gang  a  far  way  tiU't,"  said  the  sexton  of  Hermitage,  "ye 
may  tak  my  word  for  that — at  least,  I  ken  naething  else  that  said 
mak  myself  contemptible,  and  folk  are  far  fiae  respecting  me  as 
they  wad  do  if  I  lived  in  a  twa-lofted  sclated  house.  But  as  for  the 
Bavenswoods,  I  hae  seen  three  generations  of  them,  and  deil  ane  to 
mend  other." 

"  I  thought  they  had  enjoyed  a  fair  character  in  the  country,"  said 
their  descendant. 

"  Character !  ou,  ye  see,  sir,"  said  the  sexton,  "  as  for  the  auld  gude- 
sire  body  of  a  lord,  I  lived  on  his  land  when  I  was  a  swanking  young 
chield,  and  could  hae  blawn  the  trumpet  wi'  ony  body,  for  I  had 
wind  eneugh  then — and  touching  this  trumpeter  Marine  that  I  have 
heard  play  afore  the  Lords  of  the  Circuit,  I  wad  hae  made  nae  mair 
o'  him  than  of  a  bairn  and  a  bawbee  whistle — I  defy  him  to  hae 
played  '  Boot  and  saddle,'  or  '  Horse  and  away,'  or  '  Qallants,  come 
trot,'  with  me — he  hadna  the  tones." 

"  But  what  is  all  this  to  old  Lord  Bavenswood,  my  friend  ?"  said 
the  Master,  who,  with  an  anxiety  not  unnatural  in  his  circumstances, 
was  desirous  of  prosecuting  the  musician's  first  topic — "What  had 
his  memory  to  do  with  the  degeneracy  of  the  trumpet  music?" 

"  Just  this,  sir,"  answered  the  sexton,  "  that  I  lost  my  wind  in  his 
service.  Ye  see  I  was  trumpeter  at  the  castle,  and  had  allowance 
for  blawing  at  break  of  day,  and  at  dinner-time,  and  other  whiles 
when  there  was  company  about,  and  it  pleased  my  lord ;  and  when 
he  raised  his  militia  to  caper  awa  to  Bothwell  Brigg  against  the 
wrang-headed  wastland  whigs,  I  behoved,  reason  or  nane,  to  munt  a 
horse  and  caper  awa  wi'  them." 

"  And  very  reasonable,"  said  Bavenswood ;  "  you  were  his  servant 
and  vassal." 

"  Servitor,  say  ye  ? "  replied  the  sexton,  "  and  so  I  was — ^but  it  was 
to  blaw  folk  to  their  warm  dinner,  or  at  the  warst  to  a  decent  kirk* 
yard,  and  no  to  skirl  them  awa  to  a  bluidy  brae-side,  where  there 
was  deil  a  bedral  but  the  hooded  craw.  But  bide  ye — ^ye  shall  hear 
what  cam  o  't,  and  how  far  I  am  bund  to  be  bedesman  to  the  Bavens- 
woods.  Till 't,  ye  see,  we  gaed  on  a  braw  simmer  morning,  twenty- 
fourth  of  June,  saxteen  hundred  and  se'enty-nine,  of  a'  the  days  of 
the  month  and  year — drums  beat — guns  rattled — ^horses  kicked  and 
trampled.  Hackstoun  of  Bathillet  keepit  the  brigg  wi'  musket  and 
carabine  and  pike,  sword  and  scythe  for  what  I  ken,  and  we  horse- 
men were  ordered  down  to  cross  at  the  ford — I  hate  fords  at  a'  times, 
let  abee  when  there's  thousands  of  armed  men  on  tke  otli&'L  ^^kw 


i^Sd  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 

There  was  aald  Bavenswood  brandishing  his  Andrew  Ferrara  at  the 
head,  and  crying  to  us  to  come  and  buckle  to,  as  if  we  had  been  gaun 
to  a  fiedr — ^there  was  Caleb  Balderston,  that  is  living  yet,  flourishing 
in  the  rear,  and  swearing,  Gog  and  Magog,  he  would  put  steel  through 
the  guts  of  ony  man  that  turned  bridle — there  was  young  Allan 
Bavenswood,  that  was  then  Master,  wi'  a  bended  pistol  in  his  hand — 
it  was  a  mercy  it  gaed  na  aff— crying  to  me,  that  had  scarce  as  much 
wind  left  as  serve  the  necessary  purpose  of  my  ain  lungs,  '  Sound,  you 
poltroon !  sound,  you  damned  cowardly  villain,  or  I  will  bloW  your 
brains  out ! '  and,  to  be  sure,  I  blew  sic  points  of  war  that  the  scraugh 
of  a  dockin-hen  was  music  to  them." 

"Well,  sir,  cut  all  this  short,'  said  Bavenswood. 

"  Short !  I  had  like  to  hae  been  cut  short  my  sell,  in  the  flower  of 
my  youth,  as  Scripture  says;  and  that's  the  very  thing  that  I  com- 
pleen  o'.  Weel !  into  the  water  we  behoved  a'  to  splash,  heels  ower 
head,  sit  or  fa' — ^ae  horse  driving  on  anither,  as  is  the  way  of  brute 
beasts,  and  riders  that  hae  as  little  sense— the  very  bushes  on  the 
ither  side  were  ableeze  wi'  the  flashes  of  the  whig  guns;  and  my 
horse  had  just  taen  the  grand  when  a  blackavised  westland  carle — I 
wad  mind  the  fiEice  o'  him  a  hundred  years  yet — ^an  e'e  like  a  wild 
falcon's,  and  a  beard  as  broad  as  my  shovel,  clapped  the  end  o*  his 
long  black  gun  within  a  quarter's  length  of  my  lug ! — ^by  the  grace 
o'  Mercy,  the  horse  swarved  round,  and  I  fell  aff  at  the  tae  side  as 
the  ball  whistled  by  at  the  tither,  and  the  fell  auld  lord  took  the 
whig  such  a  swauk  wi'  his  broadsword  that  he  made  twa  pieces  o'  his 
head,  and  down  fell  the  lurdane  wi'  a'  his  bowk  abune  me." 

"  You  were  rather  obliged  to  the  auld  lord,  I  think,"  said  Bavens- 
wood. 

"  Was  I  ?  my  sartie !  first  for  bringing  me  into  jeopardy,  would  I 
nould  I — and  then  for  whomling  a  chield  on  the  tap  o'  me,  that  dang 
the  very  wind  out  of  my  body?  I  hae  been  short-breathed  ever 
since,  and  canna  gang  twenty  yards  without  peghing  like  a  miller's 
aiver." 

'•You  lost,  then,  your  place  as  trumpeter?"  said  Bavenswood. 

"  Lost  it  1  to  be  sure  I  lost  it,"  replied  the  sexton,  **  for  I  couldna 
hae  played  pew  upon  a  dry  humlock ;  but  I  might  hae  dune  weel 
eneugh,  for  I  keepit  the  wage  and  the  free  house,  and  little  to  do 
but  play  on  the  fiddle  to  them,  but  for  Allan,  last  Lord  Bavenswood, 
that  was  far  waur  than  ever  his  father  was." 

"  What,"  said  the  Master,  "  did  my  father — I  mean,  did  his  father's 
son — this  last  Lord  Bavenswood,  deprive  you  of  what  the  bounty  of 
his  father  allowed  you  ?" 

^Af,  troth  did  he,"  answered  the  old  man  ;  •^  for  he  loot  his  affairs 
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gang  to  the  dogs,  and  let  in  this  Sir  William  Ashton  on  us,  that  will 
gie  naething  for  naething,  and  just  removed  me  and  a'  the  pnir 
creatures  that  had  bite  and  soup  at  the  castle,  and  a  hole  to  put  our 
heads  in,  when  things  were  in  the  auld  way." 

**  If  Lord  Bayenswood  protected  his  people,  my  Meud,  while  he 
had  the  means  of  doing  so,  I  think  they  might  spare  his  memory, ' 
replied  the  Master. 

''Ye  are  welcome  to  your  ain  opinion,  sir/'  said  the  sexton  ;  '^ but 
ye  winna  persuade  me  that  he  did  his  duty,  either  to  himsell  or  to 
huz  puir  dependent  creatures,  in  guiding  us  the  gate  he  has  done — 
he  might  hae  gien  us  liferent  tacks  of  our  bits  o'  houses  and  yards — 
and  me,  that's  an  auld  man,  living  in  yon  miserable  cabin,  that's 
fitter  for  the  dead  than  the  quick,  and  killed  wi'  rheumatise,  and 
John  Smith  in  my  dainty  bit  mailing,  and  his  window  glazen,  and  a' 
because  Ravenswood  guided  his  gear  like  a  fule !/' 

''  It  is  but  too  true,"  said  Ravenswood,  conscience-struck ;  ''  the 
penalties  of  extravagance  extend  far  beyond  the  prodigal's  own 
sufferings.'' 

*'  However,"  said  the  sexton,  ''  this  young  man  Edgar  is  like  to 
avenge  my  wrangs  on  the  haill  of  his  kindred." 

"  Indeed  ? "  said  Ravenswood ;  "  why  should  you  suppose  boV 

**  They  say  he  is  about  to  marry  the  daughter  of  Leddy  Ashton ; 
and  let  her  leddyship  get  his  head  ance  under  her  oxter,  and  see  you 
if  she  winna  gie  his  neck  a  thraw.  Sorra  a  bit,  if  I  were  him — ^Let 
her  alane  for  handing  a'thing  in  het  water  that  draws  near  her — sae 
the  warst  wish  I  shall  wish  the  lad  ia,  that  he  may  take  his  ain 
creditable  gate  o't,  and  ally  himsell  wi'  his  fiBither's  enemies^  that 
have  taken  his  broad  lands  and  my  bonnie  kailyard  from  the  lawful 
owners  thereo£" 

Cervantes  acutely  remarks  that  flattery  is  pleasing  even  from  the 
mouth  of  a  madman ;  and  censure,  as  well  as  praise,  often  affects  us, 
while  we  despise  the  opinions  and  motives  on  which  it  is  founded 
and  expressed.  Ravenswood,  abruptly  reiterating  his  command  that 
Alice's  funeral  should  be  attended  to,  flung  away  from  the  sexton, 
under  the  painful  impression  that  the  great,  as  well  as  the  small 
vulgar  would  think  of  his  engagement  with  Lucy  like  this  ignorant 
and  selfish  peasant. 

''  And  I  have  stooped  to  subject  myself  to  these  calumnies,  and 
am  rejected  notwithstanding  1  Lucy,  your  faith  must  be  true  and 
perfect  as  the  diamond,  to  compensate  for  the  dishonour  which 
men's  opinions,  and  the  conduct  of  your  mother,  attach  to  the  heir 
of  Ravenswood  1" 

As  he  raised  his  eyes  he  beheld  the  Marquis  of  A-^— >nr\^i^ 


224  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 

having  arrived  at  the  TodVhole,  had  walked  forth  to  look  for  his 
kinsman. 

After  mutual  greetings,  he  made  some  apology  to  the  Master  for 
not  coming  forward  on  the  preceding  evening.  "  It  was  his  wish/' 
he  said,  ''to  have  done  so,  but  he  had  come  to  the  knowledge  of 
some  matters  which  induced  him  to  delay  his  purpose.  I  find/'  he 
proceeded,  *'  there  has  been  a  love  affair  here,  kinsman ;  and  though 
I  might  blame  you  for  not  having  communicated  with  me,  as  being 
in  some  degree  the  chief  of  your  family " 

"With  your  lordship's  permission,"  said  Ravenswood,  "I  am 
deeply  grateful  for  the  interest  you  are  pleased  to  take  in  me — but  I 
am  the  chief  and  head  of  my  fEkmily." 

"  I  know  it — I  know  it,''  said  the  Marquis ;  "  in  a  strict  heraldic 
and  genealogical  sense,  you  certainly  are  so— what  I  mean  is,  that 
being  in  some  measure  under  my  guardianship " 

**  I  must  take  the  liberty  to  say,  my  lord,"  answered  Bavenswood 
— and  the  tone  in  which  he  interrupted  the  Marquis  boded  no  long 
duration  to  the  friendship  of  the  noble  relatives,  when  he  himself 
was  interrupted  by  the  little  sexton,  who  came  pufi&ng  after  them,  to 
ask  if  their  honours  would  choose  music  at  the  change-house  to  make 
up  for  short  cheer. 

^We  want  no  music,"  said  the  Master  abruptly. 

'^Your  honour  disna  ken  what  ye 're  refusing,  then,"  said  the 
fiddler,  with  the  impertinent  freedom  of  his  profession.  *'  I  can  play 
'Wilt  thou  do't  again,'  and  'The  Auld  Man's  Mear's  Dead,'  sax 
times  better  than  ever  Pattie  Bimie.  I'll  get  my  fiddle  in  the 
turning  of  a  coffin-screw." 

"  Take  yourself  away,  sir,"  said  the  Marquis. 

"And  if  your  honour  be  a  north-country  gentleman,"  said  the 
persevering  minstrel,  "  whilk  I  wad  judge  from  your  tongue,  I  can 
play  'Liggeram  Cosh,'  and  'MuUin  Dhu,'  and  'The  Cummers  of 
Athole." 

"  Take  yourself  away,  friend ;  you  interrupt  our  conversation." 

"Or  i^  under  your  honour^s  fEivour,  ye  should  happen  to  be  a 
thought  honest,  I  can  play",j(this  in  a  low  and  confidential  tone) 
" '  KiUiecrankie,'  and  '  The  King  shall  hae  his  ain,'  and  '  The  Auld 
Stewarts  back  again,' — and  the  wife  at  the  change-house  is  a  decent 
discreet  body,  neither  kens  nor  cares  what  toasts  are  drucken,  and 
what  tunes  are  played  in  her  house — she 's  deaf  to  a'thing  but  the 
clink  o'  the  siller." 

The  Marquis,  who  was  sometimes  suspected  of  Jacobitism,  could 
not  help  laughing  as  he  threw  the  fellow  a  dollar,  and  bid  him  go 
plajr  to  the  servants  if  he  had  a  mind,  and  leave  them  at  peace. 
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"  Aweel,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  I  am  wishing  your  honours  gude 
day.  I  '11  be  a'  the  better  of  tiie  dollar,  and  yell  be  the  waur  of 
wanting  the  music,  I'se  tell  ye.  But  I'se  gang  hame,  and  finish  the 
grave  in  the  tuning  o'  a  fiddle-string,  lay  by  my  spade,  and  then  ge^ 
my  tot  her  bread-winner,  and  awa  to  your  folk,  and  see  if  they  hae 
better  lugs  than  their  masters." 


CHAPTER     XXV. 

True  love,  an  thou  be  true. 

Thou  hast  ane  kittle  part  to  play; 
For  fortune,  fashion,  fancy,  and  Ihou, 

Maun  strive  for  mony  a  day. 

I  've  ken'd  by  mony  a  Mend's  tale, 

Far  better  by  this  heart  of  mine, 
What  time  and  change  of  fancy  avail 

A  true  love-knot  to  untwine. 

Hendersoitn. 

"  I  WISHED  to  tell  you,  my  good  kinsman,"  said  the  Marquis,  "  now 
that  we  are  quit  of  that  impertinent  fiddler,  that  I  had  tried  to 
discuss  this  love  affair  of  yours  with  Sir  William  Ashton's  daughter. 
I  never  saw  the  young  lady  but  for  a  few  minutes  to-day;  so,  being 
a  stranger  to  her  personal  merits,  I  pay  a  compliment  to  you,  and 
offer  her  no  offence,  in  saying  you  might  do  better." 

*^  My  lord,  I  am  much  indebted  for  the  interest  you  have  taken  in 
my  affairs,"  said  Bavenswood.  **  I  did  not  intend  to  have  troubled 
you  in  any  matter  concerning  Miss  Ashton.  As  my  engagement 
with  that  young  lady  has  reached  your  lordship,  I  can  only  say  that 
you  must  necessarily  suppose  that  I  was  aware  of  the  objections  to 
my  marrying  into  her  father's  family,  and  of  course  must  have  been 
completely  satisfied  with  the  reasons  by  which  these  objections  are 
overbalanced,  since  I  have  proceeded  so  far  in  the  matter." 

"  Nay,  Master,  if  you  had  heard  me  out,"  said  his  noble  relation, 
•*  you  might  have  spared  that  observation ;  for,  without  questioning 
that  you  had  reasons  which  seemed  to  you  to  counterbalance  every 
other  obstacle,  I  set  myself,  by  every  means  that  it  became  me  to  use 
towards  the  Ashtons,  to  persuade  them  to  meet  your  views." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  your  lordship  for  your  unsolicited  intercession," 
said  Bavenswood ;  "  especially  as  I  am  sure  your  lordship  would 
never  carry  it  beyond  the  bounds  which  it  became  me  to  use." 

**0f  that,"  said  the  Marquis,  ^you  may  be  confident;  I  myself 

felt  the  delicacy  of  the  matter  too  much  to  plAce  «b  %<&XL>i\!es!s^\iT2L<^»^ 
p 
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connected  with  my  house  in  a  degrading  or  dubious  situation  with 
these  Ashtona.  But  I  pointed  out  all  the  advantages  of  their  marry- 
ing their  daughter  into  a  house  so  honourable,  and  so  nearly  related 
with  the  first  in  Scotland ;  I  explained  the  exact  degree  of  relation- 
ship in  which  the  Eavenswoods  stand  to  ourselves;  and  I  even  hinted 
how  political  matters  were  like  to  turn,  and  what  cards  would  be 
trumps  next  Parliament.  I  said  I  regarded  you  as  a  son — or  a  nephew, 
or  so — ^rather  than  as  a  more  distant  relation ;  and  that  I  made  your 
aS&ir  entirely  my  own." 

^'  And  what  was  the  issue  of  your  lordship's  explanation  V*  said 
Ravenswood,  in  some  doubt  whether  he  should  resent  or  express 
gratitude  for  his  interference. 

<<  Why,  the  Lord  Keeper  would  have  listened  to  reason,"  said  the 
Marq[uis ;  '^  he  is  rather  unwilling  to  leave  his  place,  which,  in  the 
present  view  of  a  change,  must  be  vacated ;  and,  to  say  truth,  he 
seemed  to  have  a  liking  for  you,  and  to  be  sensible  of  the  general 
advantages  to  be  attained  by  such  a  match.  But  his  lady^  who  is 
tongue  of  the  trump,  Master        " 

"What  of  Lady  Ashton,  my  lord?"  said  Eavenswood;  "let  me 
know  the  issue  of  this  extraordinary  conference.    I  can  bear  it." 

"I  am  glad  of  that,  kinsman,"  said  the  Marquis,  "for  I  am 
ashamed  to  tell  you  half  what  she  said.  It  is  enough — her  mind  is 
made  up— and  the  mistress  of  a  first-rate  boarding-school  could  not 
have  rejected  with  more  haughty  indifference  the  suit  of  a  half-pay 
Lrish  officer,  beseeching  permission  to  wait  upon  the  heiress  of  a 
West  India  planter,  than  Lady  Ashton  spumed  every  proposal  of 
mediation  which  it  could  at  all  become  me  to  offer  in  behalf  of  you, 
my  good  kinsman.  I  cannot  guess  what  she  means.  A  more 
honourable  connexion  she  could  not  form — that 's  certain.  As  for 
money  and  land,  that  used  to  be  her  husband's  business  rather  than 
hers ;  I  really  think  she  hates  you  for  having  the  xank  which  her 
husband  has  not,  and  perhaps  for  not  having  the  lands  that  her 
goodman  has.  But  I  should  only  vex  you  to  say  more  about  it — 
here  we  are  at  the  change-house." 

The  Master  of  Bavenswood  paused  as  he  entered  the  cottage, 
which  reeked  through  all  its  crevices,  and  they  were  not  few,  from 
the  exertions  of  the  Marquis's  travelling-cooks  to  supply  good  cheer, 
and  spread,  as  it  were,  a  table  in  the  wilderness. 

"My  Lord  Marquis,"  said  Bavenswood,  "I  already  mentioned 
that  accident  has  put  your  lordship  in  possession  of  a  secret,  which, 
with  my  consent,  should  have  remained  one  even  to  you,  my  kins- 
man, for  some  time.  Since  the  secret  was  to  part  from  my  own 
aaatody,  and  that  of  the  only  person  betidBt  who  was  interested  in 
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it,  I  am  not  sorry,  it  should  have  reached  your  lordship's  ears,  as 
being  faily  aware  that  you  are  my  noble  kinsman  and  friend." 

**  You  may  believe  it  is  safely  lodged  with  me,  Master  of  Bavena- 
wood,''  said  the  Marquis ;  ^  but  I  should  like  well  to  hear  you  say 
that  you  renounced  the  idea  of  an  alliance  which  you  can  hardly 
pursue  without  a  certain  degree  of  degradation." 

''  Of  that,  my  lord,  I  shall  judge/'  answered  Eavenswood,  '^  aud  I 
hope  with  delicacy  as  sensitlYe  as  any  of  my  friends.  But  I  have 
no  engagement  with  Sir  William  and  Lady  Ashton.  It  is  with 
Miss  Ashton  alone  that  I  have  entered  upon  the  subject,  and  my 
conduct  in  the  matter  shall  be  entirely  ruled  by  hers.  If  she  con- 
tinues to  prefer  me  in  my  poverty  to  the  wealthier  suitors  whom 
her  friends  recommend,  I  may  well  make  some  sacrifice  to  hex 
sincere  affection — I  may  well  surrender  to  her  the  less  tangible  and 
less  palpable  advantages  of  birth,  and  the  deep-rooted  prejudices  of 
family  hatred.  If  Miss  Lucy  Ashton  should  change  her  mind  on  a 
subject  of  such  delicacy,  I  trust  my  friends  will  be  silent  on  my 
disappointment,  and  I  shall  know  how  to  make  my  enemies  sa'' 

**  Spoke  like  a  gallant  young  nobleman/'  said  tiie  Marquis ;  ''  for 
my  part,  I  have  that  regard  for  you,  that  I  should  be  sorry  the  thing 
went  on.  This  Sir  William  Ashton  was  a  pretty  enough  pettifogging 
kind  of  a  lawyer  twenty  years  ago,  and  betwixt  battling  at  the  bar 
and  leading  in  committees  of  Parliament  he  has  got  well  on — the 
Darien  matter  lent  him  a  lift,  for  he  had  good  intelligence  and  sound 
views,  and  sold  out  in  time — ^but  the  best  work  is  had  out  of  himu 
No  government  will  take  him  at  his  own,  or  rather  his  wife's,  extra- 
vagant valuation;  and  betwixt  his  indecision  and  her  insolence, 
from  all  I  can  guess,  he  will  outsit  his  market,  and  be  had  cheap 
when  no  one  will  bid  for  him.  I  say  nothing  of  Miss  Ashton ;  but 
I  assure  you,  a  connexion  with  her  father  will  be  neither  useful  nor 
ornamental,  beyond  that  part  of  your  fiBither's  spoils  which  he  may 
be  prevailed  upon  to  disgorge  by  way  of  tocher  good-~and  take  my 
word  for  it,  you  will  get  more  if  you  have  spirit  to  bell  the  cat  with 
him  in  the  House  of  Peers.  And  I  will  be  the  man,  cousin,"  con- 
tinued his  lordship,  "  will  course  the  fox  for  you,  and  make  him  rue 
the  day  that  ever  he  refused  a  composition  too  honourable  for  him, 
and  proposed  by  me  on  the  behalf  of  a  kinsman." 

There  was  something  in  all  this  that,  as  it  werci  overshot  the  mark. 
Eavenswood  could  not  disguise  from  himself  that  his  noble  kinflrnap 
had  more  reasons  for  taking  offence  at  the  reception  of  his  suit  than 
regarded  his  interest  and  honour,  yet  he  could  neither  complain  nor 
be  surprised  that  it  should  be  so.  He  contented  himself  therefocA 
with  repeating  that  his  attachment  was  to  lA^  .^ji^Vai.'^T!bR»'&&^^  N 
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that  he  desired  neither  wealth  nor  aggrandisement  from  her  father's 
means  and  influence ;  and  that  nothing  should  prevent  his  keeping 
his  engagement,  excepting  her  own  express  desire  that  it  should  be 
relinquished — and  he  requested  as  a  favour  that  the  matter  might 
be  no  more  mentioned  betwixt  them  at  present,  assuring  the  Marquis 
of  A that  he  should  be  his  confidant  in  its  progress  or  its  inter- 
ruption. 

The  Marquis  soon  had  more  agreeable,  as  well  as  more  interesting 
subjects  on  which  to  converse.  A  foot  post,  who  had  followed  him 
from  Edinburgh  to  Eavenswood  Castle,  and  had  traced  his  steps  to 
the  TodVhole,  brought  him  a  packet  laden  with  good  news.  The 
political  calculations  of  the  Marquis  had  proved  just,  both  in  London 
and  at  Edinburgh,  and  he  saw  almost  within  his  grasp  the  pre-eminence 
for  which  he  had  panted.  The  refreshments  which  the  servants  had 
prepared  were  now  put  on  the  table,  and  an  epicure  would  perhaps 
have  enjoyed  them  with  additional  zest,  from  the  contrast  which 
such  fare  afforded  to  the  miserable  cabin  in  which  it  was  served  up. 

The  turn  of  conversation  corresponded  with  and  added  to  the  social 
feelings  of  the  company.  The  Marquis  expanded  with  pleasure  on 
the  power  which  probable  incidents  were  likely  to  assign  to  him, 
and  on  the  use  which  he  hoped  to  make  of  it  in  serving  his  kinsman, 
Bavenswood.  Eavenswood  could  but  repeat  the  gratitude  which  he 
really  felt,  even  when  he  considered  the  topic  as  too  long  dwelt  upon. 
The  wine  was  excellent,  notwithstanding  its  having  been  brought  in 
a  runlet  from  Edinburgh ;  and  the  habits  of  the  Marquis,  when 
engaged  with  such  good  cheer,  were  somewhat  sedentary.  And  so 
it  fell  out  that  they  delayed  their  journey  two  hours  later  than  was 
their  original  purpose. 

**  But  what  of  that,  my  good  young  friend  9"  said  the  Marquis ; 
^your  Castle  of  Wolf's  Crag  is  but  a  five  or  six  miles  distance,  and 

will  afford  the  same  hospitality  to  your  kinsman  ot  A that  it 

gave  to  tMs  same  Sir  William  Ashton." 

**  Sir  William  took  the  castle  by  storm,"  said  Eavenswood,  "  and, 
like  many  a  victor,  had  little  reason  to  congratulate  himself  on  his 
conquest." 

"Well,  well!"  said  Lord  A—: — ,  whose  dignity  was  something 
relaxed  by  the  wine  he  had  drunk — ''I  see  I  must  bribe  you  to 
harbour  me.  Come,  pledge  me  in  a  bumper  health  to  the  last  young 
lady  that  slept  at  Wolf's  Crag,  and  liked  her  quarters.  My  bones 
tCcQ  not  so  tender  as  hers,  and  I  am  resolved  to  occupy  her  apartment 
to-night,  that  I  may  judge,  how  hard  the  couch  is  that  love  can 
soften." 

^'  Your  lordBhip  may  choose  what  penance  you  please,"  said  Eaveus- 
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wood ;  ''  but  I  assure  jou,  I  should  expect  my  old  servant  to  hang 
himself,  or  throw  himself  from  the  battlements,  should  your  lordship 
visit  him  so  unexpectedly.  I  do  assure  you,  we  are  totally  and 
literally  unprovided." 

But  his  declaration  only  brought  from  his  noble  patron  an  assur- 
ance of  his  own  total  indifference  as  to  every  species  of  accommoda- 
tion, and  his  determination  to  see  the  Tower  of  Wolf's  Crag.  His 
ancestor,  he  said,  had  been  feasted  there,  when  he  went  forward  with 
the  then  Lord  Ravenswood  to  the  fatal  battle  of  Flodden,  in  which 
they  both  fell.  Thus  hard  pressed,  the  Master  offered  to  ride  for- 
ward to  get  matters  put  in  such  preparation  as  time  and  circumstances 
admitted ;  but  the  Marquis  protested  his  kinsman  must  afford  him 
his  company,  and  would  only  consent  that  an  avant-courier  should 
carry  to  the  destined  seneschal,  Caleb  Balderston,  the  unexpected 
news  of  this  invasion. 

The  Master  of  Bavenswood  soon  after  accompanied  the  Marquis  in 
his  carriage,  as  the  latter  had  proposed;  and  when  they  became  better 
acquainted  in  the  progress  of  the  journey,  his  noble  relation  explained 
the  very  liberal  views  which  he  entertained  for  his  relation's  prefer- 
ment, in  case  of  the  success  of  his  own  political  schemes.  They 
related  to  a  secret  and  highly  important  commission  beyond  sea, 
which  could  only  be  entrusted  to  a  person  of  rank,  talent,  and  pei^ 
feet  confidence,  and  which,  as  it  required  great  trust  and  reliance 
on  the  envoy  employed,  could  not  but  prove  both  honourable  and 
advantageous  to  him.  We  need  not  enter  into  the  nature  and 
purpose  of  this  commission,  farther  than  to  acquaint  our  readers 
that  the  charge  was  in  prospect  highly  acceptable  to  the  Master  of 
Bavenswood,  who  hailed  with  pleasure  the  hope  of  emerging  from 
his  present  state  of  indigence  and  inaction  into  independence  and 
honourable  exertion. 

While  he  listened  thus  eagerly  to  the  detaMs  with  which  the 
Marquis  now  thought  it  necessary  to  intrust  him,  the  messenger  who 
bad  been  despatched  to  the  Tower  of  Wolf's  Crag  returned  with 
Caleb  Balderston's  humble  duty,  and  an  assurance  that  "a'  should  be 
in  seemly  order,  sic  as  the  hurry  of  time  permitted,  to  receive  their 
lordships  as  it  behoved." 

Bavenswood  was  too  well  accustomed  to  his  seneschal's  mode  of 
acting  and  speaking  to  hope  much  from  this  confident  assurance. 
He  knew  that  Caleb  acted  upon  the  principle  of  the  Spanish  generals 

in  the  campaign  of ,  who,  much  to  the  perplexity  of  the  Prince 

of  Orange,  their  commander-in-chief,  used  to  report  their  troops  as 
full  in  number,  and  possessed  of  all  necessary  points  of  equipment, 
not  considering  it  consistent  with  their  digoit^,  cft  \\i<^  V<^w^xa.  ^^ 


230  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 

SpaiHy  to  confess  any  defleieney  either  in  men  or  mnnition,  until 
t^  want  of  both  was  nnaToidably  discovered  in  the  day  of  battle. 
Accordingly,  Bavenswood  thought  it  necessary  to  give  the  Marquis 
some  hint  that  the  fair  assurance  which  they  had  just  received  from 
Caleb  did  not  by  any  means  insure  them  against  a  very  indifferent 
reception. 

''  You  do  yourself  injustice.  Master,''  said  the  Marquis,  "  or  you 
wish  to  surprise  me  agreeably.  From  this  window  I  see  a  great 
light  in  the  direction  where,  if  I  remember  aright.  Wolf's  Crag  Ues ; 
and,  to  judge  from  the  splendour  which  the  old  Tower  sheds  around 
it,  the  preparations  for  our  reception  must  be  of  no  ordinary  descrip- 
tion. I  ^Lber  your  father  putting  the  same  deceS  on  m^ 
when  we  went  to  the  Tower  for  a  few  days'  hawking,  about  twenty 
years  since,  and  yet  we  spent  our  time  as  jollily  at  Wolf's  Crag  as  we 
could  have  done  at  my  own  hunting  seat  at  B ^." 

''Your  lordship,  I  fear,  will  eiperienee  that  the  faculty  of  the 
present  proprietor  to  entertain  his  friends  is  greatly  abridged,"  said 
Bavenswood ; ''  the  will,  I  need  hardly  say,  remains  the  same.  But 
I  am  as  much  at  a  loss  as  your  lordship  to  account  for  so  strong 
and  brilliant  a  light  as  is  now  above  Wolf's  Crag — the  windows  of 
the  Tower  are  few  and  narrow,  and  those  of  the  lower  story  axe 
hidden  from  us  by  the  walls  of  the  court  I  cannot  conceive  that 
any  illumination  of  an  ordinary  nature  could  afford  such  a  blaze  of 
light." 

The  mystery  was  soon  explained ;  for  the  cavalcade  almost  instantly 
halted,  and  the  voice  of  Caleb  Balderston  was  heard  at  the  coach 
window,  exclaiming,  in  accents  broken  by  grief  and  fear,  ''Och, 
gentlemen— och,  my  gude  lords--och,  baud  to  the  right!  Wolfs 
Crag  is  burning,  bower  and  ha' — ^a'  the  rich  plenishiug  outside  and 
inside — ^a'  the  fine  graith,  pictures,  tapestries,  needle-wark,  hangings, 
and  other  decorements — a'  in  a  bleeze,  as  if  they  were  nae  mair  than 
sae  mony  peats,  or  as  muckle  peas-strae !  Hand  to  the  right,  gentle- 
men, I  implore  ye,  there  is  some  sma'  provision  making  at  Lucky 
Sma'trash's — ^bat  oh,  wae  for  this  night,  and  wae  for  me  that  lives  to 
see  it  1" 

Bavenswood  was  at  first  stunned  by  this  new  and  unexpected 
calamity;  but  after  a  moment's  recollection,  he  sprang  from  the 
carriage,  and  hastily  bidding  hia  noble  kinsman  good-night,  was 
about  to  ascend  the  hill  towards  the  castle,  the  broad  and  full  con- 
flagration of  which  now  flung  forth  a  high  column  of  red  light,  that 
flickered  far  to  seaward  upon  the  dashing  waves  of  the  ocean. 

'*  Take  a  horse.  Master,"  exclaimed  the  Marquis,  greatly  affected 
hy  thi$  ad^tiaDsl  misfortune,  so  unexpectedly  heaped  upon  his 


THX  BUDK  or  LAMUESMOOH. 


931 


fonng  proUgd ;  "  and  give  me  mj  ambling  pftlfrej ;  and  hute  for- 
ward, yoa  knaves,  to  tee  what  oan  be  done  to  eare  the  fornitttre  ot 
to  eitingnish  the  fire — ride,  you  knaves,  for  yonr  livea  !° 

The  attendanta  bmtted  together,  and  began  to  strike  their  horKB 
with  th«  apur,  and  called  upon  Caleb  to  show  them  the  road.  Bnt 
the  voice  of  that  careful  seneschal  was  heard  above  the  tomolt,  "  0 
stop — sirs,  stop — tnm  bridle,  for  the  lave  of  merey — add  not  Iota  of 
lives  to  the  loss  of  warld'e  gear  I  Thirty  barrels  of  powtfaei,  landed 
oot  of  a  Dunkirk  dogger  in  the  auld  lord's  time— a'  in  the  vau'ts  of 


the  anid  tower — the  fire  canna  be  &r  afT  it,  I  trow.  Lord's  sake,  to 
the  right,  lads — to  the  right — let 'a  pit  the  hill  atween  ns  and  peril — 
a  wap  wi'  a  comer-stane  o'  Wolfs  Crt«  wad  defy  the  doctor  i" 

It  will  leadily  be  supposed  that  this  annunciation  hurried  the 
Marquis  and  his  attendants  into  the  route  which  Caleb  prescribed, 
dragging  Ravenswood  along  with  them,  althongh  there  tiaa  much  in 
tiie  matter  which  he  could  not  possibly  comprehend.  "Qunpowder!" 
he  aioiaimed,  laying  hold  of  Caleb,  who  in  \w:^  «a&«jM^tQxK&  ^fl 
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eifCftp^  from  him,  ''what  j^npowder  i  How  anj  qnantitr  of  powder 
eonld  he  in  Wolfs  Crag  without  mj  knowledge,  I  cannot  posdbiT 
eomr'i^herjd." 

^  Bat  I  cao,**  intennpted  the  Siaiquu,  whispering  him,  '-'  I  can 
eompnirhend  it  thoron^hljr — ia/r  Ood's  sake,  ask  him  no  more  qnes- 
tions  at  present^ 

^  There  it  is,  n^^w,"  said  Caleb,  extricating  himself  from  his  master, 
and  adjusting  his  dressy  ^'yonr  hononr  will  believe  his  lordship's 
hononrable  testimonj.  His  lordship  minds  weel  how,  in  the  year 
that  him  they  ca'd  King  Willie  died " 

'Miosh!  bnsh,  my  good  friend!"  feaid  the  Marqtus;  ''I  shall 
satisfy  your  master  npon  that  subjeet'' 

''Anfl  the  people  at  Wolfs-hope,''  said  Bavenswood — ^^did  none 
of  them  come  to  your  anistanee  before  the  flame  got  so  high  1" 

^  Ay  did  they,  mony  ane  of  them,  the  rspscallions !"  said  Caleb ; 
''  but  truly  I  was  in  nae  harry  to  let  them  into  the  Tower,  where 
there  were  so  much  plate  and  valuables." 

**  Confound  you  for  an  impudent  liar !"  said  Bavenswood,  in  uncon- 
trollable ire,  ^  there  was  not  a  single  ounce  of ** 

**  Forby,"  said  the  butler,  most  irreverently  raising  his  voice  to  a 
{litch  which  d;rovmtd  his  master's,  ''the  fire  made  fiEut  on  us  owing 
to  the  store  of  tapestry  and  carved  timmer  in  the  banqueting  ha', 
and  the  loons  ran  like  scauded  rats  sae  sune  as  they  heard  of  the 
guDpouther." 

^I  do  entreat,"  said  the  Marquis  to  Bavenswood,  ''you  will  ask 
him  no  more  questions." 

''Only  one,  my  lord — ^What  has  become  of  poor  Mysie?" 

"  Mysie  7"  said  Caleb,  "  I  had  nae  time  to  look  about  ony  Mysie — 
she's  in  the  tower,  I'se  warrant,  biding  her  awful  doom." 

"By  heaven,"  said  Bavenswood,  ''I  do  not  understand  all  this! 
The  life  of  a  fiaithful  old  creature  is  at  stake — my  lord,  I  will  be 
withheld  no  longer — I  will  at  least  ride  up  and  see  whether  the 
(lunger  is  as  imminent  as  this  old  fool  pretends." 

**  Weel,  then,  as  I  live  by  bread,"  said  Caleb,  "  Mysie  is  weel  and 
safe.  I  saw  her  out  of  the  castle  before  I  left  it  mysell.  Was  I 
ganging  to  forget  an  auld  fellow-servant  7" 

"What  made  you  tell  me  the  contrary  this  moment?"  said  his  master. 

"Did  I  t(i11  you  the  contrary?"  said  Caleb;  "then  I  maun  hae 
bec.n  (Ininrriiiig  mirely,  or  this  awsome  night  has  turned  my  judgment 
•~lMit  Hiifu  she  is,  and  ne'er  a  living  soul  in  the  ccistle.  a'  the  better 
for  thorn — they  wad  have  gotten  an  unco  heezy." 

Th(3  Muster  of  Bavenswood,  u|K)n  this  assurance  being  solemnly 
reiterated,  and  notwith standing  his  extreme  wish  to  witness  the  last 
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explosion  which  was  to  rain  to  the  ground  the  mansion  of  his  fathers, 
suffered  himself  to  be  dragged  onward  towards  the  village  of  Wolf's- 
hope,  where  not  only  the  change-house,  but  that  of  our  well-known 
friend  the  cooper,  were  all  prepared  for  reception  of  himself  and  his 
noble  guest,  with  a  liberality-  of  provision  which  requires  some 
explanation. 

We  omitted  to  mention  in  its  place  that  Lockhard,  having  fished 
out  the  truth  concerning  the  mode  by  which  Caleb  had  obtained  the 
supplies  for  his  banquet,  the  Lord  Keeper,  amused  with  the  incident, 
and  desirous  at  the  time  to  gratify  Eavenswood,  had  recommended 
the  cooper  of  WolfVhope  to  the  official  situation  under  government, 
the  prospect  of  which  had  reconciled  him  to  the  loss  of  his  wild-fowL 
Mr.  Girder's  preferment  had  occasioned  a  pleasing  surprise  to  old 
Caleb ;  for  when,  some  days  after  his  master's  departure,  he  found 
himself  absolutely  compelled,  by  some  necessary  business,  to  visit 
the  fishing  hamlet,  and  was  gliding  like  a  ghost  past  the  door  of  the 
cooper,  for  fear  of  being  summoned  to  give  some  account  of  the  pro- 
gress of  the  solicitation  in  his  favour,  or,  more  probably,  that  the 
inmates  might  upbraid  him  with  the  feJse  hope  he  had  held  out  upon 
the  subject,  he  heard  himself,  not  without  some  apprehension,  sum- 
moned at  once  in  treble,  tenor,  and  bass — ^a  trio  performed  by  the 
voices  of  Mrs.  Girder,  old  Dame  Loup-the-dike,  and  the  goodman  of 
the  dwelling — **Mr.  Caleb — Mr.  Caleb — Mr.  Caleb  Balderston!  I 
hope  ye  arena  ganging  dry-lipped  by  our  door,  and  we  sae  muckle 
indebted  to  you  ?" 

This  might  be  said  ironically  as  well  as  in  earnest.  Caleb  augured 
the  worst,  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  trio  aforesaid,  and  was  moving 
doggedly  on,  his  ancient  castor  pulled  over  his  brows,  and  his  eyes 
bent  on  the  ground,  as  if  to  count  the  flinty  pebbles  with  which  the 
rude  pathway  was  causewayed.  But  on  a  sudden  he  found  himself 
surrounded  in  his  progress,  like  a  stately  merchantman  in  the  Gut  of 
Gibraltar  (I  hope  the  ladies  will  excuse  the  tarpaulin  phrase)  by 
three  Algerine  galleys. 

**Gude  guide  us,  Mr.  Balderston !"  said  Mrs.  Girder. 

<<  Wha  wad  hae  thought  it  of  an  auld  and  ken'd  friend  V*  said  the 
mother. 

*'  And  no  sae  muckle  as  stay  to  receive  our  thanks,''  said  the  cooper 
himself,  **  and  frae  the  like  o'  me  that  seldom  offers  them !  I  am 
sure  I  hope  there 's  nae  ill  seed  sawn  between  us,  Mr.  Balderston — 
ony  man  that  has  said  to  ye,  I  am  no  gratefu'  for  the  situation  of 
Queen's  cooper,  let  me  hae  a  whample  at  him  wi'  mine  eatchef — 
that 's  a'." 

t  iliHfliee,  adze. 
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<<My  good  friendB — m]r  dear  friendfly"  said  Caleb,  still  doubting 
how  1^6  certainty  of  the  matter  might  stand,  ''irhat  needs  a'  this 
ceremony? — ane  tries  to  serre  their  Mends,  and  sometimes  they  may 
happen  to  prosper,  and  somietimes  to  misgie— naething  I  care  to  be 
feudied  wi'  less  than  thanks — I  never  could  bide  them." 

*'  Faith,  Mr.  Balderston,  ye  suld  hae  been  fashed  wi'  few  o'  mine," 
said  the  downright  man  of  staves  and  hoops,  ^  if  I  had  only  your 
gnde-will  to  thank  ye  for — I  snld  e'en  hae  set  the  gose  and  the  wild 
denkes  and  the  runlet  of  sack  to  balance  that  account  Gude-will, 
man,  is  a  geizen'd  tub  that  hands  in  nae  liquor — ^but  gude  deeds,  like 
the  cask,  tight,  round,  and  soimd,  that  will  hand  liquor  for  the  king." 

*'  Have  ye  no  heard  of  our  letter,"  said  the  mother-in-law, ''  making 
our  John  the  Queen's  cooper  for  certain  I — and  scarce  a  chield  that 
had  ever  hammered  gird  upon  tub  but  was  applying  for  it  V* 

^  Have  I  heard ! ! !"  said  Caleb  (who  now  found  how  the  wind  set), 
with  an  accent  of  exceeding  contempt  at  the  doubt  expressed — 
^^Have  I  heard,  quo'  she!!  I" — and  as  he  spoke  he  changed  his 
shambling,  skulking,  dodging  pace,  into  a  manly  and  authoritative 
step,  re^adjusted  his  cocked  hat,  and  suffered  his  brow  to  emerge  from 
under  it  in  all  the  pride  of  aristocracy,  like  the  sun  &om  behind  a  cloud. 

'*  To  be  sure,  he  canna  but  hae  heard,"  said  the  good  woman. 

''Ay,  to  be  sure,  it's  impossible  but  I  should,"  said  Caleb;  ''and 
sae  111  be  the  first  to  kiss  ye,  joe,  and  wish  you,  cooper,  much  joy  of 
your  preferment,  naething  doubting  but  ye  ken  wha  are  your  friends, 
and  ha/ve  helped  ye,  and  ccm  help  ye.  I  thought  it  right  to  look  a 
wee  strange  upon  it  at  first,"  added  Caleb,  "just  to  see  if  ye  were 
made  of  the  right  mettle — ^but  ye  ring  true,  lad,  ye  ring  true  ! " 

So  saying,  with  a  most  lordly  air  he  kissed  the  women,  and  aban- 
doned his  hand,  with  an  air  of  serene  patronage,  to  the  hearty  shake 
of  Mr.  Girder's  horn-hard  palm.  Upon  this  complete,  and  to  Caleb 
most  satisfactory  information,  he  did  not,  it  may  readily  be  believed, 
hesitate  to  accept  an  invitation  to  a  solemn  feast,  to  which  were 
invited  not  only  all  the  notables  of  the  village,  but  even  his  ancient 
antagonist,  Mr.  Dingwall  himself.  At  this  festivity  he  was,  of 
course,  the  most  welcome  and  most  honoured  guest ;  and  so  well  did 
he  ply  the  company  with  stories  of  what  he  could  do  with  his  master, 
his  master  with  the  Lord  Keeper,  the  Lord  Keeper  with  the  Council, 
and  the  Council  with  the  King,  that  before  the  company  diemissed 
(which  was,  iudeed,  rather  at  an  early  hour  than  a  late  one),  every 
man  of  note  in  the  village  was  ascending  to  the  top-gallant  of  some 
ideal  preferment  by  the  ladder  of  ropes  which  Caleb  had  presented 
to  their  imagination.  Nay,  the  cunning  butler  regained  in  that 
moment  not  only  all  the  influence  he  possessed  formerly  over  the 
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▼illagers  when  the  baronial  family  which  he  served  were  at  the 
prondest,  but  aoqnixed  even  an  accession  of  importance.  The  writer 
— ^the  verj  attorney  himself — snoh  is  the  thirst  of  preferment — felt  the 
force  of  the  attraction,  and  taking  an  opportunity  to  draw  Caleb  into 
a  comer,  spoke  with  affectionate  regret  of  the  declining  health  of 
the  sheriff-clerk  of  the  county. 

''  An  excellent  man — a  most  valuable  man,  Mr.  Caleb— but  fat  sail 
I  say ! — ^we  are  peer  feckless  bodies — ^here  the  day,  and  awa  by  cock- 
screech  the  mom — and  if  he  failzies,  there  maun  be  somebody  in  his 
place — and  gif  that  ye  could  airt  it  my  way,  I  sail  be  thankful,  man 
— a  gluve  stuffed  wi'  gowd  nobles — an'  hark  ye,  man,  something 
canny  till  yoursell — and  the  Wolf  Vhope  carles  to  settle  kindly  wi' 
the  Master  of  Bavenswood — that  is,  Lord  Bavenswood — God  bless 
his  lordship  r' 

A  smile  and  a  hearty  squeeze  by  the  hand  was  the  suitable  answer 
to  this  overture— and  Caleb  made  his  escape  from  the  jovial  party, 
in  order  to  avoid  committing  himself  by  any  special  promises. 

^*  The  Lord  be  gude  to  me,''  said  Caleb,  when  he  found  himself  in 
the  open  air,  and  at  liberty  to  give  vent  to  the  self-exultation  with 
which  he  was,  as  it  were,  distended ;  '^  did  ever  ony  man  see  sic  a  set 
of  green  gaislings! — the  very  pick-maws  ■  and  solan-geese  outby 
yonder  at  the  Bass  hae  ten  times  their  sense !  God,  an  I  had  been 
the  Lord  High  Commissioner  to  the  Estates  o'  Parliament^  they 
couldna  hae  beffumm'd  me  mair — and,  to  speak  Heaven's  truth,  I 
could  hardly  hae  beffumm'd  them  better  neither !  But  the  writer — 
ha !  ha !  ha ! — ah,  ha !  ha !  ha !  mercy  on  me,  that  I  suld  live  in  my 
auld  days  to  gie  the  gang-by  to  the  very  writer !  Sheriff-clerk  1 !  !— 
but  I  hae  an  auld  account  to  settle  wi'  the  carle ;  and  to  make  amends 
for  by-ganes,  the  office  shall  just  cost  him  as  much  time-serving  as  if 
he  were  to  get  it  in  gude  earnest — of  whilk  there  is  sma'  appearance, 
unless  the  Master  learns  mair  the  ways  of  this  warld,  whilk  it  is 
muckle  to  be  doubted  that  he  never  will  do." 


CHAPTER    XXYI. 

Why  flames  yon  far  summit — why  shoot  to  the  blast 
Those  embers,  like  stars  from,  the  firmament  cast  ? — 
'Tis  the  fire-shower  of  ruin,  all  dreadfully  driven 
From  thine  eyry,  that  beacons  the  darkness  of  Heaven. 

Camfbgll. 
The  circumstances  announced  in  the  conclusion  of  the  last  chapter 
will  account  for  the  ready  and  cheerful  reception  of  the  Marquis  of 
A and  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  in  the  village  of  Woll'^-b^s'^ 
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In  fact,  Caleb  had  no  sooner  annonnced  the  conflagration  of  the 
tower  than  the  whole  hamlet  were  upon  foot  to  hasten  to  extinguish 
the  flames.  And  although  that  zealous  adherent  diverted  their  zeal 
by  intimating  the  formidable  contents  of  the  subterranean  apart- 
ments, yet  the  check  only  turned  their  assiduity  into  another  direc- 
tion. Never  had  there  been  such  slaughtering  of  capons  and  fat 
geese  and  barn-door  fowls — ^never  such  boiling  of  reested  hams — 
never  such  making  of  carcakes  and  sweet  scones,  Selkirk  bannocks, 
cookies,  and  petticoat-tails— delicacies  little  known  to  the  present 
generation.  Never  had  there  been  such  a  tapping  of  barrels  and  such 
uncorking  of  greybeards  in  the  village  of  Wolf's-hope.  All  the 
inferior  houses  were  thrown  open  for  the  reception  of  the  Marquis's 
dependants,  who  came,  it  was  thought,  as  precursors  of  the  shower  of 
preferment,  which  hereafter  was  to  leave  the  rest  of  Scotland  dry,  in 
order  to  distil  its  rich  dews  on  the  village  of  Wolf's-hope  under 
Lammermoor.  The  minister  put  in  his  claim  to  have  the  guests  of 
distinction  lodged  at  the  manse,  having  his  eye,  it  was  thought,  upon 
a  neighbouring  preferment,  where  the  incumbent  was  sickly;  but 
Mr.  Balderston  destined  that  honour  to  the  cooper,  his  wife,  and 
wife's  mother,  who  danced  for  joy  at  the  preference  thus  assigned  them. 

Many  a  beck  and  many  a  bow  welcomed  these  noble  guests  to  as 
good  entertainment  as  persons  of  such  rank  could  set  before  such 
visitors ;  and  the  old  dame,  who  had  formerly  lived  in  Bavenswood 
Castle,  and  knew,  as  she  said,  the  ways  of  the  nobility,  was  in  no 
whit  wanting  in  arranging  matters,  as  well  as  circumstances  per- 
mitted, according  to  the  etiquette  of  the  times.  The  cooper's  house 
was  so  roomy  that  each  guest  had  his  separate  retiring  room,  to  which 
they  were  ushered  with  all  due  ceremony,  while  the  plentiful  supper 
was  in  the  act  of  being  placed  upon  the  table. 

Bavenswood  no  sooner  found  himself  alone  than,  impelled  by  a 
thousand  feelings,  he  left  the  apartment,  the  house,  and  the  village, 
and  hastily  retraced  his  steps  to  the  brow  of  the  hill,  which  rose 
betwixt  the  village  and  screened  it  from  the  tower,  in  order  to  view 
the  final  fall  of  the  house  of  his  fathers.  Some  idle  boys  from  the 
hamlet  had  taken  the  same  direction  out  of  curiosity,  having  first 
witnessed  the  arrival  of  the  coach-and-six  and  its  attendants.  As 
they  ran  one  by  one  past  the  Master,  calling  to  each  other  to  **  come 
and  see  the  auld  tower  blaw  up  in  the  lift  like  the  peelings  of  an 
ingan,"  he  could  not  but  feel  himself  moved  with  indignation. 
*'  And  these  are  the  sons  of  my  father's  vassals,"  he  said — ^*  of  men 
bound,  both  by  law  and  gratitude,  to  follow  our  steps  through  battle, 
and  fire,  and  flood;  and  now  the  destruction  of  their  liege-lord's 
hooBe  IB  but  a  holiday's  sight  to  them." 


THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR.  237 

These  exasperating  reflections  were  partly  expressed  in  the  acrimony 
with  which  he  exclaimed,  on  feeling  himself  palled  by  the  cloak — 
"  What  do  you  want,  you  dog  V 

'^  I  am  a  dog,  and  an  auld  dog  too/'  answered  Caleb,  for  it  was  he 
who  had  taken  the  freedom,  **  and  I  am  like  to  get  a  dog's  wages — but 
it  does  not  signification  a  pinch  of  sneeshing,  for  I  am  ower  auld  a 
dog  to  learn  new  tricks,  or  to  follow  a  new  master/' 

As  he  spoke,  Bavenswood  attained  the  ridge  of  the  hill  from  which 
Wolfs  Crag  was  visible ;  the  flames  had  entirely  sunk  down,  and,  to 
his  great  surprise,  there  was  only  a  dusky  reddening  upon  the  clouds 
immediately  over  the  castle,  which  seemed  the  reflection  of  the 
embers  of  the  sunken  fire. 

"  The  place  cannot  have  blown  up,"  said  the  Master ;  **  we  must 
have  heard  the  report — ^if  a  quarter  of  the  gunpowder  was  there  you 
tell  me  oi^  it  would  have  been  heard  twenty  miles  off.'' 

"  It 's  very  like  it  wad,"  said  Balderston  composedly. 

**  Then  the  fire  cannot  have  reached  the  vaults?" 

^'  It's  like  no,"  answered  Caleb  with  the  same  impenetrable  gravity. 

*^  Hark  ye,  Caleb,"  said  his  master,  ^*  this  grows  a  little  too  much 
for  my  patience.  I  must  go  and  examine  how  matters  stand  at 
Wolfs  Crag  myself" 

**  Your  honour  is  ganging  to  gang  nae  sic  gate,"  said  Caleb  firmly. 

"  And  why  not  V*  said  Bavenswood  sharply ;  "  who  or  what  shall 
prevent  me?" 

**  Even  I  mysell,"  said  Caleb  with  the  same  determination. 

"You,  Balderston!"  replied  the  Master;  "you  are  forgetting 
yourself,  I  think." 

"But  I  think  no,"  said  Balderston;  "for  I  can  just  tell  ye  a' 
about  the  castle  on  this  knowe-head  as  weel  as  if  ye  were  at  it. 
Only  dinna  pit  yoursell  into  a  kippage,  and  expose  yoursell  before 
the  weans,  or  before  the  Marquis,  when  ye  gang  down-by." 

"  Speak  out,  you  old  fool,"  replied  his  master,  "  and  let  me  know 
the  best  and  the  worst  at  once." 

"  Ou,  the  best  and  the  warst  is,  just  that  the  tower  is  standing 
hail  and  feir,  as  safe  and  as  empty  as  when  ye  left  it." 

"  Indeed  ! — and  the  fire?"  said  Bavenswood. 

"  Not  a  gleed  of  fire,  then,  except  the  bit  kindling  peat,  and  maybe 
a  spunk  in  Mysie's  cutty-pipe,"  replied  Caleb. 

"  But  the  flame  ?"  demanded  Bavenswood ;  "  the  broad  blaze 
which  might  have  been  seen  ten  miles  off — what  occasioned  that?" 

"  Hout  awa  !  it's  an  auld  saying  and  a  true — 

Little 's  the  light 

Will  be  seen  for  in  a  mirk  ni^ht. 
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A  wheen  fern  and  horse  litter  that  I  fired  in  the  courtyard,  after 
sending  back  the  loon  of  a  footman ;  and,  to  speak  Heaven's  truth, 
the  next  time  that  je  send  or  bring  onybody  here,  let  them  be 
gentles  allenarly,  without  ony  fremd  servants,  like  that  chield 
Lockhard,  to  be  gledging  and  gleeing  about,  and  looking  upon  the 
wrang  side  of  ane's  housekeeping,  to  the  discredit  of  the  funily,  and 
forcing  ane  to  damn  their  souls  wi'  telling  ae  lee  after  another,  faster 
than  I  can  count  them — I  wad  rather  set  fire  to  the  tower  in  gude 
earnest,  and  burn  it  ower  my  ain  head  into  the  bargain,  or  I  see  the 
fjEunily  dishonoured  in  the  sort." 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  am  infinitely  obliged  by  the  proposal,  Caleb," 
said  his  master,  scarce  able  to  restrain  his  laughter,  though  rather 
angry  at  the  same  time.  "But  the  gunpowder? — is  there  such  a 
thing  in  the  tower?    The  Marquis  seemed  to  know  of  it.'' 

"The  pouther — ^ha!  ha  !  ha  ! — ^the  Marquis — ha !  ha !  ha  !"  replied 
Caleb ;  "  if  your  honour  were  to  brain  me,  I  behooved  to  laugh — the 
Marquis — the  pouther  ! — was  it  there  ?  ay,  it  was  there.  Did  he  ken 
o't — my  certie !  the  Marquis  ken'd  o't,  and  it  was  the  best  o'  the 
game;  for,  when  I  couldna  pacify  your  honour  wi'  a'  that  I  could 
say,  I  aye  threw  out  a  word  mair  about  the  gunpouther,  and  garr'd 
the  Marquis  tak  the  job  in  his  ain  hand." 

"But  you  have  not  answered  my  question,"  said  the  Master 
impatiently ;  "how  came  the  powder  there,  and  where  is  it  now  ?" 

"  Ou,  it  came  there,  an  ye  maun  needs  ken,"  said  Caleb,  looking 
mysteriously,  and  whispering,  "  when  there  was  like  to  be  a  wee  bit 
rising  here ;  and  the  Marquis  and  a'  the  great  lords  of  the  north  were 
a'  in  it,  and  mony  a  gudely  gun  and  broadsword  were  ferried 
ower  frae  Dunkirk,  forby  the  pouther — awfu'  wark  we  had  getting 
them  into  the  tower  under  cloud  o'  night,  for  ye  maun  think  it 
wasna  everybody  could  be  trusted  wi'  sic  kittle  jobs.  But  if  ye 
will  gae  hame  to  your  supper,  I  will  tell  you  a'  about  it  as  ye  gang 
down." 

"  And  these  wretched  boys,"  said  Ravenswood,  "  is  it  your  pleasure 
they  are  to  sit  there  all  night,  to  wait  for  the  blowing  up  of  a  tower 
that  is  not  even  on  fire  V* 

"  Surely  not,  if  it  is  your  honoui's  pleasure  that  they  suld  gang 
hame ;  although,"  added  Caleb,  "  it  wadna  do  them  a  grain's  damage 
— they  would  screigh  less  the  next  day,  and  sleep  the  sounder  at  e'en. 
But  just  as  your  honour  likes." 

Stepping  accordingly  towards  the  urchins  who  manned  the  knolls 

near  which  they  stood,  Caleb  informed  them,  in  an  authoritative 

tone,  that  their  Honours  Lord  Ravenswood  and  the  Marquis   of 

A had  given  ozdera  that  the  tower  was  not  to  blow  up  till  next 
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day  at  noon.  The  boya  diapened  upon  thia  comfortable  aaaurance. 
One  or  two,  however,  followed  Caleb  for  more  information,  par- 
ticularly the  urchin  whom  he  had  cheated  while  officiating  aa 
turnspit,  who  screamed,  *'  litr.  Balderston  !  Mr.  Bald^nston  1  then  the 
castle's  gane  out  like  an  auld  wife's  spunk  V* 

'^To  be  sure  it  is^  callant,"  said  the  bntler;  "do  ye  think  the 
castle  of  as  great  a  lord  as  Lord  Bavenswood  wad  continue  in  a 
bleeze,  and  him  standing  looking  on  wi'  his  ain  very  een  1  It 'a  aye 
right,''  continued  Caleb,  shaking  off  his  ragged  page,  and  closing 
in  to  his  master,  "  to  train  up  weans,  as  the  wise  man  says,  in  the 
way  they  should  go,  and,  aboon  a',  to  teach  them  respect  to  their 
superiors." 

''But  all  this  while,  Caleb,  you  have  never  told  me  what  became 
of  the  arms  and  powder,"  said  Bavenswood. 

«  Why,  as  for  the  arms,"  said  Caleb,  *'  it  was  just  like  the  bairn's 
rhyme — 

*  Some  gaed  east,  and  some  gaed  west. 
And  some  gaed  to  the  craw's  nest ;  * 

And  for  the  pouther,  I  e'en  changed  it,  as  occasion  served,  with  the 
skippers  o'  Dutch  luggers  and  French  vessels,  for  gin  and  brandy, 
and  it  served  the  house  mony  a  year — a  gude  swap  too,  between 
what  cheereth  the  soul  of  man  and  that  which  dingeth  it  clean  out 
of  his  body;  forby,  I  keepit  a  wheen  pounds  of  it  for  yoursell  when 
ye  wanted  to  take  the  pleasure  o'  shooting — whiles,  in  these  latter 
days,  I  wad  hardly  hae  ken'd  else  whar  to  get  pouther  for  your 
pleasure.  And  now  that  your  anger  is  ower,  sir,  waana  that  weel 
managed  o'  me,  and  arena  ye  far  better  sorted  doun  yonder  than  ye 
could  hae  been  in  your  ain  auld  ruins  upby  yonder,  as  the  case 
stands  wi'  us  now? — ^the  mair  's  the  pity." 

"  I  believe  you  may  be  right,  Caleb ;  but,  before  burning  down  my 
castle,  either  in  jest  or  in  earnest,''  said  Bavenswood,  '*  I  think  I  had 
a  right  to  be  in  the  secret." 

"Fie  for  shame,  your  honour!"  replied  Caleb;  "it  fits  an  auld 
carle  like  me  weel  eneugh  to  tell  lees  for  the  credit  of  the  family,  but 
it  wadna  beseem  the  like  o'  your  honour's  sell ;  besides,  young  folk 
are  no  judicious — ^they  cannot  make  the  maist  of  a  bit  figment  Now 
this  fire — ^for  a  fire  it  sail  be,  if  I  suld  bum  the  auld  stable  to  make 
it  mair  feasible — ^this  fire,  besides  that  it  will  be  an  excuse  for  asking 
onything  we  want  through  the  countiy,  or  doun  at  the  haven^this 
fire  will  settle  mony  things  on  an  honourable  footing  for  the  family's 
credit,  that  cost  me  telling  twenty  daily  lees  to  a  wheen  idle  chaps 
and  queans,  and,  what's  waur,  without  gaining  <sc«dftTk!^ 
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.  '^  That  was  hard  indeed,  Caleb ;  but  I  do  not  see  how  this  fire  should 
help  your  veracity  or  your  credit.*' 

''  There  it  is  now  ! "  said  Caleb ;  *'  wasna  I  saying  that  young  folk 
had  a  green  judgment )  How  suld  it  help  me,  quotha  7 — it  will  be 
a  creditable  apology  for  the  honour  of  the  family  for  this  score  of 
years  to  come,  if  it  is  weel  guided.  Where 's  the  family  pictures  1 
says  ae  meddling  body — the  great  fire  at  Wolf's  Crag,  answers  I. 
Where 's  the  family  plate  1  says  another — ^the  great  fire,  says  I ;  wha 
was  to  think  of  plate,  when  life  and  limb  were  in  danger  1  Where 's 
the  wardrobe  and  the  linens  ? — where 's  the  tapestries  and  the  decore- 
ments  1 — ^beds  of  state,  twilts,  pands  and  testors,  napery  and  broidered 
wark?  The  fire — the  fire — ^the  fire.  Quide  the  fire  weel,  and  it 
will  serve  ye  for  a'  that  ye  suld  have  and  have  not — and,  in  some  sort, 
a  gude  excuse  is  better  than  the  things  themselves ;  for  they  maun 
crack  and  wear  out,  and  be  consumed  by  time,  whereas  a  gude  off- 
come,  prudently  and  creditably  handled,  may  serve  a  nobleman  and 
his  family,  Lord  kens  how  lang ! " 

Bavenswood  was  too  well  acquainted  with  his  butler's  pertinacity 
and  self-opinion  to  dispute  the  point  with  him  any  farther.  Leaving 
Caleb,  therefore,  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  own  successful  ingenuity, 
he  returned  to  the  hamlet,  where  he  found  the  Marquis  and  the  good 
woman  of  the  mansion  under  some  anxiety — ^the  former  on  account 
of  his  absence,  the  others  for  the  discredit  their  cookery  might  sus- 
tain by  the  delay  of  the  supper.  All  were  now  at  ease,  and  heard  with 
pleasure  that  the  fire  at  the  castle  had  burned  out  of  itself  without 
reaching  the  vaults,  which  was  the  only  information  that  Ravens- 
wood  thought  it  proper  to  give  in  public  concerning  the  event  of  his 
butler's  stratagem. 

They  sat  down  to  an  excellent  supper.  No  invitation  could  prevail 
on  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Girder,  even  in  their  own  house,  to  sit  down  at  table 
with  guests  of  such  high  quality.  They  remained  standing  in  the 
apartment,  and  acted  the  part  of  respectful  and  careful  attendants  on 
the  company.  Such  were  the  manners  of  the  time.  The  elder  dame, 
confident  through  her  age  and  connexion  with  the  Bavenswood 
family,  was  less  scrupulously  ceremonious.  She  played  a  mixed 
part  betwixt  that  of  the  hostess  of  an  inn  and  the  mistress  of  a 
private  house,  who  receives  guests  above  her  own  degree.  She 
recommended,  and  even  pressed,  what  she  thought  best,  and  was 
herself  easily  entreated  to  take  a  moderate  share  of  the  good  cheer,  in 
order  to  encourage  her  guests  by  her  own  example.  Often  she  inter- 
rupted herself  to  express  her  regret  that  *^  my  Lord  did  not  eat — that 
the  Master  was  pyking  a  bare  bane — that,  to  be  sure,  there  was 
naething  there  fit  to  set  before  their  honours — that  Lord  Allan, 
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rest  his  sanl,  used  to  like  a  pouthered  gose,  and  said  it  was  Latin  for 
a  tast  o'  brandy — ^that  the  brandy  came  frae  France  direct ;  for,  for  a^ 
the  English  laws  and  gangers,  the  Wolf  s-hole  brigs  hadna  forgotten 
the  gate  to  Dunkirk.'' 

Here  the  cooper  admonished  his  mother-in-law  with  his  elbow, 
which  procured  him  the  folk>wing  special  notice  in  the  progress  of 
her  speech. 

"  Ye  needna  be  dunshin  that  gate,  John,"  continned  the  old  lady ; 
"  naebody  says  that  ye  ken  whar  the  brandy  comes  frae ;  and  it  wadna 
be  fitting  ye  should,  and  you  the  queen's  cooper ;  and  what  signi- 
fies't/'  continued  she,  addressing  Lord  Ravenswood,  ^to  king,  queen, 
or  keiser,  whar  an  auld  wife  like  me  buys  her  pickle  sneeshin,  or  her 
drap  brandy- wine,  to  hand  her  heart  up  1'f 

Having  ihua  extricated  herself  from,  her  supposed  false  step,  Dame 
Loup-the-dyke  proceeded,  during  the  rest  of  the  evening,  to  supply, 
with  great  animation,  and  very  little  assistance  from  her  guests,  the 
funds  necessary  for  the  support  of  the  conversation,  until,  declining 
any  further  circulation  of  their  glass,  her  guests  requested  her  peiv 
mission  to  retire  to  their  apartments. 

The  Marquis  occupied  the  chamber  of  dais,  which,  in  every  house 
above  the  rank  of  a  mere  cottage,  was  kept  sacred  for  such  high 
occasions  as  the  present  The  modern  finishing  with  plaster  was 
then  unknown,  and  tapestry  was  confined  to  the  houses  of  the 
nobility  and  superior  gentry.  The  cooper,  therefore,  who  was  a  man 
of  some  vanity,  as  well  as  some  wealth,  had  imitated  the  fashion 
observed  by  the  inferior  landholders  and  clergy,  who  usually  orna- 
mented their  state  apartments  with  hangings  of  a  sort  of  stamped 
leather,  manufEictured  in  the  Netherlands,  garnished  with  trees  and 
animals  executed  in  copper  foil,  and  with  many  a  pithy  sentence  of 
morality,  which,  although  couched  in  Low  Dutch,  were  perhaps  as 
much  attended  to  in  practice  as  if  written  in  broad  Scotch.  The 
whole  had  somewhat  of  a  gloomy  aspect ;  but  the  fire,  composed  of 
old  pitch-barrel  staves,  blazed  merrily  up  the  chimney;  the  bed  was 
decorated  with  linen  of  most  fresh  and  dazzling  whiteness,  which  had 
never  before  been  used,  and  might,  perhaps,  have  never  been  used  at 
all,  but  for  this  high  occasion.  On  the  toilette  bende  stood  an  oldt 
fashioned  mirror,  in  a  fillagree  frame,  part  of  the  dispersed  finery  nH 
the  neighbouring  castle.  It  was  flanked  by  a  long-necked  bottle  of 
Florence  wine,  by  which  stood  a  glass  nearly  as  tall,  resembling  in 
shape  that  which  Teniers  usually  places  in  the  hands  of  his  own 
portrait,  when  he  paints  himself  as  mingling  in  the  revels  of  a 
country  village.  To  counterbalance  those  foreign  sentinels,  there 
mounted  guard  on  the  other  side  of  the  mirror  two  atou.^  \fv\tdjiic^  ^ 
Q 
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Seottisli  lineage ;  a  jug,  namely,  of  doable  ale,  which  held  a  Scotch 
pint,  and  a  qnaich,  or  bicker,  of  ivory  and  ebony,  hooped  with  silver, 
the  work  of  John  Girder's  own  hands,  and  the  pride  of  his  heart. 
Besides  these  preparations  against  thirst,  there  was  a  goodly  diet-loaf, 
or  sweet  cake;  so  that,  with  such  auxiliaries,  the  apartment  seemed 
victualled  against  a  siege  of  two  or  three  days. 

It  only  remains  to  say  that  the  Marquis's  valet  was  in  attendance, 
displaying  his  master's  brocaded  night-gown,  and  richly  embroidered 
velvet  cap,  lined  and  faced  with  Brussels  lace,  upon  a  huge  leathern 
easy  chair,  wheeled  round  so  as  to  have  the  fiiU  advantage  of  the 
comfortable  fire  which  we  have  already  mentioned.  We  therefore 
commit  that  eminent  person  to  his  nighf  s  repose,  trusting  he  profited 
by  the  ample  preparations  made  for  his  accommodation — ^preparations 
which  we  have  mentioned  in  detail,  as  illustrative  of  ancient  Scottish 
manners. 

It  is  not  necessary  we  should  be  equally  minute  in  describing  the 
sleeping  apartment  of  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  which  was  that 
usually  occupied  by  the  goodman  and  goodwife  themselves.  It  was 
comfortably  hung  with  a  sort  of  warm-coloured  worsted,  manufac- 
tured in  Scotland,  approaching  in  texture  to  what  is  now  called 
shaloon.  A  staring  picture  of  John  Qirder  himself  ornamented  this 
dormitory,  painted  by  a  starving  Frenchman,  who  had,  God  knows 
how  or  why,  strolled  over  from  Flushing  or  Dunkirk  to  Wolf's-hope 
in  a  smuggling  dogger.  The  features  were,  indeed,  those  of  the 
stubborn,  opinionative,  yet  sensible  artisan,  but  Monsieur  had  con- 
trived to  throw  a  French  grace  into  the  look  and  manner,  so  utterly 
inconsistent  with  the  dogged  gravity  of  the  original,  that  it  was 
impossible  to  look  at  it  without  laughing.  John  and  his  family, 
however,  piqued  themselves  not  a  little  upon  this  picture,  and  were 
proportionably  censured  by  the  neighbourhood,  who  pronounced  that 
the  cooper,  in  sitting  for  the  same,  and  yet  more  in  presuming  to 
hang  it  up  in  his  bedchamber,  had  exceeded  his  privilege  as  the 
richest  man  of  the  village ;  at  once  stept  beyond  the  bounds  of  his 
own  rank,  and  encroached  upon  those  of  the  superior  orders ;  and, 
in  fine,  had  been  guilty  of  a  very  overweening  act  of  vanity  and 
presumption.  Respect  for  the  memory  of  my  deceased  friend,  Mr. 
Richard  Tinto,  has  obliged  me  to  treat  this  matter  at  some  length ; 
but  I  spare  the  reader  his  prolix,  though  curious  observations,  as  well 
upon  the  character  of  the  French  school  as  upon  the  state  of  painting 
in  Scotland  at  the  beginning  of  the  eighteenth  century. 

The  other  preparations  of  the  Master's  sleeping  apartment  were 
similar  to  those  in  the  chamber  of  dais. 

At  the  usual  early  hour  of  that  period,  the  Marquis  of  A and 
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his  kinsman  prepared  to  resume  their  journey.  This  oould  not  be 
done  without  an  ample  breakfut,  in  which  cold  meat  and  hot  meat, 
and  oatmeal  flummery,  wine  and  spirits,  and  milk  varied  by  every 
possible  mode  of  preparation,  evinced  the  same  desire  to  do  honour 
to  their  guests  which  had  been  shown  by  the  hospitable  owners  of 
the  mansion  upon  the  evening  before.  All  the  bustle  of  preparation 
for  departure  now  resounded  through  Wolf's  hope.  There  was  paying 
of  bills  and  shaking  of  hands,  and  saddling  of  horses,  and  harnessing 
of  carriages,  and  distributing  of  drink-money.  The  Marquis  left  a 
broad-piece  for  the  gratification  of  John  Girder's  household,  which 
he,  the  said  John,  was  for  some  time  disposed  to  convert  to  his  own 
use ;  Dingwall  the  writer  assuring  him  he  was  justified  in  so  doing, 
seeing  he  was  the  disburser  of  those  expenses  which  were  the  occa- 
sion of  the  gratification.  But,  notwithstanding  this  legal  authority, 
John  could  not  find  in  his  heart  to  dim  the  splendour  of  his  late 
hospitality  by  pocketing  anything  in  the  nature  of  a  gratuity.  He 
only  assured  his  menials  he  would  consider  them  as  a  damned 
ungrateful  pack  if  they  bought  a  gill  of  brandy  elsewhere  than 
out  of  his  own  stores ;  and  as  the  drink-money  was  likely  to  go  to 
its  legitimate  use,  he  comforted  himself  that,  in  this  manner,  the 
Marquis's  donative  would,  without  any  impeachment  of  credit  and 
character,  come  ultimately  into  his  own  exclusive  possession. 

While  arrangements  were  making  for  departure,  Ravenswood  made 
blithe  the  heart  of  his  ancient  butler,  by  informing  him,  cautiously 
liowever  (for  he  knew  Caleb's  warmth  of  imagination),  of  the  probable 
change  which  was  about  to  take  place  in  his  fortunes.  He  deposited 
with  Balderston,  at  the  same  time,  the  greater  part  of  his  slender 
funds,  with  an  assurance,  which  he  was  obliged  to  reiterate  more 
than  once,  that  he  himself  had  sufficient  supplies  in  certain  prospect. 
He,  therefore,  enjoined  Caleb,  as  he  valued  his  fiivour,  to  desist  from 
all  farther  manoeuvres  against  the  inhabitants  of  Wolf's-hope,  their 
cellars,  poultry-yards,  and  substance  whatsoever.  In  this  prohibi- 
tion the  old  domestic  acquiesced  more  readily  than  his  master 
expected. 

**  It  was  doubtless,"  he  said,  "  a  shame,  a  discredit,  and  a  sin,  to 
harry  the  puir  creatures,  when  the  family  were  in  circumstances  to 
live  honourably  on  their  own  means ;  and  there  might  be  wisdom," 
he  added,  [*  in  giving  them  a  whiles  breathing-time  at  any  rate,  that 
they  might  be  the  more  readily  brought  forward  upon  his  honour's 
future  occasions." 

This  matter  being  settled,  and  liaving  taken  an  affectionate  fietre- 
well  of  his  old  domestic,  the  Master  rejoined  his  noble  relative,  who 
was  now  ready  to  enter  his  carrii^y^e.    The  two  U.\id\fi^<y&^^^  vcJS^ 
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TOOng,  having  Mceivad  in  all  kindly  gnetiiig  a  kiM  from  each  of 
tlMir  noble  gnefU^  itood  limpariog  at  the  door  of  their  hooae,  as  the 
eoach-and-nx,  followed  bf  ita  train  of  Blattering  hotMmeu,  thaudered 
out  of  the  village  John  Oiider  alio  itood  npon  hti  tbrenhold,  now 
looking  at  hU  bononred  right  hand,  which  had  been  to  lately  shaken 
by  a  marqnii  and  a  lord,  end  now  giviog  a  gluiae  into  the  iuterioi 
of  hia  maniion,  which  menifuted  sU  the  Aimztty  of  tka  late  revel,  a« 


if  balancing  tiie  diatinetion  which  he  bad  attuned  with  the  ezpenies 
of  the  eutertainuent 

At  length  he  opened  hia  oraonlar  jawa.  "Let  ararj  man  and 
woman  here  Mt  abont  their  ain  bnaineu,  ae  if  there  waa  nae  eic 
thing  aa  marqnia  or  maater,  dnke  or  drake,  laird  or  lord,  in  thie 
world.  Let  the  hoaae  be  redd  up,  the  broken  meat  eet  by,  and  if 
there  i*  onjthing  totally  nneatable,  let  it  be  gien  to  the  puir  folk ; 
and,  gndemothai  and  wi£^  I  hae  joat  ae  thing  to  enlxeat  ye— that  ye 
wJU  tarer  apeak  to  me  a  ungla  word,  good  or  bad,  anent  a'  thia 
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nonisente  wark,  but  keep  a'  jonr  cracki  about  it  to  younells  and 
your  kimmere,  for  my  head  is  weel-nigh  dung  donnart  wf  it 
already." 

As  John^s  authority  was  tolerably  absolute,  all  departed  to  their 
usual  occupations,  leaving  him  to  build  castles  in  the  air,  if  he  had  a 
mind,  upon  the  court  fftvour  which  he  had  acquired  by  the  ezpendi* 
ture  of  his  worldly  substance. 


CHAPTER    XXVII. 

Why,  now  I  hare  Dame  Fortune  by  the  forelock» 
And  if  she  escapes  my  grasp,  the  fault  is  mine ; 
He  that  hath  buffeted  with  stem  adversity, 
Best  knows  to  shape  his  course  to  favouring  breezes. 

Old  JPla/if. 
OuB  travellers  reached  Edinburgh  without  any  farther  adventure, 
and  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  as  had  been  previously  settled,  took 
up  his  abode  with  his  noble  friend. 

In  the  meantime,  the  political  crisis  which  had  been  expected 
took  place,  and  the  Tory  party  obtained  in  the  Scottish,  as  in  the 
English  councils  of  Queen  Anne  a  short-lived  ascendancy,  of  which 
it  is  not  our  business  to  trace  either  the  cause  or  consequences. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  it  affected  the  different  political  parties,  accord** 
ing  to  the  nature  of  their  principles.  In  England,  many  of  the  High 
Church  party,  with  Harley,  afterwards  Earl  of  Oxford,  at  their  head, 
affected  to  separate  their  principles  from  those  of  the  Jacobites,  and, 
on  that  account,  obtained  the  denomination  of  whimsicals.  The 
Scottish  High  Church  party,  on  the  contrary,  or,  as  they  termed 
themselves,  the  Cavaliers,  were  more  consistent,  if  not  so  prudent,  in 
their  politics,  and  viewed  all  the  changes  now  m%de  as  preparatory 
to  calling  to  the  throne,  upon  the  Queen's  demise,  her  brother,  the 
Chevalier  de  St  Qeorge.  Those  who  had  suffered  in  his  service  now 
entertained  the  most  luireasonable  hopes,  not  only  of  indemnification, 
but  of  vengeance  upon  their  political  adversaries;  while  families 
attached  to  the  Whig  interest  saw  nothing  before  them  but  a  renewal 
of  the  hardships  they  had  undergone  during  the  reigns  of  Oharlai 
the  Second  and  his  brother,  and  a  retaliation  of  the  coniisoation 
which  had  been  infyicted  upon  the  Jacobites  during  that  of  King 
William. 

But  the  most  alanned  at  the  change  of  system  was  that  prudential 
set  of  persons,  some  of  whom  are  found  in  all  governments,  but  who 
abound  in  a  proviAdal  administzation  lika  thaib  o£  ^KA^CkaaoL^  ^soaoau^ 
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the:  period,  and  who  are  what  Cromwell  called  waiters  upon  Provi- 
dence, or,  in  other  words,  umform  adherents  to  the  party  who  are 
uppermost.  Many  of  these  hastened  to  read  their  recantation  to  the 
Marquis  of  A — r- ;  and,  as  it  was  easily  seen  that  he  took  a  deep 
interest  in  the  a£Eairs  of  his  kinsman,  the  Master  of  Bavenswood, 
they  were  the  first  to  suggest  measures  for  retrieving  at  least  a  part 
of  his  property,  and  for  restoring  him  in  blood  against  his  father's 
attainder.    / 

Old  Lord  Tumtippet  professed  to  be  one  of  the  most  anxious  for 
the  success  of  these  measures ;  for  **  it  grieved  him  to  the  very  saul," 
he  said,  ''to  see  so  brave  a  young  gentleman,  of  sic  auld  and 
undoubted  nobility,  and,  what  was  mair  than  a'  that,  a  bluid  relation 

of  the  Marquis  of  A ^  the  man  whom,"  he  swore,  "  he  honoured 

most  upon  the  face  of  the  yearth,  brought  to  so  severe  a  pass.  For 
his  ain  puir  peculiar,"  as  he  said,  ''and  to  contribute  something  to 
the  rehabilitation  of  sae  auld  ane  house,"  the  said  Turntippet  sent  in 
three  family  pietures  lacking  the  frames,  and  six  high-backed  chairs, 
with  worked  Turkey  cushions,  having  the  crest  of  Bavenswood 
broidered  thereon,  without  charging  a  penny  either  of  the  principal 
or  interest  they  had  cost  him,  when  he  bought  them,  sixteen  years 
before,  at  a  roup  of  the  fomiture  of  Lord  Bavenswood's  lodgings  in 
the  Canongate. 

Much  more  to  Lord  Tumtippef  s  dismay  than  to  his  surprise, 
although  he  affected  to  feel  more  of  the  latter  than  the  former,  the 
Marquis  received  his  gift  very  drily,  and  observed  that  his  lordship's 
restitution,  if  he  expected  it  to  be  received  by  the  Master  of  Bavens- 
wood and  his  friends,  must  comprehend  a  pretty  large  farm,  which, 
having  been  mortgaged  to  Tumtippet  for  a  very  inadequate  sum,  he 
had  contrived,  during  the  confusion  of  the  family  affairs,  and  by 
means  well  understood  by  the  lawyers  of  that  period,  to  acquire  to 
himself  in  absolute  property. 

The  old  time-serving  lord  winced  excessively  under  this  requisi- 
tion, protesting  to  Gk>d  that  he  saw  no  occasion  the  lad  could  have 
for  the  instant  possession  of  the  land,  seeing  he  would  doubtless  now 
recover  the  bulk  of  his  estate  from  Sir  William  Ashton,  to  which  he 
was  ready  to  contribute  by  every  means  in  his  power,  as  was  just 
and  reasonable ;  and  finally  declaring,  that  he  was  willing  to  settle 
the  land  on  the  young  gentieman,  after  his  own  natural  demise. 

But  all  these  excuses  availed  nothing,  and  he  was  compelled  to 

disgorge  the  property,  on  receiving  back  the  sum  for  which  it  had 

been  mortgaged.    Having  no  other  means  of  making  peace  with  the 

higher  powers,  he  returned  home  sorrowful  and  malecontent,  com- 

pJaudng  to  hu  confidants  "that  every  mutation  or  change  in  the 
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state  had  hitherto  been  productive  of  some  sma'  advantage  to  him  in 
his  ain  quiet  affairs;  but  that  the  present  had  (pize  upon  it  i)  cost 
him  one  of  the  best  pen-feathers  o'  his  wing." 

Similar  measures  were  threatened  against  others  who  had  profited 
by  the  wreck  of  the  fortune  of  Ravenswood ;  and  Sir  William  Asbton, 
in  particular,  was  menaced  with  an  appeal  to  the  House  of  Peers 
against  the  judicial  sentences  under  which  he  held  the  Castle  and 
Barony  of  Bavenswood.  With  him,  however,  the  Master,  as  well  for 
Lucy's  sake  as  on  account  of  the  hospitality  he  had  received  from 
him,  felt  himself  under  the  necessity  of  proceeding  with  great  candour. 
He  wrote  to  the  late  Lord  Keeper — ^for  he  no  longer  held  that  office- 
stating  frankly  the  engagement  which  existed  between  him  and  Miss 
Ashton,  requesting  his  permission  for  their  union,  and  assuring  him 
of  his  willingness  to  put  the  settlement. of  all  matters  between  them 
upon  such  a  footing  as  Sir  William  himself  should  think  favourable. 

The  same  messenger  was  charged  with  a  letter  to  Lady  Ashton, 
deprecating  any  cause  of  displeasure  which  the  Master  might  unin- 
tentionally have  given  her,  enlarging  upon  his  attachment  to  Miss 
Ashton,  and  the  length  to  which  it  had  proceeded,  and  conjuring  the 
lady,  as  a  Douglas  in  nature  as  well  as  in  name,  generously  to  forget 
ancient  prejudices  and  misunderstandings;  and  to  believe  that  the 
fEunily  had  acquired  a  fdend,  and  she  herself  a  respectful  and  attached 
humble  servant,  in  him  who  subscribed  himself  Edgar,  Master  of 
Bavenswood. 

A  third  letter  Bavenswood  addressed  to  Lucy,  and  the  messenger 
was  instructed  to  find  some  secret  and  secure  means  of  delivering  it 
into  her  own  hands.  It  contained  the  strongest  protestations  of  con- 
tinued affection,  and  dwelt  upon  the  approaching  change  of  the 
writer's  fortunes,  as  chiefiy  valuable  by  tending  to  remove  the 
impediments  to  their  union.  He  related  the  steps  he  had  taken  to 
overcome  the  prejudices  of  her  parents,  and  especially  of  her  mother, 
and  expressed  his  hopes  they  might  prove  effectuaL  If  not,  he  still 
trusted  that  his  absence  from  Scotland  upon  an  important  and 
honourable  mission  might  give  time  for  prejudices  to  die  away;  while 
he  hoped  and  trusted  Miss  Ashton's  constancy,  on  which  he  had  the 
most  implicit  reliance,  would  baffle  any  effort  that  might  be  used  to 
divert  her  attachment.  Much  more  there  was,  which,  however 
interesting  to  the  lovers  themselves,  would  afford  the  reader  neither 
interest  nor  information.  To  each  of  these  three  letters  the  Master 
of  Bavenswood  received  an  answer,  but  by  different  means  of  con- 
veyance, and  certainly  couched  in  very  different  styles. 

Lady  Ashton  answered  his  letter  by  his  own  messenger,  who  was 
not  allowed  to  remain  at  Bavenswood  a  moment  longer  I^isjil  «]l;i&  ^^^s^ 
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engaged  in  penning  these  linei.    *^  Fot  the  hand  of  Mr.  Bavenswood 
of  Wolf  "b  Creg— These : 

*'S^^  uNorowN, 

"  I  have  received  a  letter,  signed  Edgar,  Master  of  Bavenswood, 
concerning  the  writer  whereof  I  am  uncertain,  seeing  that  the 
honours  of  snch  a  fftmily  were  forfeited  for  high  treason  in  the 
person  of  Allan,  late  Lord  Bavenswood.  Sir,  if  you  shall  happen  to 
be  the  person  so  subscribing  yourself,  you  will  please  to  know  that 
I  claim  the  full  interest  of  a  parent  in  Miss  Lucy  Ashton,  which 
I  have  disposed  of  irrevocably  in  behalf  of  a  worthy  person.  And, 
sir,  were  this  otherwise,  I  would  not  listen  to  a  proposal  from  you, 
or  any  of  your  house,  seeing  their  hand  has  been  uniformly  held  up 
against  the  freedom  of  the  subject  and  the  immunities  of  God's  kirk. 
Sir,  it  is  not  a  flightering  blink  of  prosperity  which  can  change  my 
constant  opinion  in  this  regard,  seeing  it  has  been  my  lot  before  now, 
like  holy  David,  to  see  the  wicked  great  in  power,  and  flourishing 
Uke  a  green  bay  tree;  nevertheless,  I  passed,  and  they  were  not,  and 
the  place  thereof  knew  them  no  more.  Wishing  you  to  lay  these 
^ings  to  your  heart  for  your  own  sake,  so  feur  as  they  may  concern 
you,  I  pray  you  to  take  no  f&rther  notice  of  her,  who  desires  to 
rttnain  your  unknown  servant, 

'<  Margaret  Douglas, 

"  otherwise  Ashtoit." 

About  two  days  after  he  had  received  this  very  unsatisfactory 
epistle,  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  while  walking  up  the  High 
Street  of  Edinburgh,  was  jostled  by  a  person  in  whom,  as  the  man 
pulled  off  his  hat  to  make  an  apology,  he  recognised  Lockhard,  the 
confidential  domestic  of  Sir  William  Ashton.  The  man  bowed,  slipt 
a  letter  into  his  hand,  and  disappeared.  The  packet  contained  four 
oloee-written  folios,  from  which,  however,  as  is  sometimes  incident  to 
the  compositions  of  great  lawyers,  little  could  be  extracted,  excepting 
that  the  writer  felt  himself  in  a  very  puzzling  predicament 

Sir  William  spoke  at  length  of  his  high  value  and  regard  for  his 
dear  young  friend,  the  Master  of  Bavenswood,  and  of  his  very 
extreme  high  value  and  regard  for  the  Marquis  of  A—,  his  very 
dear  old  Mend;  he  trusted  that  any  measures  that  they  might  adopt,  in 
which  he  was  concerned,  would  be  carried  on  with  due  regard  to  the 
sanctity  of  decreets,  and  judgments  obtained  inforo  corUentio9o;  pro- 
testing, before  men  and  angels,  that  if  the  law  of  Scotland,  as  declared 
in  her  suprssne  ooiurts,  were  to  undergo  a  reversal  in  the  English 
Houf  ot  Lords^  the  evils  which  would  thence  arise  to  the  public 
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would  inflict  a  greater  woond  upon  liis  heart  than  an^r  Iom  he  might 
himself  sustain  by  such  irreg^ar  proceedings.  He  flourished  much 
on  generosity  and  forgiyenese  of  mutual  injuiieSy  and  hinted  at  the 
mutability  of  human  affairi,  always  favourite  topics  with  the  weaker 
party  in  politics.  He  pathetically  lamented,  and  gently  censured, 
the  haste  which  had  been  used  in  depriving  him  of  his  situation  of 
Lord  Keeper,  which  his  experience  had  enabled  him  to  All  with  some 
advantage  to  the  public,  without  so  much  as  giving  him  an  oppor- 
tunity of  explaining  how  far  his  own  views  of  general  politics  might 
essentially  differ  from  those  now  in  power.    He  was  convinced  the 

Marquis  of  A had  as  sincere  intentions  toward  the  public  as 

himself  or  any  man ;  and  i^  upon  a  conference,  they  could  have 
agreed  upon  the  measures  by  which  it  was  to  be  pursued,  his 
experience  and  his  interest  should  have  gone  to  support  the  present 
administration.  Upon  the  engagement  betwixt  Bavenswood  and  his 
daughter,  he  spoke  in  a  dry  and  confused  manner.  He  regretted  so 
premature  a  step  as  the  engagement  of  the  young  people  should 
have  been  taken,  and  conjured  the  Master  to  remember  he  had  never 
given  any  encouragement  thereunto ;  and  observed  that,  as  a  trans- 
action  inter  mmoreSf  and  without  concurrence  of  his  daughter's 
natural  curators,  the  engagement  was  inept,  and  void  in  law.  This 
precipitate  measure,  he  added,  had  produced  a  very  bad  effect  upon 
Lady  Ashton's  mind,  which  it  was  impossible  at  present  to  remove. 
Her  son,  Colonel  Douglas  Ashton,  had  embraced  her  pr^udices  in 
the  fullest  extent,  and  it  was  impossible  for  Sir  William  to  adopt  a 
course  disagreeable  to  them  without  a  fatal  and  irreconcilable  breach 
in  his  family — ^which  was  not  at'present  to  be  thought  of.  Time,  the 
great  physician,  he  hoped,  would  mend  all. 

In  a  postscript.  Sir  William  said  something  more  expUoitly,  which 
seemed  to  intimate,  that  rather  than  the  law  of  Scotland  should 
sustain  a  severe  wound  through  his  sides,  by  a  reversal  of  the  judg- 
ment of  her  supreme  courts,  in  the  case  of  the  Barony  of  Bavenswood, 
through  the  intervention  of  what,  with  all  submission,  he  must  term 
a  foreign  <;ourt  of  appeal,  he  himself  would  extra-judicially  consent 
to  considerable  sacrifices. 

From  Lucy  Ashton,  by  some  unknown  conveyance,  the  Master 
received  the  following  lines :— "  I  received  yours,  but  it  was  at  the 
utmost  risk :  do  not  attempt  to  write  again  till  better  times.  I  am 
sore  beset,  but  I  will  be  true  to  my  word  while  the  exercise  of  mj 
reason  is  vouchsafed  to  me.  That  you  are  happy  and  prosperous  Ja 
some  consolation,  and  my  situation  requires  it  aU.''  The  note  w«a 
signed  L.  A. 

This  letter  filled  Bavenswood  with  the  most  lively  elum. 
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made  many  attempta,  notwithstanding  her  prohibition,  to  convey 
letters  to  Miss  Ashton,  and  even  to  obtain  an  interview;  but  his 
plans  were  frustrated,  and  he  had  only  the  mortification  to  learn 
that  anxious  and  effectual  precautions  had  been  taken  to  prevent 
the  possibility  of  their  correspondence.  The  Master  was  the  more 
distressed  by  these  circumstances,  as  it  became  impossible  to  delay 
his  departure  from  Scotland  upon  the  important  mission  which  had 
been  confided  to  him.    Before  his  departure,  he  put  Sir  William 

Ashton's  letter  into  the  hands  of  tilie  Marquis  of  A ,  who  observed 

with  a  smile  that  Sir  William's  day  of  grace  was  past,  and  that  he 
had  now  to  learn  which  side  of  the  hedge  the  sun  had  got  to.  It 
was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  that  Eavenswood  extorted  from  the 
Marquis  a  promise  that  he  would  compromise  the  proceedings  in 
Parliament,  providing  Sir  William  should  be  disposed  to  acquiesce 
in  a  union  between  him  and  Lucy  Ashton. 

**  I  would  hardly,"  said  the  Marquis,  **  consent  to  your  throwing 
away  your  birth-right  in  this  manner,  were  I  not  perfectly  confident 
that  Lady.  Ashton,  or  Lady  Douglas,  or  whatever  she  calls  herself^ 
will,  as  Scotchmen  say,  keep  her  threep ;  and  that  her  husband  dares 
not  contradict  her.** 

**  But  yet,**  said  the  Master, ''  I  trust  your  lordship  will  consider 
my  engagement  as  sacred  1** 

^  Believe  my  word  of  honour/'  said  the  Marquis,  *'  I  would  be  a 
friend  even  to  your  follies ;  and  having  thus  told  you  my  opinion, 
I  will  endeavour,  as  occasion  offers,  to  serve  you  according  to  your 
own." 

The  Master  of  Bavenswood  could  but  thank  his  generous  kinsman 
and  patron,  and  leave  him  full  power  to  act  in  all  his  affairs.  He 
departed  from  Scotland  upon  his  mission,  which,  it  was  supposed, 
might  detain  him  upon  the  Continent  for  some  months. 


CHAPTEE    XXVIII. 

Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  wooed  f 

Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  f 

X  'U  have  her. 

Richard  ike  Third. 

TwBLYB  months  had  passed  away  since  the  Master  of  Ravenswood'a 

departure  for  the  Oontinent,  and,  although  his  return  to  Scotland  had 

been  expected  in  a  much  shorter  space,  yet  the  affairs  of  his  mission, 

OT,  according  to  a  prevailing  report,  others  of  a  nature  personal  to 

himself,  still  detained  him  abroad.     In  the  meantime,  the  altered 

BtMte  of  Aifiutn  in  Sir  WiUiam  AahtQn's  family  may  be  gpathered  from 
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the  following  conyenation  which  took  place  betwixt  Bucklaw  and 
his  confidential  bottle  companion  and  dependant,  the  noted  Captain 
Craigengelt. 

They  were  seated  on  either  side  of  the  huge  sepulchral-looking 
freestone  chimney  in  the  low  hall  at  Gimington«  A  wood  fire  blazed 
merrily  in  the  grate ;  a  round  oaken-table,  placed  between  them,  sup- 
ported a  stoup  of  excellent  claret,  two  rummer  glasses,  and  other  good 
cheer;  and  yet,  with  all  these  appliances  and  means  to  boot,  the 
countenance  of  the  patron  was  dubious,  doubtful,  anil  unsatisfied, 
while  the  invention  of  his  dependant  was  taxed  to  the  utmost  to 
parry  what  he  most  dreaded,  a  fit,  as  he  called  it,  of  the  sullens,  on 
the  part  of  his  protector.  After  a  long  pause,  only  interrupted  by 
the  devil's  tattoo,  which  Bucklaw  kept  beating  against  the  hearth 
with  the  toe  of  his  boot,  Craigengelt  at  last  ventured  to  break  silence. 
'*  May  I  be  double  distanced,"  said  he,  "  if  ever  I  saw  a  man  in  my 
life  have  less  the  air  of  a  bridegroom !  Cut  me  out  of  feather,  if  you 
have  not  more  the  look  of  a  man  condemned  to  be  hanged  I'' 

^  My  kind  thanks  for  the  compliment,"  replied  Bucklaw ;  **  but  I 
suppose  you  think  upon  the  predicament  in  which  you  yourself  are 
most  likely  to  be  placed ;  and  pray,  Captain  Craigengelt^  if  it  please 
your  worship,  why  should  I  look  merry  when  I  'm  sad,  and  devilish 
sad  tool" 

^'And  that's  what  vexes  me,"  said  Craigengelt.  ''Here  is  this 
match,  the  best  in  the  whole  country,  and  which  you  were  so  anxious 
about,  is  on  the  point  of  being  concluded,  and  you  are  as  sulky  as  a 
bear  that  has  lost  its  whelps." 

'^  I  do  not  know,"  answered  the  laird  doggedly,  ^*  whether  I  should 
conclude  it  or  not,  if  it  was  not  that  I  am  too  far  forwards  to  leap  back." 

''  Leap  back ! "  exclaimed  Craigengelt,  with  a  well-assumed  air  of 
astonishment,  "  that  would  be  playing  the  back-game  with  a  witness  1 
Leap  back !    Why,  is  not  tiie  girl's  fortune " 

"  The  young  lady's,  if  you  please,"  said  Hayston,  interrupting  him. 

**  Well,  well,  no  disrespect  meant.  Will  Miss  Ashton's  tocher  not 
weigh  against  any  in  Lothian  ?" 

*'  Granted,"  answered  Bucklaw ;  **  but  I  care  not  a  penny  for  her 
tocher — I  have  enough  of  my  own." 

*'  And  the  mother,  that  loves  you  like  her  own  child  ?" 

"  Better  than  some  of  her  children,  I  believe,"  said  Bucklaw,  **  or 
there  would  be  little  love  wared  on  the  matter." 

**  And  Colonel  Sholto  Douglas  Ashton,  who  desires  the  marriage 
above  all  earthly  things  1" 

"  Because,"  said  Bucklaw,  "he  expects  to  carry  the  county  of 

through  my  interest." 
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**  And  the  father,  who  is  as  keen  to  see  the  match  concluded  as 
ews  I  have  been  to  win  a  main  'i^ 

''Ay/'  said  Bncklaw,  in  the  same  disparaging  manner,  ''it  lies 
with  Sir  William's  policy  to  secure  the  next  best  match,  since  he 
cannot  barter  his  child  to  save  the  great  Ravenswood  estate,  which 
the  English  House  of  Lords  are  about  to  wrench  out  of  his  clutches.'' 

"What  say  you  to  the  young  ]ady  herself?"  said  Craigengelt ;  *'  the 
finest  young  woman  in  all  Scotland,  one  that  you  used  to  be  so  fond 
of  when  she  was  cross ;  and  now  she  consents  to  have  you,  and  gives 
up  her  engagement  with  Bavenswood,  you  are  for  jibbing— -I  must 
say,  the  devil's  in  ye,  when  ye  neither  know  what  you  would  have 
nor  what  you  would  want" 

''  I  'U  tell  you  my  meaning  in  a  word,"  answered  Bucklaw,  getting 
up  and  walking  through  the  room ;  *'  I  want  to  know  what  the  devil 
is  the  cause  of  Miss  Ashton's  changing  her  mind  so  suddenly !" 

'^And  what  need  you  care,"  said  Craigengelt,  "since  the  change  is 
in  your  favour  1" 

^I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,"  returned  his  patron,  '*I  never  knew 
much  of  that  sort  of  fine  ladies,  and  I  believe  they  may  be  as 
capricious  as  the  devil;  but  there  is  something  in  Miss  Ashton's 
change  a  devilish  deal  too  sudden  and  too  serious  for  a  mere  flisk  of 
her  own.  I  '11  be  bound  Lady  Ashton  understands  every  machine  for 
breaking  in  the  human  mind,  and  there  are  as  many  as  there  are 
cannon-bits,  martingales,  and  oavessons  for  young  colts." 

"And  if  that  were  not  the  case,"  said  Craigengelt,  ''how  the  devil 
should  we  ever  get  them  into  training  at  all  ?" 

'^And  that's  true,  too,"  said  Bucklaw,  suspending  his  march 
through  the  dining-room,  and  leaning  upon  the  back  of  a  chair. 
"And  besides,  here's  Bavenswood  in  the  way  still;  do  you  think 
he  '11  give  up  Lucy's  engagement?" 

"  To  be  sure  he  will,"  answered  Craigengelt ;  "  what  good  can  it  do 
him  to  refuse,  since  he  wishes  to  marry  another  woman,  and  she 
another  man  ?" 

"  And  you  believe  seriously,"  said  Bucklaw,  '*  that  he  is  going  to 
marry  the  foreign  lady  we  heard  of?" 

"  You  heard  yourseli^ "  answered  Craigengelt,  "  what  Captain 
Westenho  said  about  it,  and  the  great  preparation  made  for  their 
blithesome  bridal." 

"  Captain  Westenho,"  replied  Bucklaw,  "  has  rather  too  much  of 

your  own  cast  about  him,  Craigie,  to  make  what  Sir  William  would 

call  a  '  famous  witness.'    He  drinks  deep,  plays  deep,  swears  deep, 

and  I  suspect  can  lie  and  eheat  a  little  into  the  bfldrgain.    Useful 

qtuditiea,  Craigie,  if  kept  in  their  proper  sphere,  but  which  have  a 
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little  too  mneh  of  the  fireebooter  to  make  a  fignie  in  a  court  of 
evidence.'' 

''  Well,  then,*  said  Oraigengelt^ ''  will  you  believe  Colonel  Douglai 
Ashton,  who  heard  the  Marquis  of  A^— -  say  in  a  public  circle,  but 
not  aware  that  he  was  within  ear-shot,  that  his  kinsman  had  made 
a  better  arrangement  for  himself  than  to  give  his  iiather's  land  for 
the  pale*cheeked  daughter  of  a  brokeundown  fuiatic,  and  that 
Bucklaw  was  welcome  to  the  wearing  of  Bavenswood's  shaughled 
shoes." 

*'Did  he  say  so,  by  Heavens  l*'  cried  Bucklaw,  breaking  out  into 
one  of  those  ineontrollable  fits  of  passion  to  which  he  was  con- 
stitutionally subject — ''  if  I  had  heard  him,  I  would  have  torn  the 
tongue  out  of  his  throat  before  all  his  pets  and  minions,  and 
Highland  bullies  into  the  bargain.  Why  did  not  Ashton  run  him 
through  the  body  ? " 

''  Capote  me  if  I  know,''  said  the  Captain.  ''  He  deserved  it  sure 
enough ;  but  he  is  an  old  man,  and  a  minister  of  state,  and  there 
would  be  more  risk  than  credit  in  meddling  with  him.  You  had 
more  need  to  think  of  making  up  to  Miss  Lucy  Ashton  the  disgrace 
that 's  like  to  fall  upon  her,  than  of  interfering  with  a  man  too  old  to 
fight,  and  on  too  high  a  stool  for  your  hand  to  reach  him.^ 

'*It  shall  reach  him,  though,  one  day,''  said  Bucklaw,  ''and  his 
kinsman  Eavenswood  to  boot.  In  the  meantime,  I  '11  take  care  Miss 
Ashton  receives  no  discredit  for  the  slight  they  have  put  upon  her. 
It 's  an  awkward  job,  however,  and  I  wish  it  were  ended ;  I  scarce 
know  how  to  talk  to  her — but  fill  a  bumper,  Craigie,  and  we  '11  drink 
her  health.  It  grows  late,  and  a  night-cowl  of  good  claret  is  worth 
all  the  considering-caps  in  Europe." 


CHAPTEE     XXIX. 

It  was  the  copy  of  our  conference. 
In  bed  she  slept  not,  for  my  urging  it ; 
At  board  she  fed  not,  for  my  urging  it ; 
Alone,  it  was  the  subject  of  my  theme ; 
In  company  I  often  glanced  at  it. 

Oonudy  of  Brran, 

Thb  next  morning  saw  Bucklaw  and  his  faithful  Achates,  Oraigen* 
gelt,  at  Eavenswood  Castle.  They  were  most  oourteously  received 
by  the  knight  and  his  lady,  as  well  as  by  their  son  and  heir,  Colonel 
Ashton.  After  a  good  deal  of  stammering  and  blushing — ^for  Bucklaw, 
notwithstanding  his  audacity  in  other  matters,  had  air  the  sheepish 
bashfulness  common  to  thoise  who  have  lived  \\t.t.\&  \u  "KMs^^^efi^a^^ 
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society — ^he  contrived  at  length  to  explain  his  wish  to  be  admitted  to 
a  conference  with  Miss  Ashton  npon  the  subject  of  their  approaching 
union.  Sir  William  and  his  son  looked  at  Lady  Ashton,  who  replied 
with  the  greatest  composure,  'Hhat  Lucy  would  wait  upon  Mr. 
Hayston  directly.  I  hope,**  she  added  with  a  smile,  *'  that  as  Lucy 
Ib  very  young,  and  has  been  lately  trepanned  into  an  engagement,  of 
which  she  is  now  heartily  ashamed,  our  dear  Bucklaw  will  excuse 
her  wish  that  I  should  be  present  at  their  interview  1" 

"  Li  truth,  my  dear  lady,"  said  Bucklaw, "  it  is  the  very  thing  that 
I  would  have  desired  on  my  own  account ;  for  I  have  been  so  little 
accustomed  to  what  is  called  gallantry,  that  I  shall  certainly  fall  into 
some  cursed  mistake  unless  I  have  the  advantage  of  your  ladyship  as 
an  interpreter/' 

It  was  thus  that  Bucklaw,  in  tilie  perturbation  of  his  embarrass- 
ment upon  this  critical  occasion,  forgot  the  just  apprehensions  he 
had  entertained  of  Lady  Ashton's  overbearing  ascendancy  over  her 
daughter's  mind,  and  lost  an  opportunity  of  ascertaining,  by  his  own 
investigation,  the  real  state  of  Lucy's  feelings. 

The  other  gentlemen  left  the  room,  and  in  a  short  time  Lady 
Ashton,  followed  by  her  daughter,  entered  the  apartment  She 
appeared,  as  he  had  seen  her  on  former  occasions,  rather  composed 
than  agitated ;  but  a  nicer  judge  than  he  could  scarce  have  deter- 
mined whether  her  calmness  was  that  of  despair  or  of  indifference. 
Bucklaw  was  too  much  agitated  by  his  own  feelings  minutely  to 
scrutinise  those  of  the  lady.  He  stammered  out  an  unconnected 
address,  confounding  together  the  two  or  three  topics  to  which  it 
related,  and  stopt  short  before  he  brought  it  to  any  regular  conclusion. 
Miss  Ashton  listened,  or  looked  as  if  she  listened,  but  returned  not  a 
single  word  in  answer,  continuing  to  hx  her  eyes  on  a  small  piece  of 
embroidery,  on  which,  as  if  by  instinct  or  habit,  her  fingers  were 
busily  employed.  Lady  Ashton  sat  at  some  distance,  almost  screened 
from  notice  by  the  deep  embrasure  of  the  window  in  which  she  had 
placed  her  chair.  From  this  she  whispered,  in  a  tone  of  voice  which, 
though  soft  and  sweet,  had  something  in  it  of  admonition,  if  not 
command — "  Lucy,  my  dear,  remember — ^have  you  heard  what 
Bucklaw  has  been  saying  V 

The  idea  of  her  mother's  presence  seemed  to  have  slipped  from 
the  unhappy  girl's  recollection.  She  started,  dropped  her  needle, 
and  repeated  hastily,  and  almost  in  the  same  breath,  the  contra- 
dictory answers,  "  Yes,  madam — no,  my  lady — I  beg  pardon,  I  did 
not  hear." 

'*  You  need  not  blush,  my  love,  and  still  less  need  you  look  so  pale 
and  lightened/'  eaid  Lady  Ashton,  coming  forward ;  '*  we  know  that 
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maiden's  ears  must  be  slow  in  receiving  a  gentleman's  language ;  but 
you  must  remember  Mr.  Hayston  speaks  on  a  subject  on  which  you 
have  long  since  agreed  to  give  him  a  favourable  hearing.  You  know 
how  much  your  father  and  I  have  our  hearts  set  upon  an  event  so 
extremely  desirable.** 

In  Lady  Ashton's  voice  a  tone  of  impressive,  and  even  stem, 
innuendo  was  sedulously  and  skilfully  concealed,  under  an  appear: 
ance  of  the  most  affectionate  maternal  tenderness.  The  manner  was 
for  Bucklaw,  who  was  easily  enough  imposed  upon ;  the  matter  of  the 
exhortation  was  for  the  terrified  Lucy,  who  well  knew  how  to  interpret 
her  mother's  hints,  however  skilfully  their  real  purport  might  be 
veiled  from  general  observation. 

Miss  Ashton  sat  upright  in  her  chair,  cast  round  her  a  glance,  in' 
which  fear  was  mingled  with  a  still  wilder  expression,  but  remained, 
perfectly  silent.  Bucklaw,  who  had  in  the  meantime  paced  the  room 
to  and  fro  until  he  had  recovered  his  composure,  now  stopped  within 
two  or  three  yards  of  her  chair,  and  broke  out  as  follows : — "  I  believe 
I  have  been  a  d— d  fool.  Miss  Ashton ;  I  have  tried  to  speak  to  you 
as  people  tell  me  young  ladies  like  to  be  talked  to,  and  I  don't  think 
you  comprehend  what  I  have  been  saying ;  and  no  wonder,  for  d — ^n 
me  if  I  understand  it  myself !  But,  however,  once  for  al],  and  in 
broad  Scotch,  your  father  and  mother  like  what  is  proposed,  and  if 
you  can  take  a  plain  young  fellow  for  your  husband,  who  will  never 
cross  you  in  anything  you  have  a  mind  to,  I  will  place  you  at  the 
head  of  the  best  establishment  in  the  three  Lothians ;  you  shall  have 
Lady  Qimington's  lodging  in  the  Canongate  of  Edinburgh,  go  where 
you  please,  do  what  you  please,  and  see  what  you  please,  and  that 's 
fair.  Only  I  must  have  a  corner  at  the  board-end  for  a  worthless  old 
playfellow  of  mine,  whose  company  I  would  rather  want  than  have, 
if  it  were  not  that  the  d — d  fellow  has  persuaded  me  that  I  can't  do 
without  him;  and  so  I  hope  you  won't  except  against  Craigie,  although 
it  might  be  easy  to  find  much  better  company." 

"  Now,  out  upon  you,  Bucklaw,"  said  Lady  Ashton,  again  inter- 
posing— ''how  can  you  think  Lucy  can  have  any  objection  to  that 
blunt,  honest,  good-natured  creature,  Captain  Craigengelt  V 

"Why,  madam,"  replied  Bucklaw,  "as  to  Craigie's  sincerity, 
honesty,  and  good-nature,  they  are,  I  believe,  pretty  much  upon  a 
par — but  that 's  neither  here  nor  there — the  fellow  knows  my  ways, 
and  has  got  useful  to  me,  and  I  cannot  well  do  without  him,  as  I 
said  before.  But  all  this  is  nothing  to  the  purpose ;  for,  since  I  have 
mustered  up  courage  to  make  a  plain  proposal,  I  would  fain  hear 
Miss  Ashton,  from  her  own  lips,  give  me  a  plain  answer." 

''My  dear  Bucklaw,"  said  Lady  Ashton,  "let  me  a^^x&  If^^s^'^ 
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bathftilneas.  I  tdl  yoUy  in  her  presence,  that  she  has  already  con- 
■ented  to  be  guided  by  her  fiftther  and  me  in  this  matter.  Lucy,  my 
love/'  she  added,  with  that  singular  combination  of  suavity  of  tone 
and  pointed  energy  which  we  have  already  noticed — *'Lucy,  my 
dearest  love !  speak  for  yourself^  is  it  not  as  I  say?'' 

Her  victim  answered  in  a  tremulous  and  hollow  voice — "  I  have 
promised  to  obey  you — ^but  upon  one  condition.'' 

''She  means,**  said  Lady  Ash  ton,  turning  to  Bucklaw,  ''she 
expects  an  answer  to  the  demand  which  she  has  made  upon  the  man 
at  Vienna,  or  Ratisbou,  or  Paris— or  where  is  he — ^for  restitution  of 
the  engagement  in  which  he  had  the  art  to  involve  her.  .You  will 
not,  I  am  sure,  my  dear  friend,  think  it  is  wrong  that  she  should  feel 
much  delicacy  upon  this  head ;  indeed,  it  concerns  us  alL" 

"  Perfectly  right— quite  fiEdr,"  said  Bucklaw,  half  humming,  half 
speaking,  the  end  of  the  old  song— 

**  It  is  best  to  be  off  wi'  the  old  love 
Before  you  be  on  wi'  the  new." 
"  But  I  thought,"  said  he,  pausing,  '*  you  might  have  had  an  answer 
six  times  told  from  Eavenswood.     D — u  me  if  I  have  not  a  mind  to 
go  and  fetch  one  myself,  if  Miss  Ashton  will  honour  me  with  the 
commission." 

''By  no  means,"  said  Lady  Ashton,  "we  have  had  the  utmost 
difficulty  in  preventing  Douglas  (for  whom  it  would  be  more  proper) 
from  taking  so  rash  a  step ;  and  do  you  think  we  could  permit  you, 
my  good  friend,  almost  equally  dear  to  us,  to  go  to  a  desperate  man 
upon  an  errand  so  desperate  ?  In  iMt^  all  the  firiends  of  the  family 
are  of  opinion,  and  my  dear  Lucy  herself  ought  so  to  think,  that,  as 
this  unworthy  person  has  returned  no  answer  to  her  letter,  silence 
must  on  this,  as  in  other  cases,  be  held  to  give  consent,  and  a  con- 
tract must  be  supposed  to  be  given  up,  when  the  party  waives 
insisting  upon  it  Sir  William,  who  should  know  best,  is  clear  upon 
this  subject ;  and  therefore,  my  dear  Lucy " 

"  Madam,"  said  Lucy,  with  unwonted  energy, ''  urge  me  no  farther 
*-if  this  unhappy  engagement  be  restored,  I  have  already  said  you 
shall  dispose  of  me  as  you  will-*-till  then  I  should  commit  a  heavy  sin 
in  the  sight  of  God  and  man  in  doing  what  you  require." 

'*  But,  my  love,  if  this  man  remains  obstinately  silent " 

**  He  will  not  be  silent,"  answered  Lucy ;  "  it  is  six  weeks  since  I 
sent  him  a  double  of  my  former  letter  by  a  sure  hand." 

"  You  have  not — ^you  could  not— you  durst  not,"  said  Lady  Ashton, 
with  violence  inconsistent  with  the  tone  she  intended  to  assume; 
but  instantly  correcting  herself  "  My  dearest  Lucy,"  said  she,  in  her 
Bweetest  tone  of  expostulation,  **  how  could  you  think  of  such  a  thing  V* 
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*'No  matter,''  said  Bucklaw;  ''I  respect  Miss  Ashton  for  her 
sentiments,  and  I  only  wish  I  had  been  her  messenger  mysell" 

''And  pray  how  long,  Miss  Ashton,"  said  her  mother  ironicany, 
'*  are  we  to  wait  the  return  of  your  Paoolet — ^your  fairy  messenger — 
since  our  humble  couriers  of  flesh  and  blood  could  not  be  trusted  in 
this  matter." 

'^  I  have  numbered  weeks,  days,  hours,  and  minutes,"  said  Miss 
Ashton ;  **  within  another  week  I  shall  have  an  answer,  unless  he  is 
dead.  Till  that  time,  sir,"  she  said,  ''addressing  Bucklaw,  "let  me. 
be  thus  far  beholden  to  you,  that  you  will  beg  my  mother  to  forbear 
me  upon  this  subject." 

"  I  will  make  it  my  particular  entreaty  to  Lady  Ashton,"  said 
Bucklaw.  "By  my  honour,  madam,  I  respect  your  feelings;  and,, 
although  the  prosecution  of  this  affair  be  rendered  dearer  to  me  than 
ever,  yet,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  would  renounce  it^  were  it  so  urged 
as  to  give  you  a  moment's  pain." 

"  Mr.  Hayston,  I  think,  cannot  apprehend  that,"  said  Lady  Ashton, 
looking  pale  with  anger,  "  when  the  daughter's  happiness  lies  in  the 
botom  of  the  mother.  Let  me  ask  you,  Miss  Ashton,  in  what  terms 
your  last  letter  was  couched  ]" 

"  Exactly  in  the  same,  madam,"  answered  Lucy,  "  which  you  dic- 
tated on  a  former  occasion." 

"  When  eight  days  have  elapsed,  then,"  said  her  mother,  resuming 
her  tone  of  tenderness,  "  we  shall  hope,  my  dearest  love,  that  you 
will  end  this  suspense." 

"  Miss  Ashton  must  not  be  hurried,  mad&m,"  said  Bucklaw,  whose 
bluntness  of  feeling  did  not  by  any  means  arise  from  want  of  good- 
nature— "  messengers  may  be  stopped  or  delayed.  I  have  known  a 
day's  journey  broke  by  the  casting  of  a  fore-shoe.  Stay,  let  me  see 
my  calendar — the  20th  day  from  this  is  St  Jude's,  and  the  day 
before  I  must  be  at  Caverton  Edge  to  see  the  match  between  the 
Laird  of  Kittlegirth's  black  mare,  and  Johnston  the  meal-monger's 
four-year-old  colt;  but  I  can  ride  all  night,  or  Craigie  can  bring  me 
word  how  the  match  goes ;  and  I  hope,  in  the  meantime,  as  I  shall 
not  myself  distress  Miss  Ashton  with  any  farther  importunity,  that 
your  ladyship  yourself  and  Sir  William,  and  Colonel  Dougks,  will 
have  the  goodness  to  allow  her  uninterrupted  time  for  making  up 
her  mind," 

"  Sir,"  said  Miss  Ashton,  •*  you  are  generous." 

"  As  for  that,  madam,"  answered  Bucklaw,  "  I  only  pretend  to  be 
a  plain,  good-humoured  young  fellow,  as  I  said  before,  who  will 
willingly  make  you  happy  if  you  will  permit  him,  and  show  him 
how  lo  do  so." 
R 
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Having  said  this,  lie  saluted  her  with  more  emotion  than  was 
consistent  with  his  nsoal  train  of  feeling,  and  took  his  leave ;  Lady 
Ashton,  as  she  accompanied  him  out  of  the  apartment,  assuring  him 
that  her  daughter  did  ftdl  justice  to  the  sincerity  of  his  attachment, 
and  requesting  him  to  see  Sir  William  hefore  his  departure,  **  since/' 
as  she  said,  with  a  keen  glance  reverting  towards  Lucy,  '^against  St. 
Jude's  day,  we  must  all  be  ready  to  tign  and  seal** 

"To  sign  and  seal !"  echoed  Lucy,  in  a  muttering  tone,  as  th«  door 
of  the  apartment  closed.  "  To  sign  and  seal — ^to  do  and  die  ! "  and, 
dasping  her  attenuated  hands  together,  she  sank  back  on  the  easy- 
chair  she  occupied  in  a  state  resembling  stupor. 

From  this  she  was  shortly  after  awakened  by  the  boisterous  entry 
of  her  brother  Henry,  who  clamorously  reminded  her  of  a  promise 
tb  give  him  two  yards  of  carnation  ribbon  to  make  knots  to  his  new 
garters.  With  the  most  patient  composure  Lucy  arose,  and,  opening 
a  little  ivory-cabinet,  sought  out  the  ribbon  the  lad  wanted,  measured 
it  accurately,  cut  it  aft  into  proper  lengths,  and  knotted  it  into  the 
fashion  his  boyish  whim  required. 

''Dinna  shut  the  cabinet  yet,"  said  Henry,  "  for  I  must  have  soxne 
of  your  silver  wire  to  faaten  the  bells  to  my  hawk's  jesses — and  yet 
the  new  faledn's  hot  worth  them  neither;  for  do  you  know,  after  all 
the  plague  we  had  to  get  her  from  an  eyry,  all  the  way  at  Posso,  in 
Mannor  Water,  she 's  going  to  prove,  after  all,  nothing  better  than  a 
rifler — she  just  wets  her  singles  in  the  blood  of  the  partridge,  and 
then  breaks  away,  and  lets  her  fly ;  and  what  good  can  the  poor  bird 
do  after  that,  you  know,  except  pine  and  die  in  the  first  heather-cow 
or  whin-bush  she  can  crawl  into  1** 

**  Right,  Henry — right,  very  right,*  said  Lucy  moumfolly,  holding 
the  boy  &st  by  the  lumd  after  she  had  given  him  the  wire  he  wanted; 
''but  there  are  more  riflers  in  the  world  than  your  falcon,  and  more 
iKtmnded  birds  that  seek  but  to  die  in  quiet,  that  can  find  neither 
brake  nor  whin-bush  to  hide  theb  heads  in." 

**  Ah !  that 's  some  speech  out  of  your  romances,''  said  the  boy ; 
**  and  Sholto  says  they  have  turned  your  head.  But  I  hear  Norman 
whistling  to  the  hawk.    I  must  go  fasten  on  the  jesses.'' 

And  he  scampered  away  with  the  thou^tless  gaiety  of  boyhood, 
leaving  his  sister  to  the  bitterness  of  her  own  reflections. 

'*  It  is  decreed,"  she  said,  "  that  every  living  creature,  even  those 
who  owe  me  most  kindness,  are  to  shun  me,  tokd.  leave  me  to  those 
by  whom  I  am  beset.  It  is  just  it  should  be  thus.  Alone  and 
tmeounselled,  I  involved  myself  in  these  perils — alone  and  uncouo- 
selled,  I  must  extricate  myself  or  die." 
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CHAPTER    XXX. 


-What  doth  ensue 


But  moody  and  dull  melancholy, 
KjTiflmaTi  to  grim  and  comfortless  despair. 
And,  at  her  heels,  a  huf^  infeotions  troop 
'  Of  pale  distemp^ratttres,  and  foes  to  lifSs  t 

Comedy  of  Erwsra, 

As  some  yindication  of  the  ease  with  which  Bucklaw  (who  other* 
wise,  as  he  termed  himself  was  really  a  yery  good-humoured  fellow) 
resigned  his  judgment  to  the  management  of  Lady  Ashton,  while 
paying  his  addresses  to  her  daughter,  the  reader  must  eall  to  mind 
the  strict  domestic  discipline  which,  at  this  period,  was  exereiied 
over  the  females  of  a  Scottish  family. 

The  manners  of  the  country  in  this,  as  in  many  other  reapeeti, 
coincided  with  those  of  France  before  the  revolution.  Young  women 
of  the  higher  ranks  seldom  mingled  in  society  until  after  marriage^ 
and,  both  in  law  and  fact,  were  held  to  be  under  the  strict  tutelage 
of  their  parents,  who  were  too  apt  to  enforce  their  ylews  for  their 
settlement  in  life,  without  paying  any  regard  to  the  inclination  d 
the  parties  chiefly  interested.  On  such  y)Ccasions,  the  suitor  expected 
little  more  from  his  bride  than  a  silent  acquiescence  in  the  will  of 
her  parents :  and  as  few  opportunities  of  acquaintance,  far  less  of 
intimacy,  occurred,  he  made  his  choice  by  the  outside,  as  the  lovers 
in  the  Merchant  of  Venice  select  the  casket,  contented  to  trust  to 
chance  the  issue  of  the  lottery  in  which  he  had  hazutfded  a  venture. 

It  was  not  therefore  surprising,  such  being  the  general  manners  of 
the  age,  that  Mr.  Hayston  of  Bucklaw,  whom  dissipated  habits  had 
detached  in  some  degree  from  the  best  society,  should  not  attend 
particularly  to  those  feelings  in  his  elected  bride,  to  which  many 
men  of  more  sentiment,  experience,  and  reflection  would,  in  all 
probability,  have  been  equally  indifl'erent.  He  knew  what  all 
Accounted  the  principal  point,  that  her  parents  and  friends,  namely, 
were  decidedly  in  his  favour,  and  there  ^sted  most  powerful  reasons 
for  their  predilection. 

In  truth,  the  conduct  of  the  Marquis  of  A-^ ,  since  Bavenswood's 

departure,  had  been  such  as  almost  to  bar  the  possibility  of  his  kins* 

man's  union  with  Lucy  Ashton.    The  Marquis  was  Bavenswood's 

sincere^  but  misjudging  friend;  or  rather,  like  many  friends  and 

patrons,  he  consulted  what  he  considered  to  be  his  relation's  true 

interest,  although  ho  knew  thftt  in  doing  so  he  run  counter  to  hie 

inclinations. 

'  The  Marquis  drove  on,  therefore,  niih  t\L%  ^cnitoAft  ^  TKist&iNHeviS^ 
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authoiityy  an  appeal  to  the  British  House  of  Peers  against  those 
judgments  of  the  courts  of  law  by  which  Sir  William  became 
possessed  of  Bavenswood's  hereditary  property.  As  this  measure, 
enforced  with  all  the  authority  of  power,  was  new  in  Scottish 
judicial  proceedings,  though  now  so  Irequently  resorted  to,  it  was 
exclaimed  against  by  the  lawyers  on  the  opposite  side  of  politics,  as 
an  interference  with  the  civil  judicature  of  the  country,  equally  new, 
arbitrary,  and  tyraunicaL  And  if  it  thus  affected  even  strangers 
connected  with  them  only  by  political  party,  it  may  be  guessed  what 
the  Ashton  family  themselves  said  and  thought  under  so  gross  a  dis- 
pensation. Sir  William,  still  more  worldly  minded  than  he  was 
timid,  was  reduced  to  despair  by  the  loss  by  which  he  was  threatened* 
His  son's  haughtier  spirit  was  exalted  into  rage  at  the  idea  of  being 
deprived  of  his  expected  patrimony.  But  to  Lady  Ashton's  yet  more 
vindictive  temper,  the  conduct  of  Bavenswood,  or  rather  of  Ms 
patron^  appeared  to  be  an  offence  challenging  the  deepest  and  most 
mortal  revenge.  Even  the  quiet  and  confiding  temper  of  Lucy  her- 
self swayed  by  the  opinions  expressed  by  all  around  her,  could  not 
but  consider  the  conduct  of  Bavenswood  as  precipitate,  and  even 
unkind.  ^'It  was  my  father,"  she  repeated  with  a  sigh,  '^who 
welcomed  him  to  this  place,  and  encouraged,  or  at  least  allowed,  the 
intimacy  between  us.  Should  he  not  have  remembered  this,  and 
requited  it  with  at  least  some  moderate  degree  of  procrastination  in 
the  assertion  of  his  own  alleged  rights  ?  I  would  have  forfeited  for 
him  double  the  value  of  these  lands,  which  he  pursues  with  an 
ardour  that  shows  he  has  foigotten  how  much  I  am  implicated  in 
the  matter.'' 

Lucy,  however,  could  only  murmur  these  things  to  herself,  unwil- 
ling to  increase  the  prejudices  against  her  lover  entertained  by  all 
around  her,  who  exclaimed  against  the  steps  pursued  on  his  account, 
as  illegal,  vexatious,  and  tyrannical,  resembling  the  worst  measures 
in  the  worst  times  of  the  worst  Stewarts,  and  a  degradation  of  Scot- 
land, the  decisions  of  whose  learned  judges  were  thus  subjected  to 
the  review  of  a  court,  composed  indeed  of  men  of  the  highest  rank, 
but  who  were  not  trained  to  the  study  of  any  municipal  law,  and 
might  be  supposed  specially  to  hold  in  contempt  that  of  Scotland. 
As  a  natural  consequence  of  the  alleged  injustice  meditated  towards 
her  father,  every  means  was  resorted  to,  and  every  argument  urged, 
to  induce  Miss  Ashton  to  break  off  her  engagement  with  Bavens- 
wood, as  being  scandalous,  shameful,  and  sinful,  formed  with  the 
mortal  enemy  of  her  &mily,  and  calculated  to  add  bitterness  to  the 
distress  of  her  parents. 

LiwyBBphit,  however,  was  high ;  and  although  unaided  and  alana^ 


THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMBRMOOR.  261 

she  could  haye  borne  much-Hshe  could  have  endured  the  repinings 
of  her  father — his  murmurs  i^ainst  what  he  called  the  tjrannical 
usage  of  the  ruling  party — his  ceaseless  charges  of  ingratitude  against 
Bavenswood — ^his  endless  lectures  on  the  various  means  by  which 
contracts  may  be  voided  and  annulled — ^his  quotations  £rom  the 
civily  the  municipal,  and  the  canon  law — and  his  prelections  upon 
the  patria  potestas. 

She  might  have  borne  also  in  patience,  or  repelled  with  scorn,  the 
bitter  taunts  and  occasional  violence  of  her  brother,  Colonel  Douglas 
Ashton,  and  the  impertinent  and  intrusive  interference  of  other 
friends  and  relations.  But  it  was  beyond  her  power  effectually  to 
withstand  or  elude  the  constant  and  unceasing  persecutions  of  Lady 
Ashton,  who,  laying  every  other  wish  aside,  had  bent  the  whole 
efforts  of  her  powerful  mind  to  break  her  daughter's  contract  with 
Bavenswood,  and  to  place  a  perpetual  bar  between  the  lovers,  by 
effecting  Lucy's  union  with  Bucklaw.  Far  more  deeply  skilled  than 
her  husband  in  the  recesses  of  the  human  heart,  she  was  aware  that 
in  this  way  she  might  strike  a  blow  of  deep  and  decisive  vengeance 
upon  one  whom  she  esteemed  as  her  mortal  enemy;  nor  did  she 
hesitate  at  raising  her  arm,  although  she  knew  that  the  wound  must 
be  dealt  through  the  bosom  of  her  daughter.  With  this  stern  and 
fixed  purpose  she  sounded  every  deep  and  shallow  of  her  daughter's 
soul,  assumed  alternately  every  disguise  of  manner  which  could 
serve  her  object,  and  prepared  at  leisure  every  species  of  dire 
machinery  by  which  the  human  mind  can  be  wrenched  from  its 
settled  determination.  Some  of  these  were  of  an  obvious  descrip- 
tion, and  require  only  to  be  cursorily  mentioned ;  others  were 
characteristic  of  the  time,  the  country,  and  the  persons  engaged  in 
this  singular  drama. 

It  was  of  the  last  consequence  that  all  intercourse  betwixt  the 
lovers  should  be  stopped,  and,  by  dint  of  gold  and  authority,  Lady 
Ashton  contrived  to  possess  herself  of  such  a  complete  command  of 
all  who  were  placed  around  her  daughter,  that,  in  fact,  no  leaguered 
fortress  was  ever  more  completely  blockaded;  while,  at  the  same 
time,  to  all  outward  appearance.  Miss  Ashton  lay  under  no  restric- 
tion. The  verge  of  her  parents'  domains  became,  in  respect  to  her, 
like  the  viewless  and  enchanted  line  drawn  around  a  feiry  castle, 
where  nothing  unpermitted  can  either  enter  from  without  or  escape 
from  within.  Thus  every  letter,  in  which  Bavenswood  conveyed  to 
Lucy  Ashton  the  indispensable  reasons  which  detained  him  abroad, 
and  more  than  one  note  which  poor  Lucy  had  addressed  to  him, 
through  what  she  thought  a  secure  channel,  fell  into  the  hands  of 
her  mother.     It  could  not  be  but  that  the  tenor  ot  \>b!^elb\s^j^<:Ks^j^ 
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kttMii  eipQciBlly  thoM  of  Bav«iiwood|  ahould  cont^  something 
to  irritate  the  passions  and  fortify  the  obstinacy  of  her  into  whose 
haadfl  they  fell ;  but  Lady  Ashton's  passions  were  too  deep-rooted  to 
xeq,aire  this  fresh  food.  She  burnt  the  papen  as  regularly  as  she 
perused  them,  and,  as  they  consumed  into  vapour  and  tinder,  regarded 
them  with  a  smile  upon  her  compressed  lips,  and  an  exultation  in  her 
steady  eye,  which  showed  her  confidence  that  the  hopes  of  the  writers 
should  soon  be  rendered  equally  unsubstantial 

It  usually  happens  that  fortune  aids  the  machinations  of  those 
who  are  prompt  to  avail  themselves  of  every  chance  that  offers.  A 
report  was  wafted  from  the  Continent — ^founded,  like  others  of  the 
same  sort,  upon  many  plausible  .circumstances,  but  without  any  real 
basis — stating  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  to  be  on  the  eve  of  marriage 
with  a  foreign  lady  of  fortune  and  distinction.  This  was  greedily 
caught  up  by  both  the  political  parties,  who  were  at  once  struggling 
for  power  and  for  popular  favour,  and  who  seized,  as  usual,  upon  the 
most  private  circumstances  in  the  lives  of  each  other's  partisans,  to 
convert  them  into  subjecte  of  political  discussion. 

The  Marquia  of  A«— <—  gave  his  opinion  aloud  and  publicly,  not 
indeed  in  the  coarse  terms  ascribed  to  him  by  Captain  Craigengelt, 
but  in  a  manner  sufficiently  offensive  to  the  Ashtons — "  He  thought 
the  report,"  he  said,  "  highly  probable,  and  heartily  wished  it  might 
be  true.  Such  a  match  was  fitter  and  far  more  crediteble  for  a 
spirited  young  fellow,  than  a  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  an  old 
whig  lawyer,  whose  chicanery  had  so  nearly  mined  his  father." 

The  other  party,  of  course,  laying  out  of  view  the  opposition  which 
the  Master  of  Bavenswood  received  from  Miss  Ashton's  family,  cried 
shame  upon  his  fickleness  and  perfidy,  as  if  he  had  seduced  the  young 
lady  into  an  engagement,  and  wilfully  and  causelessly  abandoned  her 
for  another. 

Sufficient  care  was  taken  that  this  report  should  find  its  way  to 
Bavenswood  Castle  through  every  various  channel.  Lady  Ashton 
being  well  aware  that  the  very  reiteration  of  the  same  rumour  from 
so  many  quarters  could  not  but  give  it  a  semblance  of  truth.  By  some 
it  was  told  as  a  piece  of  ordinary  news,  by  some  communicated  as 
serious  intelligence ;  now  it  was  whispered  to  Lucy  Ashton's  ear  in 
the  tone  of  malignant  pleasantry,  and  now  tranamitted  to  her  as  a 
matter  of  grave  and  serious  warning. 

Even  the  boy  Henry  was  made  the  instrument  of  adding  to  his 
sister's  torments.  One  morning  he  rushed  into  the  room  with  a 
willow  branch  in  his  hand,  which  he  told  her  had  arrived  that  instant 
from  Qermany  for  her  special  wearing.  Lucy,  as  we  have  seen,  was 
ivtmarkab^  fond  of  her  younger  brother,  and  at  that  moment  his 
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wanton  and  thonghtUM  nnkindiMH  wsined  hmm  ktaijfy  ligarions 
than  area  tha  atadied  inaiUta  of  hai  eldec  brothv.  Hei  griaf^  how- 
tmr,  Iiad  no  ahade  of  laaentaacnt ;  iha  foldad  hta  anaa  abont  tke 
boya  nack,  and  Baying,  faintlj,  "  Poor  Ktaij  1  yon  ipeak  bat  wbat 
they  tell  jou,"  aha  biuat  into  a  flood  of  annatralned  taart.  Tha 
boy  waa  moved,  notwitbatandiug  tba  thoogbtlManeM  of  hia  ago  aod 
character.  "Ths  dsvil  take  me,"  said  he,  "Lqc^,  if  I  fetch  yva  any 
more  of  these  tonuentiag  measagea  again ;  for  I  ljk«  you  bettor," 
said  he,  kissing  away  thts  tears,  "than  the  whole  peck  of  tham;  and 


yoa  ahall  have  my  gtej.  pmy  to  tide  on,  and  yoa  ahall  «ant«r  hka 
if  you  like-'^y,  and  ride  beyond  the  Tillage,  too..if  you  hara  a  iiiind,f 

" Who  told  yon,"  aaid  Lnoy,  "that  I  am  not  paimittad  to  rid« 
where  I  pkaael" 

"That's  a  aeorot;"  Mid  tha  boy;  "but  yoa  will  find  you  o^a 
never  ride  beyond  tha  villags  but  yonz  hone  will  cut  a'dioe,  of  fall 
lame,  or  the  caatle  ball  will  ling,  or  aomethin^  will  happen  to  biin^ 
you  back.  But  if  I  tdl  you  mo»  of  thaaa  thingt,  Donglaa  willLnat 
get  me  the  pait  of  Oolonie  th^  have  piomiaed-ma,  and  an  good- 
morrow  to  you." 
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This  dialogue  plunged  Lucy  into  still  deeper  dejection,  as  it  tended 
to  show  her  plainly  what  she  had  for  some  time  suspected,  that  she 
was  little  better  than  a  prisoner  at  large  in  her  father's  house.  We 
have  described  her  in  the  outset  of  our  story  as  of  a  romantic 
disposition,  delighting  in  tales  of  love  and  wonder,  and  readily 
identifying  herself  with  the  situation  of  those  legendary  heroines, 
with  whose  adventures,  for  want  of  better  reading,  her  memory  had 
become  stocked.  The  fairy  wand,  with  which  in  her  solitude  she 
had  delighted  to  raise  visions  of  enchantment,  became  now  the  rod  of 
a  magician,  the  bond  slave  of  evil  genii,  serving  only  to  invoke 
spectres  at  which  the  exorcist  trembled.  She  felt  herself  the  object 
of  suspicion,  of  scorn,  of  dislike  at  least,  if  not  of  hatred,  to  her  own 
family ;  and  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  was  abandoned  by  the  very 
person  on  whose  account  she  was  exposed  to  the  enmity  of  all 
around  her.  Indeed,  the  evidence  of  Bavenswood's  infidelity  began 
to  assume  every  day  a  more  determined  character. 

A  soldier  of  fortune,  of  the  name  of  Westenho,  an  old  familiar  of 
Craigengelt,  chanced  to  arrive  from  abroad  about  this  time.  The 
worthy  Captain,  though  without  any  precise  communication  with 
Lady  Ashton,  always  acted  most  regularly  and  sedulously  in  support 
of  her  plans,  and  easily  prevailed  upon  hia  Mend,  by  dint  of  exag- 
geration of  real  circumstances,  and  coining  of  others,  to  give  explicit 
testimony  to  the  truth  of  Bavenswood's  approaching  marriage. 

Thus  beset  on  all  hand%  and  in  a  manner  reduced  to  despair, 
Lucy's  temper  gave  way  under  the  pressure  of  constant  a£9iiction  and 
persecution.  She  became  gloomy  and  abstracted,  and,  contrary  to 
her  natural  and  ordinary  habit  of  mind,  sometimes  turned  with  spirit, 
and  even  fierceness,  on  those  by  whom  she  was  long  and  closely 
annoyed.  Her  health  also  began  to  be  shaken,  and  her  hectic  cheek 
and  wandering  eye  gave  symptoms  of  what  is  called  a  fever  upon  the 
spirits.  In  most  mothers  this  would  have  moved  compassion ;  but 
Lady  Ashton,  compact  and  firm  of  purpose,  saw  these  waverings  of 
health  and  intellect  with  no  greater  sympathy  than  that  with  which 
the  hostile  engineer  regards  the  towers  of  a  beleaguered  city  as  they 
reel  imder  the  discharge  of  his  artillery ;  or  rather,  she  considered 
these  starts  and  inequalities  of  temper  as  symptoms  of  Lucy's  expiring 
resolution ;  as  the  angler,  by  the  throes  and  convulsive  exertions  of 
the  fish  which  he  has  hooked,  becomes  aware  that  he  soon  will  be 
able  to  land  him.  To  accelerate  the  catastrophe  in  the  present  case, 
Lady  Ashton  had  recourse  to  an  expedient  very  consistent  with  the 
temper  and  credulity  of  those  times,  but  which  the  reader  will 
probably  pronounce  truly  detestable  and  diabolical. 
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CHAPTER     XXXI. 

•  *«*•• 

In  which  a  witch  did  dwell,  in  loathly  weeds, 
And  wilfhl  want,  all  careless  of  her  needs' ; 
So  choosing  solitary  to  abide, 
Far  from  all  neighbours,  that  her  devilish  deeds 
And  hellish  arts  from  people  she  might  hide, 
And  hurt  &r  off,  unknown  whome'er  she  envied. 

Fairy  ^leen. 

The  health  of  Lucy  Ashton  soon  required  the  assistance  of  a  person 
more  skilfiil  in  the  office  of  a  sick-nurse  than  the  female  domestics  of 
the  family.  Ailsie  Gourlay,  sometimes  called  the  Wise  Woman  of 
Bowden,  was  the  person  whom,  for  her  own  strong  reasons,  Lady 
Ashton  selected  as  an  attendant  upon  her  daughter. 

This  woman  had  acquired  a  considerable  reputation  among  the 
ignorant  by  the  pretended  cures  which  she  performed,  especially  in 
oncomesy  as  the  Scotch  call  them,  or  mysterious  diseases,  which  baffle 
the  regular  physician.  Her  pharmacopoeia  consisted  partly  of  herbs 
selected  in  planetary  hours,  partly  of  words,  signs,  and  charms,  which 
sometimes,  perhaps,  produced  a  fovourable  influence  upon  the  imagi- 
nation of  her  patients.  Such  was  the  avowed  profession  of  Lucky 
Gourlay,  which,  as  may  well  be  supposed,  was  looked  upon  with  a 
suspicious  eye,  not  only  by  her  neighbours,  but  even  by  the  clergy  of 
the  district.  In  private,  however,  she  traded  more  deeply  in  the 
occult  sciences ;  for,  notwithstanding  the  dreadful  punishments  in- 
flicted upon  the  supposed  crime  of  witchcraft,  there  wanted  not 
those  who,  steeled  by  want  and  bitterness  of  spirit,  were  willing  to 
adopt  the  hateful  and  dangerous  character  for  the  sake  of  the  influence 
which  its  terrors  enabled  them  to  exercise  in  the  vicinity,  and  the 
wretched  emolument  which  they  could  extract  by  the  practice  of 
their  supposed  art. 

Ailsie  Gourlay  was  not  indeed  fool  enough  to  acknowledge  a 
compact  with  the  Evil  One,  which  would  have  been  a  swift  and 
ready  road  to  the  stake  and  tar-barrel.  Her  ffdry,  she  said,  Kke 
Caliban's,  was  a  harmless  fairy.  Nevertheless,  she  **  spaed  fortunes,'' 
read  dreams,  composed  philtres,  discovered  stolen  goods,  and  made 
and  dissolved  matches  as  successfully  as  if,  according  to  the  belief 
of  the  whole  neighbourhood,  she  had  been  aided  in  those  arts  by 
Beelzebub  himself.  The  worst  of  the  pretenders  to  these  sciences  was 
that  they  were  generally  persons  who,  feeling  themselves  odious  to 
humanity,  were  careless  of  what  they  did  to  deserve  the  public  hatred. 
Real  crimes  were  often  committed  under  pretence  of  ma^caX  \\S!C^^ 
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ture ;  and  it  somewhat  lelieves  the  disgust  with  which  we  read,  in 
the  criminal  records^  the  conviction  of  these  wretches,  to  be  aware 
that  many  of  them  merited,  as  poisoners,  suborners,  and  diabolical 
agents  in  secret  domestic  orimes,  the  severe  fate  to  which  they  were 
condemned  for  the  imaginary  guilt  of  witchcmft. 

Such  was  Aikie  Gourlay,  whom,  in  order  to  attain  the  absolute 
subjugation  of  Lucy  Aiditon's  mind,  her  mother  thought  it  fitting  to 
place  near  her  person.  A  woman  of  less  consequence  than  Lady 
Ashton  had  not  dared  to  take  such  a  step;  but  her- high  rank  and 
strength  of  character  set  her  above  the  censure  of  the  world,  and  she 
was  allowed  to  have  selected  for  her  daughter's  attendant  the  best 
and  most  experienced  sick-nurse  ^'€Uid  mediciner''  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, where  an  ii^erior  person  would  have  fallen  under  the  reproach 
of  calling  in  the  assistance  of  a  partner  and  ally  of  the  great  enemy 
of  mankind. 

The  beldam  caught  her  cue  readily  and  by  innuendo,  without 
giving  Lady  Ashton  the  pain  of  disldnct  explanation.  She  was  in 
oeiany  respects  qualified  for  the  part  she  played,  which  indeed  could 
not  be  efficiently  assumed  without  some  knowledge  of  the  human 
heart  and  passions.  Dame  Gourlay  perceived  that  Lucy  shuddei^ed 
at  her  external  appearance,  which  we  have  already  described  when 
we  found  her  in  the  death-chamber  of  blind  Alice;  and  while 
internally  she  hated  the  poor  girl  for  the  involuntary  horror  with 
which  she  saw  she  was  regarded,  she  commenced  her  operations  by 
endeavouring  to  efface  or  overcome  those  pr^udices  which,  in  her 
heart,  she  resented  as  mortal  offences.  This  was  easily  done,  for  the 
hag's  external  ugliness  was  soon  balanced  by  a  show  of  kindness  and 
interest,  to  which  Lucy  had  of  late  been  little  accustomed;  her 
attentive  services  and  real  skill  gained  her  the  ear,  if  not  the  confi- 
dence, of  her  patient ;  and  under  pretence  of  diverting  the  solitude 
of  a  sick-room,  she  soon  led  her  attention  captive  by  the  legends  in 
which  she  was  well  skilled,  and  to  which  Lucy's  habits  of  reading 
and  reflection  induced  het  to  ''lend  an  attentive  ear."  Dame 
Gk>urlay'8  tales  were  at  first  of  a  mild  and  interesting  character — 
Of  fays  that  nightly  dance  upon  the  wold, 
And  lovers  doom'd  to  wander  and  to  weep, 
And  castles  high,  where  wicked  wuiards  keep 
Their  captive  thralls. 

Gradually,  however,  they  assumed  a  darker  and  more  mysterious 
character,  and  became  such  as,  told  l^  the  midnight  lamp,  and 
enforced  by  the  tremulous  tone,  the  quivering  and  livid  lip,  the 
uplifted  skinny  forefinger,  and  the  shaking  head  of  the  blue-eyed 
hag,  might  have  appalled  a  leai  credulous  imagination,  in  an  age 
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more  haid  of  bdtief.  ThA  old  Sjoorax  saw  her  adyantage,  and 
gniduallf  narroired  her  magie  oirele  arouad  the  devoted  victim  on 
whose  spirit  she  practised.  Her  legends  began  to  relate  to  the 
fortunes  of  the  Bavenswood  family,  whose  ancient  grandeur  and 
portentous  ail  thorit J  credolitj  had  graced  with  so  many  superstitious 
attributes.  The  story  of  the  &tal  fountain  was  narrated  at  full 
length,  and  with  formidable  additions,  by  the  ancient  sibyL  The 
prophecy,  quoted  by  Caleb,  coneeming  the  dead  bride,  who  was  to 
be  won  by  the  last  of  the  Bavenswoods,  had  its  own  mysterious  com- 
mentary; and  the  singular  .circumstance  of  the  apparition,  seen  by 
the  Master  of  Bavenswood  in  the  forest,  having  partly  transpired 
through  his  hasty  enquiries  in  the  cottage  of  old  AUce^  formed  a 
theme  for  many  exaggeratioh& 

Lucy  might  have  des^sed  these  tales,  if  they  had  been  related 
concerning  another  family,  or  if  her.  own  situation  had  been  less 
despondent  But  circumstanced  as  she  was,  the  idea  that  an  evil 
fjEite  hung  over  her  attachment  became  predominant  over  her  other 
feelings;  and  the  gloom  of  superstition  darl^ened  a  mind  already 
sufficiently  weakened  by  sorrow,  distress,  uncertainty,  and  an  op- 
pressive sense  of  desertion  and  desolation.  Stories  were  told  by  her 
attendant,  so  closely  resembling  her  own  in  their  circumstances,  that 
she  was  gradually  led  to  converse  upon  such  tragic  and  mystical 
subjects  with  the  beldam,  and  to  repose  a  sort  of  confidence  in  the 
sibyl,  whom  she  still  regarded  with  involuntary  shuddering.  Dame 
Gourlay  knew  how  to  avail  herself  of  this  imperfect  confidence.  She 
directed  Lucy's  thoughts  to  the  means  of  enquiring  into  futurity-r- 
the  surest  mode,  perhaps,  of  shaking  the  understanding  and  destroy* 
ing  the  spirits.  Omens  were  expounded,  dreams  were  interpreted, 
and  other  tricks  of  jugglery  perhaps  reaorted  to,  by  which  the  pre- 
tended adepts  of  the  period  deceived  and  &scinated  their  deluded 
followers,  I  find  it  mentioned  in  the  articles  of  dittay  against  Ailsie 
Gourlay  (for  it  is  some  comfort  to  know  that  the  old  hag  was  tried, 
condemned,  and  burned  on  the  top  of  North^Berwick  Law,  by 
sentence  of  a  commission  from  the  Privy  Council)-^!  find,  I  say,  it 
was  charged  against  her,  among  other  offences,  that  she  had,  by  the 
aid  and  delusions  of  Satan,  shown  to  a  young  person  of  quality,  in  a 
mirror  glass,  a  gentleman  then  abroad,  to  whom  the  s.aid  ypung 
person  was  betrothed,  and  who  appeared  in  the  vision  to  be  in  the 
act  of  bestowing  his  hand  upon  another  lady.  But  this  and  some 
other  parts  of  the  record  appear  to  have  been  studiously  left  imper- 
fect in  names  and  dates,  probably  out  of  regard  to  the  honour  of  the 
families  concerned*  If  Dame  Gourlay  was  able ,  actually  to  play 
off  such  a  piece  of  jugglery,  it  is  cleiar  she  most  have  had  better 
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assistance  to  pnictise  the  deception  tlian  her  own  skill  or  fands  could 
supply.  Meanwhile,  this  mysterious  visionary  traffic  had  its  usual 
effect  in  unsettling  Miss  Ashton's  mind.  Her  temper  became 
unequal,  her  health  decayed  daily,  her  manners  grew  moping, 
melancholy,  and  uncertain.  Her  father,  guessing  partly  at  the  cause 
of  these  appearances,  and  exerting  a  degree  of  authority  unusual  with 
him,  made  a  point  of  banishing  Dame  Qourlay  from  the  castle ;  but 
the  arrow  was  shot,  and  was  rankling  barb-deep  in  the  side  of  the 
wounded  deer. 

It  was  shortly  after  the  departure  of  this  woman  that  Lu<}y  Ash  ton, 
urged  by  her  parents,  announced  to  them,  with  a  vivacity  by  which 
they  were  startled,  '*  that  she  was  conscious  heaven  and  earth  and 
hell  had  set  themselves  against  her  union  with  Bavenswood ;  still 
her  contract,"  she  said,  *'was  a  binding  contract,  and  she  x^either 
would  nor  could  resign  it  without  the  consent  of  Bavenswood.  Let 
me  be  assured,^  she  concluded,  ''that  he  will  free  me  from  my 
engagement,  and  dispose  of  me  as  you  please,  I  care  not  how.  When 
the  diamonds  are  gone,  what  signifies  the  casket  V* 

The  tone  of  obstinacy  with  which  this  was  said,  her  eyes  flashing 
with  unnatural  light,  and  her  hands  firmly  clenched,  precluded  the 
possibility  of  dispute ;  and  the  utmost  length  which  Lady  Ashton's 
art  could  attain,  only  got  her  the  privilege  of  dictating  the  letter,  by 
which  her  daughter  required  to  know  of  Bavenswood  whether  he 
intended  to  abide  by  or  to  surrender  what  she  termed  '^  their  un- 
fortunate engagement.''  Of  this  advantage  Lady  Ashton  so  far  and 
so  ingeniously  availed  herself  that,  according  to  the  wording  of  the 
letter,  the  reader  would  have  supposed  Lucy  was  calling  upon  her 
lover  to  renounce  a  contract  which  was  contrary  to  the  interests  and 
inclinations  of  both.  Not  trusting  even  to  this  point  of  deception, 
Lady  Ashton  finally  determined  to  suppress  the  letter  altogether,  in 
hopes  that  Lucy's  impatience  would  induce  her  to  condemn  Bavens- 
wood unheard  and  in  absence.  In  this  she  was  disappointed.  The 
time,  indeed,  had  long  elapsed  when  an  answer  should  have  been 
received  from  the  Continent.  The  faint  ray  of  hope  which  still 
glimmered  in  Lucy's  mind  was  well-nigh  extinguished.  But  the 
idea  never  forsook  her  that  her  letter  might  not  have  been  duly 
forwarded.  One  of  her  mother's  new  machinations  unexpectedly 
furnished  her  with  the  means  of  ascertaining  what  she  most  desired 
to  know. 

The  female  agent  of  hell  having  been  dismissed  from  the  castle. 
Lady  Ashton,  who  wrought  by  all  variety  of  means,  resolved  to 
employ,  for  working  the  same  end  on  Lucy's  mind,  an  agent  of  a 
very  different  character.    Thia  was  no  other  than  the  Beverend  Mr. 
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Bide-the-bent,  a  Presbyterian  clergyman,  formerly  mentioned,  of  the 
very  sthctest  order,  and  the  most  rigid  orthodoxy,  whose  aid  she 
called  in  upon  the  principle  of  the  tyrant  in  the  tragedy : — 

"  I'll  have  a  priest  shall  preach  her  from  her  faith, 
And  make  it  sin  not  to  renounce  that  tow, 
Which  I  'd  have  broken." 

But  Lady  Ashton  was  mistaken  in  the  agent  she  had  selected.  His 
prejudices,  indeed,  were  easily  enlisted  on  her  side,  and  it  was  no 
difficult  matter  to  make  him  regard  with  horror  the  prospect  of  a 
union  betwixt  the  daughter  of  a  Qod-fearing,  professing,  and  Presby- 
terian family  of  distinction,  with  the  heir  of  a  bloodthirsty  prelatist 
and  persecutor,  the  hands  of  whose  fathers  had  been  dyed  to  the 
wrists  in  the  blood  of  Qod's  saints.  This  resembled,  in  the  divine's 
opinion,  the  union  of  a  Moabitish  Stranger  with  a  daughter  of  Zion. 
But  with  all  the  more  severe  prejudices  and  principles  of  his  sect, 
Bide-the-bent  possessed  a  sound  judgment,  and  had  learnt  sympathy 
even  in  that  very  school  of  persecution  where  the  heart  is  so 
frequently  hardened.  In  a  private  interview  with  Miss  Ashton  he 
was  deeply  moved  by  her  distress,  and  could  not  but  admit  the 
justice  of  her  request  to  be  permitted  a  direct  communication  with 
Bavenswood  upon  the  subject  of  their  solemn  contract  When  she 
urged  to  him  the  great  uncertainty  under  which  she  laboured  whether 
her  letter  had  been  ever  forwarded,  the  old  man  paced  the  room 
with  long  steps,  shook  his  grey  head,  rested  repeatedly  for  a  space 
on  his  ivory-headed  staff,  and,  after  much  hesitation,  confessed  that 
he  thought  her  doubts  so  reasonable  that  he  would  himself  aid  in  the 
removal  of  them. 

"  I  cannot  but  opine,  Miss  Lucy,"  he  said,  "  that  your  worshipful 
lady  mother  hath  in  this  matter  an  eagerness  whilk,  although  it 
ariseth  doubtless  from  love  to  your  best  interests  here  and  here- 
after— for  the  man  is  of  persecuting  blood,  and  himself  a  persecutor, 
a  cavalier  or  malignant,  and  a  scoffer,  who  hath  no  inheritance  in 
Jesse — nevertheless,  we  are  commanded  to  do  justice  unto  all,  and  to 
fulfil  our  bond  and  covenant,  as  well  to  the  stranger  as  to  him  who  is 
in  brotherhood  with  us.  Wherefore  myself,  even  I  myself,  will  be 
aiding  unto  the  delivery  of  your  letter  to  the  man  Edgar  Bavens* 
wood,  trusting  that  the  issue  thereof  may  be  your  deliverance  from 
the  nets  in  which  he  hath  sinfully  engaged  you.  And  that  I  may  do 
in  this  neither  more  nor  less  than  hath  been  warranted  by  your 
honourable  parents,  I  pray  you  to  transcribe,  without  increment  or 
subtraction,  the  letter  formerly  expeded  under  the  dictation  of  your 
right  honourable  mother ;  and  I  shall  pat  it  into  such  aure  CiC^xuc^  ^ 
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being  deliTered,  that  ii^  honoured  young  madam,  you  shall  reotive  no 
answer,  it  will  be  necessary  that  you  conclude  that  the  man  meaneth 
in  silence  to  abandon  that  naughty  contract,  which,  peiadyenture,  he 
may  be  unwilling  directly  to  restore." 

Lucy  eagerly  embraced  the  expedient  of  the  worthy  divine.  A  new 
letter  was  written  in  the  precise  terms  of  the  former,  and  consigned 
by  Mr.  Bide-the-bent  to  the  charge  of  Saunders  Moonshine,  a  zealous 
elder  of  the  church  when  on  shore,  and,  when  on  board  his  brig,  as 
bold  a  smuggler  as  ever  ran  out  a  sliding  bowsprit  to  the  winds  that 
blow  betwixt  Campvere  and  the  east  coast  of  Scotland.  At  the 
recommendation  of  his  pastor,  Saunders  readily  undertook  that  the 
letter  should  be  securely  conveyed  to  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  at 
the  court  where  he  now  resided. 

This  retrospect  became  necessary  to  explain  the  conference  betwixt 
Miss  Ashton,  her  mother,  and  Bucldaw,  which  we  have  detailed  in  a 
preceding  chapter. 

Lucy  was  now  like  the  sailor  who,  while  drifting  through  a  tem- 
pestuous ocean,  clings  for  safety  to  a  single  plank,  his  powers  of 
grasping  it  becoming  every  moment  more  feeble,  and  the  deep 
darkness  of  the  night  only  checkered  by  the  flashes  of  lightning, 
hissing  as  they  show  the  white  tops  of  the  billows  in  which  he  is 
soon  to  be  engulfed. 

Week  crept  away  alter  week,  and  day  after  day.  St.  Jude's  day 
arrived,  the  last  and  protracted  term  to  which  Lucy  had  limited 
herself,  and  there  was  neither  letter  nor  news  of  Bavenswood. 


CHAPTER    XXXII. 

How  &ir  these  names,  how  much  unlike  they  look 

To  all  the  blurr'd  subscriptionB  in  my  book ! 

The  bridegroom's  letters  stand  in  row  above. 

Tapering,  yet  straight,  like  pine-trees  in  his  grove ; 

While  free  and  fine  the  bride's  appear  below, 

As  light  and  slender  as  her  jessamines  grow. 

Orabbe. 

St.  Jttdis'b  day  came,  the  term  assigned  by  Lucy  herself  as  the 

furthest  date  of  expectation,  and,  as  we  have  already  said,  there  were 

neither  letters  from,  nor  news  of,  Bavenswood.    But  there  were  news 

6f  Buoklaw,  and  of  his  trusty  associate  Oraigengelt,  who  arrived  early 

in  the  morning  for  the  completion  of  the  proposed  espousals,  and  for 

ngning  the  neeeseaiy  deeds. 

These  had  been  carefully  prepared  under  the  revisal  of  Sir  William 

Ashton  himself,  it  having  been  resolved,  on  account  <»f  the  staU  of 
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Mil*  Aehton's  health,  aa  it  was  aaidy  that  none  save  the  partiea 
immediately  interested  should  be  present  when  the  parehments  were 
subscribed.  It  was  further  determined  that  the  marriage  should  be 
solemnised  upon  the  fourth  day  after  signing  the  articles^  a  measure 
adopted  by  Lady  Ashton,  in  order  that  Lucy  might  have  as  little  time 
as  possible  to  recede,  or  relapse  into  intractability.  There  was  no 
appearance,  howeyer,  of  her  doing  either.  She  heard  the  proposed 
arrangement  with  the  calm  indifference  of  despair,  or  rather  with  an 
apathy  arising  £rom  the  oppressed  and  stupefied  state  of  her  feelings. 
To  an  eye  so  unobserving  as  that  of  Bucklaw,  her  demeanour  load 
little  more  of  reluctance  than  might  suit  the  character  of  a  bashful 
young  lady,  who,  however,  he  could  not  disguise  from  himself,  was 
complying  with  the  choice  of  her  friends,  rather  than  exerdsing  any 
personal  predilection  in  his  fayour. 

When  the  morning  compliments  of  the  bridegroom  had  been  paid, 
Miss  Ashton  was  left  for  some  time  to  herself;  her  mother  remarking 
that  the  deeds  must  be  signed  before  the  hour  of  noon,  in  order  that 
the  marriage  might  be  happy. 

Lucy  suffered  herself  to  be  attired  for  the  occasion  as  the  taste 
of  her  attendants  suggested,  and  was  of  course  splendidly  arrayed. 
Her  dress  was  composed  of  white  satin  and  Brussels  lace,  and  her 
hair  arranged  with  a  profusion  of  jewels,  whose  lustre  made  a  strange 
contrast  to  the  deadly  paleness  of  her  complexion;  and  to  the  trouble 
which  dwelt  in  her  unsettled  eye. 

Her  toilette  was  hardly  finished  ere  Henry  appeared  to  conduct 
the  passive  bride  to  the  state  apartment,  where  all  was  prepared  for 
signing  the  contract  '^  Do  you  know,  sister,"  he  said,  **  I  am  glad 
you  are  to  have  Bucklaw  after  all,  instead  of  Bavenswood,  who 
looked  like  a  Spanish  grandee  come  to  cut  our  throats  and  trample 
our  bodies  under  foot.  And  I  am  glad  the  broad  seas  are  between 
us  this  day,  for  I  shall  never  forget  how  frightened  I  was  when  I 
took  him  for  (he  picture  of  old  Sir  Malise  walked  out  of  the  canvas. 
Tell  me  true,  are  you  not  glad  to  be  fairly  shot  of  him )'' 

'*  Ask  me  no  questions,  dear  Henry,"  said  his  unfortunate  sister ; 
« there  is  little  more  can  happen  to  make  me  either  glad  or  sorry  in 
this  world." 

<^  And  that's  what  all  young  brides  say,"  said  Henry ;  ''  and  so  do 
not  be  cast  down,  Lucy,  for  you  '11  tell  another  tale  a  twelvemonth 
hence — and  I  am  to  be  brideVman,  and  ride  before  you  to  the  kirk, 
and  all  our  kith,  kin,  and  allies,  and  all  BucklaVs,  are  to  be  mounted 
and  in  order-^-and  I  am  to  have  a  scarlet  laced  coat,  and  a  feathered 
hat,  and  a  sword-belt,  double  bordered  with  gold,  and  point  ^$tpagnef 
and  a  dagger  instead  of  a  swozd;  and  I  8h<mld  VSki^SbV^s^s^iKAi^ 
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better,  but  my  father  won't  hear  of  it.  All  my  things,  and  a  hundred 
besides,  are  to  come  out  from  Edinburgh  to-night,  with  old  Qilbert 
and  the  sumpter  mules — and  I  will  bring  them  and  show  them  to  you 
the  instant  they  come." 

The  boy's  chatter  was  here  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  Lady 
Ashton,  somewhat  alarmed  at  her  daughter's  stay.  With  one  of  her 
sweetest  smiles  she  took  Lucy's  arm  under  her  own,  and  led  her  to 
the  apartment  where  her  presence  was  expected. 

There  were  only  present  Sir  William  Ashton  and  Colonel  Douglai 
Ashton,  the  last  in  full  r^mentals;  Bucklaw,  in  bridegroom  trim; 
Craigengelt,  freshly  equipt  from  top  to  toe  by  the  bounty  of  his  patron, 
and  bedizened  with  as  much  lace  as  might  have  become  the  dress  of 
the  Copper  Captain ;  together  with  the  Reverend  Mr.  Bide-the-bent, 
the  presence  of  a  minister  being,  in  strict  Presbyterian  families^  an. 
indispensable  requisite  upon  all  occasions  of  tmusual  solemnity. 

Wine  and  refreshments  were  placed  on  a  table,  on  which  thie 
writings  were  displayed,  ready  for  signature. 

But  before  proceeding  either  to  business  or  refreshment,  Mr.  Bid«- 
the-bent,  at  a  signal  from  Sir  William  Ashton,  invited  the  company 
to  join  him  in  a  short  extemporary  prayer,  in  which  he  implor^  a 
blessing  upon  the  contract  now  to  be  solemnised  between  the  hoiiour* 
able  parties  then  present.  With  the  simplicity  of  his  times  and 
profession,  which  permitted  strong  personal  allusions,  he  petitioned' 
that  the  wounded  mind  of  one  of  these  noble  parties  might  be  healed^ 
in  reward  of  her  compliance  with  the  advice  of  her  right  honourable 
parents;  and  that,  as  she  had  proved  herself  a  child  after  God\i 
commandment,  by  honouring  her  father  and  mother,  she  and  hen 
might  enjoy  the  promised  blessing — length  of  days  in  the  land  here, 
and  a  happy  portion  hereafter  in  a  better  country.  He  prayed,  farther, 
that  the  bridegroom  might  be  weaned  from  those  follies  which  seduce 
youth  from  the  path  of  knowledge;  that  he  might  cease  to  take 
delight  in  vain  and  unprofitable  company,  scoffers,  rioters,  and  those 
who  sit  late  at  the  wine  (here  Bucklaw  winked  to  Craigengelt),  and 
cease  from  the  society  that  causeth  to  err.  A  suitable  supplication 
in  behalf  of  Sir  William  and  Lady  Ashton,  and  their  family,  con- 
cluded this  religious  address,  which  thus  embraced  every  individual 
present,  excepting  Craigengelt,  whom  the  worthy  divine  probably 
considered  as  past  all  hopes  of  grace. 

The  business  of  the  day  now  went  forward;  Sir  William  Ashton 
signed  the  contract  with  legal  solemnity  and  precision ;  his  son,  with 
military  nonchalance;  and  Bucklaw,  having  subscribed  as  rapidly  as 
Craigengelt  could  manage  to  turn  the  leaves,  concluded  by  wiping  his 
pen  on  that  worthy's  new  laced  cravat. 
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It  was  now  Misa  Ashton's  tnm  to  sign  the  writmga,  and  she  wM 
guided  bj  het  watohfnl  mother  to  the  tahle  for  that  pnrpow.  At 
her  fiTfit  attempt  she  hegan  to  write  with  a  drf  pen,  and  when  the 
circumstance  was  pointed  out,  aeemed  noable,  after  Mveral  attempts, 
to  dip  it  in  the  mawive  eilTer  intstandijih,  which  itood  fnll  before  her. 
Lady  Aahton'a  Tigil&nee  hastened  to  mpply  the  defleiency.  I  have 
myself  seen  the  &ital  deed,  and  in  the  distinct  characters  in  which 
the  name  of  Lucy  Ashton  is  traced  on  each  pf^e^  there  u  only  a 


very  slight  tremnloua  irregnlarity,  indicative  of  her  state  of  mind  at 
the  time  of  the  subscription,  fint  the  last  signature  is  incomplete^ 
defaced,  and  blotted ;  for,  while  her  hand  was  employed  in  tracing 
it,  the  hasty  tramp  of  a  horae  was  heard  at  the  gate,  anceeeded  by  a 
atep  in  the  outer  gallery,  and  a  voice,  which,  in  a  commanding  tone, 
bore  down  the  oppoaiti<ai  of  the  menials.  The  pen  dropped  from 
Lucy'a  fingers,  as  abe  exclaimed  with  a  faint  ahriek — "  He  ia  come — 
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CHAPTEE    XXXIII. 

This  by  Ms  tongae  should  be  a  Montague  I 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy ; 
Now,  by  the  |aith  and  honour  of  my  kin, 
To  strike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  sin. 

Romeo  and  Juliet, 

Hardly  had  Miss  Asbton  dropped  the  pen,  when  the  door  of  the 
apartment  flew  open,  and  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  entered  the 
apartment. 

Lockhard  and  another  domestic,  who  had  in  vain  attempted  to 
oppose  his  passage  through  the  gallery  or  antechamber,  were  seen 
standing  on  the  threshold  transfixed  with  surprise,  which  was 
instantly  communicated  to  the  whole  party  in  the  state-room.  That 
of  Colonel  Douglas  Ashton  was  mingled  with  resentment ;  that  of 
Bucklaw,  with  haughty  and  affected  indifference;  the  rest,  even 
Lady  Ashton  herself,  showed  signs  of  fear,  and  Lucy  seemed  stiffened 
to  stone  by  this  unexpected  apparition.  Apparition  it  might  well  be 
termed,  for  Kavenswood  had  more  the  appearance  of  one  returned 
from  the  dead  than  of  a  living  visitor. 

He  planted  himself  full  in  the  middle  of  the  apartment,  opposite 
to  the  table  at  which  Lucy  was  seated,  on  whom,  as  if  she  had  been 
alone  in  the  chamber,  he  bent  his  eyes  with  a  mingled  expression  of 
deep  grief  and  deliberate  indignation.  His  dark-coloured  riding 
cloak,  displaced  from  one  shoulder,  hung  around  one  side  of  his 
person  in  the  ample  folds  of  the  Spanish  mantle.  The  rest  of  his 
rich  dress  was  travel-soiPd,  and  deranged  by  hard  riding.  He  had 
a  sword  by  his  side,  and  pistols  in  his  belt.  His  slouched  hat,  which 
he  had  not  removed  at  entrance,  gave  an  additional  gloom  to  his 
dark  features,  which,  wasted  by  sorrow,  and  marked  by  the  ghastly 
look  communicated  by  long  illness,  added  to  a  countenance  naturally 
somewhat  stem  and  wild,  a  fierce  and  even  savage  expression.  The 
matted  and  dishevelled  locks  of  hair  which  escaped  from  under  his 
hat,  together  with  his  fixed  and  unmoved  posture,  made  his  head 
more  resemble  that  of  a  marble  bust  than  that  of  a  living  man.  He 
said  not.  a  single  word,  and  there  was  a  deep  silence  in  the  company 
for  more  than  two  minutes. 

It  was  broken  by  Lady  Ashton,  who  in  that  space  partly  recovered 
her  natural  audacity.  She  demanded  to  know  the  cause  of  this 
unauthorised  intrusion. 

"That  is  a  question,  madam,"  said  her  son,  ''which  I  have  the 
best  right  to  ask — and  I  must  request  of  the  Master  of  Kavenswood 
to  follow  me,  wheie  he  can  answer  it  at  leisure.'' 
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Bucklaw  interposed,  saying,  *'No  man  on  earth  should  usurp 
his  previous  right  in  demanding  an  explanation  from  the  Master. 
Graigengelt,''  he  added,  in  an  undertone,  **  d — n  ye,  why  do  you  stand 
staring  as  if  you  saw  a  ghost  1  fetch  me  my  sword  from  the  gallery.'' 

"  I  will  relinquish  to  none,"  said  Colonel  Ashton,  "  my  right  of 
calling  to  account  the  man  who  has  offered  this  unparalleled  afi&ont 
to  my  family." 

*^  Be  patient,  gentlemen,"  said  Bavenswood,  turning  sternly  towards 
them,  and  waving  his  hand  as  if  to  impose  silence  on  their  altercc^ 
tion.  '^  If  you  are  as  weary  of  your  lives  as  I  am,  I  will  find  time 
and  place  to  pledge  mine  against  one  or  both ;  at  present  I  have  no 
leisure  for  the  disputes  of  triflers." 

'^Triflers!"  echoed  Colonel  Ashton,  half  unsheathing  his  sword, 
while  Bucklaw  laid  his  hand  on  the  hilt  of  that  which  Craigengelt 
had  just  reached  him. 

Sir  William  Ashton,  alarmed  for  his  son's  safety,  rushed  between 
the  young  men  and  Bavenswood,  exclaiming,  ''  My  son,  I  command 
you — Bucklaw,  I  entreat  you — ^keep  the  peace,  in  the  name  of  the 
Queen  and  of  the  law  !" 

"  In  the  name  of  the  law  of  God,"  said  Bide-the-bent,  advancing 
also  with  uplifted  hands  between  Bucklaw,  the  Colonel,  and  the 
object  of  their  resentment — *'in  the  name  of  Him  who  brought 
peace  on  earth,  and  good-will  to  mankind,  I  implore — I  beseech — I 
command  you  to  forbear  violence  towards  each  other  !  God  hateth 
the  bloodthirsty  man — ^he  who  striketh  with  the  sword  shall  perish 
with  the  sword." 

«Do  you  take  me  for  a  dog,  sir,"  said  Colonel  Ashton,  turning 
fiercely  upon  him,  **  or  something  more  brutally  stupid,  to  endure 
this  insult  in  my  father's  house  1  Let  me  go,  Bucklaw !  He  shall 
account  to  me,  or,  by  Heaven,  I  will  stab  him  where  he  stands !" 

*'You  shall  not  touch  him  here,"  said  Bucklaw;  '^he  once  gave 
me  my  life,  and  were  he  the  devil  come  to  fiy  away  with  the  whole 
house  and  generation,  he  shall  have  nothing  but  fair  play." 

The  passions  of  the  two  young  men  thus  counteracting  each  other, 
gave  Bavenswood  leisure  to  exclaim,  in  a  stem  and  steady  voice, 
''  Silence  ! — let  him  who  really  seeks  danger,  take  the  fitting  time 
when  it  is  to  be  found;  my  mission  here  will  be  shortly  accom- 
plished. Is  that  your  handwriting,  madam  1"  he  added,  in  a  softer 
tone,  extending  towards  Miss  Ashton  her  last  letter. 

A  faltering  "  Yes "  seemed  rather  to  escape  from  her  lips  than  to 
be  uttered  as  a  voluntary  answer. 

'^And  is  tMs  also  your  handwriting?"  extending  towards  her  the 
mutual  engagement. 
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Lucy  remained  silent.  Terror,  and  a  yet  stronger  and  more  con- 
fused feeling,  so  utterly  disturbed  her  understanding,  that  she 
probably  scarcely  comprehended  the  question  that  was  put  to 
her. 

''  If  you  design,''  said  Sir  William  Ashton,  **  to  found  any  legal 
claim  on  that  paper,  sir,  do  not  expect  to  receiye  any  answer  to  an 
extrajudicial  question.'' 

'^  Sir  William  Ashton,"  said  Bavenswood,  *'  I  pray  you,  and  all 
who  hear  me,  that  you  will  not  mistake  my  purpose.  If  this  young 
lady,  of  her  own  free  will,  desires  the  restoration  of  this  contract,  as 
her  letter  would  seem  to  imply — there  is  not  a  withered  leaf  which 
this  autumn  wind  strews  on  the  heath  that  is  more  valueless  in  my 
eyes.  But  I  must  and  will  hear  the  truth  from  her  own  mouth — 
without  this  satisfaction  I  will  not  leave  this  spot.  Murder  me  by 
numbers  you  possibly  may  ;  but  I  am  an  armed  man — I  am  a 
desperate  man — and  I  will  not  die  without  ample  vengeance.  This 
is  my  resolution,  take  it  as  you  may.  I  will  hear  her  determination 
from  her  own  mouth ;  from  her  own  mouth,  alone,  and  without  wit- 
nesses, will  I  hear  it  Now,  choose,"  he  said,  drawing  his  sword  with 
the  right  hand,  and,  with  the  left,  by  the  same  motion  taking  a  pistol 
from  his  belt  and  cocking  it,  but  turning  the  point  of  one  weapon 
and  the  muzzle  of  the  other  to  the  ground — "  Choose  if  you  will  have 
this  hall  floated  with  blood,  or  if  you  will  grant  me  the  decisive 
interview  with  my  affianced  bride,  which  the  laws  of  God  and  the 
country  alike  entitle  me  to  demand." 

All  recoiled  at  the  sound  of  his  voice,  and  the  determined  action 
by  which  it  was  accompanied ;  for  the  ecstasy  of  real  desperation 
seldom  fails  to  overpower  the  less  energetic  passions  by  which  it 
may  be  opposed.  The  clergyman  was  the  first  to  speak.  **  In  the 
name  of  Gk>d,"  he  said,  '^  receive  an  overture  of  peace  from  the 
meanest  of  His  servants.  What  this  honourable  person  demands, 
albeit  it  is  urged  with  over  violence,  hath  yet  in  it  something  of 
reason.  Let  him  hear  from  Miss  Lucy's  own  lips  that  she  hath  duti- 
fully acceded  to  the  will  of  her  parents,  and  repenteth  her  of  her 
covenant  with  him ;  and  when  he  is  assured  of  this,  he  will  depart 
in  peace  unto  his  own  dwelling,  and  cumber  us  no  more.  Alas !  the 
workings  of  the  ancient  Adam  are  strong  even  in  the  regenerate — 
surely  we  should  have  long-suffering  with  those  who,  being  yet  in 
the  gall  of  bitterness  and  bond  of  iniquity,  are  swept  forward  by  the 
uncontrollable  current  of  worldly  passion.  Let,  then,  the  Master  of 
Bavenswood  have  the  interview  on  which  he  insisteth ;  it  can  but  be 
a  passing  pang  to  this  honourable  maiden,  since  her  faith  is  now 
Jrrerocahly  pledged  to  the  choice  of  her  parents.    Let  it,  I  say,  be 
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thus:  it  belongeth  to  my  fonetions  to  entreat  your  honour's  com- 
pliance with  this  healing  overtare." 

''Never !''  answered  Lady  Ashton,  whose  n^e  had  now  overcome 
her  first  surprise  and  terror — ^*  never  shall  this  man  speak  in  private 
with  my  daughter,  the  afiianced  bride  of  another !  Pass  from  this 
room  who  will,  I  remain  here.  I  fear  neither  his  violence  nor  hia 
weapons,  though  some,''  she  said,  glancing  a  look  towards  Colonel 
Ashton,  ''who  bear  my  name,  appear  more  moved  by  them." 

"  For  Qod'a  sake,  madam,''  answered  the  worthy  divine,  "add  not 
fuel  to  firebrands.  The  Master  of  Bavenswood  cannot,  I  am  sure, 
object  to  your  presence,  the  young  lady's  state  of  health  being  con- 
sidered, and  your  maternal  duty.  I  myself  will  also  tarry ;  perad- 
venture  my  grey  hairs  may  turn  away  wrath." 

"You  are  welcome  to  do  so,  sir,"  said  Bavenswood;  "and  Lady 
Ashton  is  also  welcome  to  remain,  if  she  shall  think  proper ;  but  let 
all  others  depart" 

"  Bavenswood,"  said  Colonel  Ashton,  crossing  him  as  he  went  out, 
"you  shall  account  for  this  ere  long." 

"When  you  please,"  replied  Bavenswood. 

"  But  I,"  said  Bucklaw,  with  a  half  smile,  "  have  a  prior  demand 
on  your  leisure,  a  claim  of  some  standing." 

"Arrange  it  as  you  will,"  said  Bavenswood;  "leave  me  but  this 
day  in  peace,  and  I  will  have  no  dearer  employment  on  earth  to- 
morrow than  to  give  you  all  the  satisfiaction  you  can  deaure." 

The  other  gentlemen  left  the  apartment ;  but  Sir  William  Ashton 
lingered. 

"Master  of  Bavenswood,"  he  said,  in  a  conciliating  tone,  "I  think 
I  have  not  deserved  that  you  should  make  this  scandal  and  outrage 
in  my  family.  If  you  will  sheathe  your  sword  and  retire  with  me 
into  my  study,  I  will  prove  to  you,  by  the  most  satis&ctory  argu- 
ments, the  inutility  of  your  present  iir^ular  procedure " 

"To-morrow,  sir — to-morrow — to-morrow,  I  will  hear  you  at 
length,"  reiterated  Bavenswood,  interrupting  him ;  "  this  day  hath  its 
own  sacred  and  indispensable  business." 

He  pointed  to  the  door,  and  Sir  William  left  the  apartment. 

Bavenswood  sheathed  his  sword,  uncocked  and  returned  his  pistol 
to  his  belt,  walked  deliberately  to  the  door  of  the  apartment,  which 
he  bolted — returned,  raised  his  hat  from  his  forehead,  and,  gazing 
upon  Lucy  with  eyes  in  which  an  expression  of  sorrow  overcame 
their  late  fierceness,  spread  his  dishevelled  locks  back  from  his 
face  and  said,  "  Do  you  know  me.  Miss  Ashton  1 — I  am  still  £dgar 
Bavenswood."  She  was  silent,  and  he  went  on  with  increasing 
vehemence,  "I  am  still  that  Edgar  Bavenswood  who^iot  ^^yax^^^^^sisL^ 
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renounced  the  dear  ties  by  which  injured  honour  bound  him  to  seek 
vengeance.  I  am  that  Bavenswood  who,  for  your  sake,  forgave,  nay, 
clasped  hands  in  friendship  with  the  oppressor  and  pillager  of  his 
house — ^the  traducer  and  murderer  of  his  father/' 

"  My  daughter,"  answered  Lady  Ashton,  interrupting  him,  **  has  no 
occasion  to  dispute  the  identity  of  your  person ;  the  venom  of  your 
present  language  is  suficient  to  remind  her  that  she  speaks  with  the 
mortal  enemy  of  her  f&ther.'' 

'* I  pray  you  to  be  patient,  madam,"  answered  Bavenswood ;  ''my 
answer  must  come  from  her  own  lips.  Once  more.  Miss  Lucy 
Ashton,  I  am  that  Bavenswood  to  whom  you  granted  the  solemn 
engagement  which  you  now  desire  to  retract  and  cancel'' 

Lucy's  bloodless  lips  could  only  fedter  out  the  words,  "  It  was  my 
mother." 

''She  speaks  truly,"  said  Lady  Ashton,  "it  toas  I  who,  authorised 
alike  by  the  laws  of  Gk>d  and  man,  advised  her,  and  concurred  with 
her,  to  set  aside  an  unhappy  and  precipitate  engagement,  and  to 
annul  it  by  the  authority  of  Scripture  itsel£" 

"Scripture !"  said  Bavenswood,  scornfully. 

"Let  him  hear  the  text,"  said  Lady  Ashton,  appealing  to  the 
divine,  "on  which  you  yourself  with  cautious  reluctance,  declared 
the  nullity  of  the  pretended  engagement  insisted  upon  by  this  violent 
man." 

The  clergjrman  took  his  clasped  Bible  from  his  pocket,  and  read 
the  following  words — "  If  a  woman  vow  a  vow  imto  the  Lord,  cmd  hind 
herself  by  a  bond^  being  in  herfathefi's  house  in  her  youth;  and  her  father 
hear  her  vow,  and  her  bond  wherewith  she  hath  bound  her  sovX,  and  her 
father  shall  hold  his  peace  at  her:  then  aU  her  vows  shaU  stand,  and 
every  vow  wherewith  she  hath  botmd  her  sotU  shaU  stand," 

"And  was  it  not  even  so  with  us  ?"  interrupted  Bavenswood. 

"Control  thy  impatience,  young  man,"  answered  the  Divine,  "and 
hear  what  follows  in  the  sacred  text : — *  But  if  her  father  disallow  her 
in  the  day  that  he  heareth;  not  any  of  her  vows,  or  of  her  bonds  where- 
with she  hath  bound  her  soul,  shaU  stand:  and  the  Lord  shall  forgive 
her,  because  her  father  ddsalUnved  her,* " 

"And  was  not,"  said  Lady  Ashton,  fiercely  and  triumphantly 
breaking  in — "  was  not  ours  the  case  stated  in  the  Holy  Writ  ?  Will 
this  person  deny  that  the  instant  her  parents  heard  of  the  vow  or 
bond  by  which  our  daughter  had  bound  her  soul,  we  disallowed  the 
same  in  the  most  express  terms,  and  informed  him  by  writing  of  our 
determination  ?" 

"And  is  this  all?"  said  Bavenswood,  looking  at  Lucy.  "Are 
jron  willing  to  barter  sworn  faith,  the  exercise  of  free  will,  and 
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the   feelings   of   mutual  afifeetion  to   this  wretched   hypocntieal 
sophistry  V 

^  Hear  him  T'  said  Lady  Ashton,  looking  to  the  clergyman —*'  hear 
the  hlasphemer  V* 

*'  May  Qod  forgive  him,"  said  Bide-the-bent,  **  and  enlighten  his 
ignorance !" 

^Hear  what  I  have  sacrificed  for  yon,''  said  Bavenswood,  still 
addressing  Lucy,  ''ere  yon  sanction  what  has  been  done  in  yoor 
name.  The  honour  of  an  ancient  family,  the  urgent  advice  of  my 
best  friends,  have  been  in  vain  used  to  sway  my  resolution ;  neither 
the  arguments  of  reason  nor  the  portents  of  superstition  have  shaken 
my  fidelity.  The  very  dead  have  arisen  to  warn  me,  and  their 
warning  has  been  despised.  Are  you  prepared  to  pierce  my  heart  for 
its  fidelity  with  the  very  weapon  which  my  rash  confidence  intrusted 
to  your  grasp  1" 

"Master  of  Ravenswood,''  said  Lady  Ashton,  ''you  have  asked 
what  questions  you  thought  fit  You  see  the  total  incapacity  of  my 
daughter  to  answer  you.  But  I  will  reply  for  her,  and  in  a  manner 
which  you  cannot  dispute.  You  desire  to  know  whether  Lucy 
Ashton,  of  her  own  free  will,  desires  to  annul  the  engagement  into 
which  she  has  been  trepanned.  You  have  her  letter  under  her  own 
hand,  demanding  the  surrender  of  it ;  and,  in  yet  more  full  evidence 
of  her  purpose,  here  is  the  contract  which  she  has  this  morning  sub- 
scribed, in  presence  of  this  reverend  gentleman,  with  Mr.  Hayston  of 
Bucklaw." 

Bavenswood  gazed  upon  the  deed  as  if  petrified.  "And  it  was 
without  fraud  or  compulsion,"  said  he,  looking  towards  the  clergy- 
man, ^'that  Miss  Ash  ton  subscribed  this  parchment?'' 

"  I  vouch  it  upon  my  sacred  character.*' 

"  This  is  indeed,  madam,  an  imdeniable  piece  of  evidence,"  said 
Bavenswood,  sternly ;  "  and  it  will  be  equally  unnecessary  and  dis- 
honourable to  waste  another  word  in  useless  remonstrance  or  reproach. 
There,  madam,"  he  said,  laying  down  before  Lucy  the  signed  paper 
and  the  broken  piece  of  gold — "  there  are  the  evidences  of  your  first 
engagement ;  may  you  be  more  faithfal  to  that  which  you  have  just 
formed.  I  will  trouble  you  to  return  the  corresponding  tokens  of 
my  ill-placed  confidence — I  ought  rather  to  say,  of  my  egregious 
folly." 

Lucy  returned  the  scornful  glance  of  her  lover  with  a  gaze  from 
which  perception  seemed  to  have  been  banished;  yet  she  seemed 
partly  to  have  understood  his  meaning,  for  she  raised  her  hands  as  if 
to  undo  a  blue  ribbon  which  she  wore  around  her  neck.  She  was 
unable  to  accomplish  her  purpose,  but  Lady  Ashton  cut  the  ribbon 
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asunder,  and  detached  the  broken  piece  of  gold  which  Miss  Ashton 
had  till  then  worn  concealed  in  her  bosom ;  the  written  counterpart 
of  the  lovers'  engagement  she  for  some  time  had  had  in  her  own 
possession.  With  a  haughty  curtsey,  she  delivered  both  to  Bavens- 
wood,  who  was  much  softened  when  he  took  the  piece  of  gold. 

"And  she  could  wear  it  thus,''  he  said — ^speaking  to  himself — 
<<  could  wear  it  in  her  very  bosom—- could  wear  it  next  to  her  heart — 
even  when—-— But  complaint  avails  not,"  he  said,  dashing  from  his  eye 
the  tear  which  had  gathered  in  it,  and  resuming  the  stem  composure 
of  his  manner.  He  strode  to  the  chimney,  and  threw  into  the  fire 
the  paper  and  piece  of  gold,  stamping  upon  the  coals  with  the  heel  of 
his  boot,  as  if  to  insure  their  destruction.  "  I  will  be  no  longer,"  he 
then  eaid,  «an  mtrader  here-your  evil  wishes  and  your  worse 
offices.  Lady  Ashton,  I  will  only  return  by  hoping  these  will  be  your 
last  machinations  against  your  daughter's  honour  and  happiness. 
And  to  you,  madam,"  he  said,  addressing  Lucy,  "I  have  nothing 
feurther  to  say,  except  to  pray  to  Qod  that  you  may  not  become  a 
world's  wonder  for  this  act  of  wilful  and  deliberate  perjury."  Having 
uttered  these  words,  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  left  the  apartment. 

Sir  William  Ashton,  by  entreaty  and  authority,  had  detained  his 
son  and  Bucklaw  in  a  distant  part  of  the  castle,  in  order  to  prevent 
their  again  meeting  with  Bavenswood ;  but  as  the  Master  descended 
the  great  staircase,  Lockhard  delivered  him  a  billet,  signed  Sholto 
Douglas  Ashton,  requesting  to  know  where  the  Master  of  Bavenswood 
would  be  heard  of  four  or  five  days  from  hence,  as  the  writer  had 
business  of  weight  to  settle  with  him,  so  soon  as  an  important  family 
event  had  taken  place. 

"  Tell  Colonel  Ashton,"  said  Bavenswood,  composedly,  *'  1  shall  be 
fotmd  at  Wolf's  Crag  when  his  leisure  serves  him." 

As  he  descended  the  outward  stair  which  led  from  the  terrace,  he 
was  a  second  time  interrupted  by  Craigengelt,  who,  on  the  part  of 
his  principal,  the  Laird  of  Bucklaw,  expressed  a  hope  that  Bavens- 
wood would  not  leave  Scotland  within  ten  days  at  least,  as  he  had 
both  former  and  recent  civilities  for  which  to  express  his  gratitude. 

<< Tell  your  master,"  said  Bavenswood,  fiercely,  ''to  choose  his  own 
time.  He  will  find  me  at  Wolf's  Crag,  if  Ms  purpose  is  not  fore- 
staUed." 

*'My  master  ?"  replied  Craigengelt,  encouraged  by  seeing  Colonel 
Ashton  and  Bucklaw  at  the  bottom  of  the  terrace ;  "  give  me  leave  to 
say,  I  know  of  no  such  person  upon  earth,  nor  will  I  permit  such 
language  to  be  used  to  me!" 

''Seek  your  master,  then,  in  hell  1"  exclaimed  Bavenswood,  giving 
waj  to  the  passion  he  had  hitherto  restrained,  and  throwing  Craigen- 
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gelt  firom  him  with  such  violence  that  he  rolled  down  the  steps,  and 
laj  senseless  at  the  foot  of  them.  ''  I  am  a  fooV  he  instantly  added, 
''to  vent  my  passion  upon  a  caitiff  so  worthless." 

He  then  mounted  his  horse,  which  at  his  arrival  he  had  secured 
to  a  balustrade  in  front  of  the  castle,  rode  very  slowly  past  Bucklaw 
and  Colonel  Ashton,  raising  his  hat  as  he  passed  each,  and  looking 
in  their  faces  steadily  while  he  offered  this  mute  salutation,  which 
was  returned  by  both  with  the  same  stem  gravity.  Bavenswood 
walked  on  with  equal  deliberation  until  he  reached  the  head  of  the 
avenue,  as  if  to  show  that  he  rather  courted  than  avoided  inteirup- 
tion.  When  he  had  passed  the  upper  gate,  he  turned  his  horse, 
and  looked  at  the  castle  with  a  fixed  eye;  then  set  spurs  to  his 
good  steed,  and  departed  with  the  speed  of  a  demon  dismissed  by 
the  exorcist. 


CHAPTEE    XXXIV, 

Who  comes  from  the  bridal  chamber  f 

It  IB  Azrael,  the  angel  of  death. 

Thalaba. 
After  the  dreadful  scene  that  had  taken  place  at  the  castle,  Lucy 
was  transported  to  her  own  chamber,  where  she  remained  for  some 
time  in  a  state  of  absolute  stupor.  Yet  afterwards,  in  the  course  of 
the  ensuing  day,  she  seemed  to  have  recovered,  not  merely  her  spirits 
and  resolution,  but  a  sort  of  flighty  levity  that  was  foreign  to  her 
character  and  situation,  and  which  was  at  times  chequered  by  fits  of 
deep  silence  and  melancholy,  and  of  capricious  pettishness.  Lady 
Ashton  became  much  alarmed,  and  consulted  the  feunily  physicians. 
But,  as  her  pulse  indicated  no  change,  they  could  only  say  that  the 
disease  was  on  the  spirits,  and  recommended  gentle  exercise  and 
amusement.  Miss  Ashton  never  alluded  to  what  had  passed  in  the 
state-room.  It  seemed  doubtful  even  if  she  was  conscious  of  it,  for 
she  was  often  observed  to  raise  her  hands  to  her  neck,  as  if  in  search 
of  the  ribbon  that  had  been  taken  from  it,  and  mutter,  in  surprise 
and  discontent,  when  she  could  not  find  it^  *'  It  was  the  link  that 
bound  me  to  Hfe.'' 

Notwithstanding  all  these  remarkable  symptoms.  Lady  Ashton  was 
too  deeply  pledged  to  delay  her  daughter's  marriage  even  in  her 
present  state  of  health.  It  cost  her  much  trouble  to  keep  up  the 
&ir  side  of  appearances  towards  Bucklaw.  She  was  well  aware  that 
if  he  once  saw  any  reluctance  on  her  daughter's  part,  he  would  break 
off  the  treaty,  to  her  great  personal  shame  and  dishonour^     Sbj^ 
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therefore  resolved  that,  if  Lucy  continued  passive,  the  marriage 
should  take  place  upon  the  day  that  had  been  previously  fixed, 
trusting  that  a  change  of  place,  of  situation,  and  of  character  would 
operate  a  more  speedy  and  effectual  cure  upon  the  unsettled  spirits 
of  her  daughter  than  could  be  attained  by  the  slow  measures  which 
the  medical  men  recommended.  Sir  William  Ashton's  views  of 
family  aggrandisement,  and  his'  desire  to  strengthen  himself  against 

the  measures  of  the  Marquis  of  A ,  readily  induced  him  to 

acquiesce  in  what  he  could  not  have  perhaps  resisted  if  willing  to  do 
80.  As  for  the  young  men,  Bucklaw  and  Colonel  Ashton,  they 
protested  that,  after  what  had  happened,  it  would  be  most  dishonour- 
able to  postpone  for  a  single  hour  the  time  appointed  for  the  marriage, 
as  it  would  be  generally  ascribed  to  their  being  intimidated  by  the 
intrusive  visit  and  threats  of  Kavenswood. 

Bucklaw  would  indeed  have  been  incapable  of  such  precipitation 
had  he  been  aware  of  the  state  of  Miss  Ashton's  health,  or  rather  of 
her  mind.  But  custom  upon  these  occasions  permitted  only  brief 
and  sparing  intercourse  between  the  bridegroom  and  the  betrothed ; 
a  circumstance  so  well  improved  by  Lady  Ashton  that  Bucklaw 
neither  saw  nor  suspected  the  real  state  of  the  health  and  feelings  of 
his  unhappy  bride. 

On  the  eve  of  the  bridal  day  Lucy  appeared  to  have  one  of  her  fits 
of  levity,  and  surveyed  with  a  degree  of  girlish  interest  the  various 
preparations  of  dress,  &c.,  &c.,  which  the  different  members  of  the 
family  had  prepared  for  the  occasion. 

The  morning  dawned  bright  and  cheerily.  The  bridal  guests 
assembled  in  gallant  troops  from  distant  quarters.  Not  only  the 
relations  of  Sir  William  Ashton,  and  the  still  more  dignified  con- 
nexions of  his  lady,  together  with  the  numerous  kinsmen  and  allies 
of  the  bridegroom,  were  present  upon  this  joyful  ceremony,  gallantly 
mounted,  arrayed,  and  caparisoned,  but  almost  every  presbyterian 
family  of  distinction  within  fifty  miles  made  a  point  of  attendance 
upon  an  occasion  which  was  considered  as  giving  a  sort  of  triumph 

over  the  Marquis  of  A ,  in  the  person  of  his  kinsman.    Splendid 

refreshments  awaited  the  guests  on  their  arrival,  and  after  these  were 
finished  the  cry  was  to  horse.  The  bride  was  led  forth  betwixt  her 
brother  Henry  and  her  mother.  Her  gaiety  of  the  preceding  day 
had  given  rise  to  a  deep  shade  of  melancholy,  which,  however,  did 
not  misbecome  an  occasion  so  momentous.  There  was  a  light  in  her 
eyes  and  a  colour  in  her  cheek  which  had  not  been  kindled  for  many 
a  day,  and  which,  joined  to  her  great  beauty  and  the  splendour  of  her 
dress,  occasioned  her  entrance  to  be  greeted  with  a  universal  murmur 
of  applauae,  in  which  even  the  ladies  could  not  refrain  from  joining. 
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While  the  cavalcade  were  gettmg  to  horse,  Sir  William  Ashton,  a 
man  of  peace  and  of  form,  censured  his  son  Henry  for  having  begirt 
himself  with  a  military  sword  of  preposterous  length,  belonging  to 
his  brother,  Colonel  Ashton. 

"  If  you  must  have  a  weapon,''  he  said,  '*  upon  such  a  peaceful 
occasion,  why  did  you  not  use  the  short  poniard  sent  from  Edinburgh 
on  purpose  V* 

The  boy  vindicated  himself  by  saying  it  was  lost. 

"  You  put  it  out  of  the  way  yourseli^  I  suppose,''  said  his  father, 
^*  out  of  ambition  to  wear  that  preposterous  thing,  which  might  have 
served  Sir  William  Wallace.  But  never  mind,  get  to  horse  now,  and 
take  care  of  your  sister." 

The  boy  did  so,  and  was  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  gallant  train. 
At  the  time  he  was  too  full  of  his  appearance,  his  sword,  his  laced 
cloak,  his  feathered  hat,  and  his  managed  horse,  to  pay  much  regard 
to  anything  else ;  but  he  afterwards  remembered  to  the  hour  of  his 
death,  that  when  the  hand  of  his  sister,  by  which  she  supported 
herself  on  the  pillion  behind  him,  touched  his  own,  it  felt  as  wet  and 
cold  as  sepulchral  marble. 

Glancing  wide  over  hill  and  dale,  the  fair  bridal  procession  at  last 
reached  the  parish  church,  which  they  nearly  filled;  for,  besides 
domestics,  above  a  hundred  gentlemen  and  ladies  were  present  upon 
the  occasion.  The  marriage  ceremony  was  performed  according  to 
the  rites  of  the  Presbyterian  persuasion,  to  which  Bucklaw  of  late 
had  judged  it  proper  to  conform. 

On  the  outside  of  the  church  a  liberal  dole  was  distributed  to  the 
poor  of  the  neighbouring  parishes,  under  the  direction  of  Johnny 
Mortsheugh,  who  had  lately  been  promoted  from  his  desolate  quarters 
at  the  Hermitage  to  fill  the  more  eligible  situation  of  sexton  at 
the  parish  church  of  Eavenswood.  Dame  Gburlay,  with  two  of  her 
contemporaries,  the  same  who  assisted  at  Alice's  late-wake,  seated 
apart  upon  a  flat  monument,  or  thr(mghr8t(mey  sat  enviously  com- 
paring the  shares  which  had  been  allotted  to  them  in  dividing  the 
dole. 

"  Johnny  Mortsheugh,**  said  Annie  Winnie,  "  might  hae  minded 
auld  lang  syne,  and  thought  of  his  auld  kimmers,  for  as  braw  as  he 
is  with  his  new  black  coat  I  hae  gotten  but  five  herring  instead  o' 
sax,  and  this  disna  look  like  a  gude  saxpennys,  and  I  daresay  this  bit 
morsel  o'  beef  is  an  unce  lighter  than  ony  that 's  been  dealt  round ; 
and  it 's  a  bit  o'  the  tenony  hough,  mair  by  token,  that  yours,  Maggie, 
is  out  o'  the  back  sey." 

''Mine,  quo'  she?"  mumbled  the  paralytic  hag,  '^mine  is  half 
banes,  I  trow.    If  grit  folk  gie  poor  bodies  onything  for  Qomin%\i;^ 
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their  weddings  and  burials,  it  sold  be  something  that  wad  do  them 
gnde,  I  think." 

"  Their  gifts,"  said  Ailsie  Qourlay,  *'  are  dealt  for  nae  love  of  us— 
nor  out  of  respect  for  whether  we  feed  or  starve.  They  wad  gie  us 
whinstanes  for  loaves,  if  it  would  serve  their  ain  vanity,  and  yet  they 
expect  us  to  be  as  gratefa',  as  they  ca'  it,  as  if  they  served  us  for  true 
love  and  liking." 

*'  And  that 's  truly  said,"  answered  her  companion. 

''But,  Ailsie  Qourlay,  ye 're  the  auldest  o'  us  three,  did  ye  ever  see 
a  mair  grand  bridal  ?" 

'' I  winna  say  that  I  have,"  answered  the  hag ;  ''but  I  think  soon 
to  see  as  braw  a  burial." 

'*  And  that  wad  please  me  as  weel,"  said  Annie  Winnie ;  "  for  there's 
as  large  a  dole,  and  folk  are  no  obliged  to  gim  and  laugh,  and  mak 
muigeons,  and  wish  joy  to  these  hellicat  quality,  that  lord  it  ower  us 
like  brute  beasts.  I  like  to  pack  the  dead-dole  in  my  lap,  and  rin 
ower  my  auld  rhyme — 

*  My  loaf  in  my  lap,  my  penny  in  my  pmse, 
Thou  art  ne'er  the  better,  and  I  'm  ne'er  the  worse.' "t 

"That's  right,  Annie,"  said  the  paralytic  woman;  "Qod  send  us 
a  green  Yule  and  a  fat  kirkyard  I" 

"  But  I  wad  like  to  ken,  Lucky  Gourlay,  for  ye  're  the  auldest  and 
wisest  amang  us,  whilk  o'  these  revellers'  turns  it  will  be  to  be 
streekit  first  1" 

"  D'  ye  see  yon  dandilly  maiden,"  said  Dame  Qourlay,  "  a'  glis- 
tenin'  wi'  goud  and  jewels,  that  they  are  lifting  up  on  the  white 
horse  behind  that  harebrained  callant  in  scarlet,  wi'  the  lang  sword 
at  his  side  ?" 

*'But  that's  the  bride!"  said  her  companion,  her  cold  heart 
touched  with  some  sort  of  compassion;  "that's  the  very  bride 
hersell !  Eh,  whow  !  sae  young,  sae  braw,  and  sae  bonny — and  is 
her  time  sae  short  ? " 

"  I  tell  ye,"  said  the  sibyl,  "  her  winding-sheet  is  up  as  high  as  her 
throat  already,  believe  it  wha  list.  Her  sand  has  but  few  grains  to 
rin  out,  and  nae  wonder — ^they  've  been  weel  shaken.  The  leaves  are 
withering  fieust  on  the  trees,  but  she  '11  never  see  the  Martinmas  wind 
gar  them  dance  in  swirls  like  the  fairy  rings." 

"  Te  waited  on  her  for  a  quarter,"  said  the  paralytic  woman,  *'  and 
got  twa  red  pieces,  or  I  am  fjBor  beguiled." 

t  Reginald  Scott  tellB  of  an  old  woman  who  performed  so  many  cures  by  mdans  of 
a  charm,  that  she  was  suspected  of  witchcraft.  Her  mode  of  practice  being  inquired 
into,  it  was  found  that  the  only  fee  whioh  she  would  accept  of  was  a  loaf  of  bread 
and  a  silver  penny;  and  that  the  potent  charm  with  which  she  wrought  so  many  ourea 
mu  the  doggvnH  ooaplst  In  the  text. 
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"  Aj,  ay,"  uwwend  AiMe  vith  a  bitter  grin,  "  and  Sir  William 
Ashton  promised  me  a  boimj  led  gown  to  the  boot  o'  that — a  (tak^ 
and  a  chain,  and  a  tar-barrel,  laM  1 — what  think  ye  <f  that  for  & 
pnipinet — for  being  up  early  and  donn  late  for  fonisoore  nightt  and 
mair  wi'  hiB  dwlning  dangbtat.  Bnt  he  may  keep  it  for  hi*  ain 
leddy,  cnmmera." 

"  I  has  heard  a  songh,"  aaid  Annie  Winnie,  "  as  if  Leddy  Aahton 
waa  nae  amxij  body." 


**  D'  ye  see  her  yonder,"  »ud  Dame  Qonilay,  "  aa  she  prances  on 
her  grey  gelding  ont  at  the  kirk-yardi — there's  mair  o*  Qttec  deevilty 
in  that  woman,  aa  brave  and  &ir-faehioned  a*  she  rides  yonder,  than 
in  a'  the  Scotch  witches  that  ever  flew  by  moonlight  ower  North- 
Berwick  Law." 

"What's  that  ye  say  abont  witches,  ye  damned  hags?"  said 
Johnny  Mortshengh ;  "  ore  ya  casting  yer  cantrips  in  the  Tery  kirk- 
jtai,  to  mischief  the  bride  and  bridegroom  ?    QtX,  w%  WiUk,  ^m 
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if  I  tak  my  Bouple  tf  ye,  1 11  gar  ye  find  the  road  fester  than  ye 
wad  like." 

"Hech,  sirsl"  answered  A  lime  Qourlay;  "how  bra'  are  we  wi' 
our  new  black  coat  and  our  weel-poathered  head,  as  if  we  had 
never  ken'd  hanger  nor  thirst  oursells !  and  we  '11  be  screwing  up 
our  bit  fiddle,  doubtless,  in  the  ha'  the  night,  amang  a'  the  other  elbo'- 
jiggers  for  miles  round.  Let's  see  if  the  pins  baud,  Johnny — that's 
a',  lad." 

"  I  take  ye  a'  to  witness,  gude  people,"  said  Mortsheugh,  "  that  she 
threatens  me  wi'  mischief  and  forspeaks  me.  If  onything  but  gude 
happens  to  me  or  my  fiddle  this  night,  I  '11  make  it  the  blackest 
night's  job  she  ever  stirred  in.  I'll  hae  her  before  Presbytery  and 
Synod.  I'm  half  a  minister  mysell,  now  that  I'm  a  bedral  in  an 
inhabited  parish." 

Although  the  mutual  hatred  betwixt  these  hags  and  the  rest  of 
mankind  had  steeled  their  hearts  against  all  impressions  of  festivity, 
this  was  by  no  means  the  case  with  the  multitude  at  large.  The 
splendour  of  the  bridal  retinue — the  gay  dresses — the  spirited  horses 
— the  blithesome  appearance  of  the  handsome  women  and  gallant 
gentlemen  assembled  upon  the  occasion,  had  the  usual  effect  upon 
the  minds  of  the  populace.  The  repeated  shouts  of  "  Ashtou  and 
Bucklaw  for  ever !" — ^the  discharge  of  pistols,  guns,  and  musketoons, 
to  give  what  was  called  the  bridal-shot,  evinced  the  interest  the 
people  took  in  the  occasion  of  the  cavalcade,  as  they  accompanied  it 
upon  their  return  to  the  castle.  If  there  was  here  and  there  an  elder 
peasant  or  his  wife  who  sneered  at  the  pomp  of  the  upstart  femily, 
and  remembered  the  days  of  the  long-descended  Eavenswoods,  even 
they,  attracted  by  the  plentiful  cheer  which  the  castle  that  day 
afforded  to  rich  and  poor,  held  their  way  thither,  and  acknowledged, 
notwithstanding  their  prejudices,  the  influence  of  VAmphitrion  aii  Von 
dine. 

Thus  accompanied  with  the  attendance  both  of  rich  and  poor, 
Lucy  returned  to  her  fether's  house.  Bucklaw  used  his  privilege 
of  riding  next  to  the  bride,  but,  new  to  such  a  situation,  rather 
endeavoured  to  attract  attention  by  the  display  of  his  person  and 
horsemanship  than  by  any  attempt  to  address  her  in  private.  They 
reached  the  castle  in  safety,  amid  a  thousand  joyous  acclamations. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  weddings  of  ancient  days  were  celebrated 
with  a  festive  publicity  rejected  by  the  delicacy  of  modem  times. 
The  marriage-guests,  on  the  present  occasion,  were  regaled  with  a 
banquet  of  unbounded  profusion,  the  relics  of  which,  after  the 
domestics  had  feasted  in  their  turn,  were  distributed  among  the 
Bbouting  crowd,  with  as  many  barrels  of  ale  as  made  the  hilarity 
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without  correspond  to  that  within  th&  castle.  The  gentlemeo, 
according  to  the  fashion  of  the  times,  indulged,  for  the  most  part, 
in  deep  draughts  of  the  richest  wines,  while  the  ladies,  prepared  for 
the  ball  which  always  closed  a  bridal  entertainment,  impatiently 
expected  their  arrival  in  the  state  gallery.  At  length  the  social 
party  broke  up  at  a  late  hour,  and  the  gentlemen  crowded  into  the 
saloon,  where,  enlivened  by  wine  and  the  joyful  occasion,  they  laid 
aside  their  swords,  and  handed  their  impatient  partners  to  the  floor. 
The  music  already  rung  from  the  gallery,  along  the  fretted  roof  of 
the  ancient  state  apartment.  According  to  strict  etiquette,  the  bride 
ought  to  have  opened  the  ball,  but  Lady  Ashton,  making  an  apology 
on  account  of  her  daughter's  health,  offered  her  own  hand  to  Bucklaw 
as  substitute  for  her  daughter's. 

But  as  Lady  Ashton  raised  her  head  gracefully,  expecting  the 
strain  at  which  she  was  to  begin  the  dance,  she  was  so  much  struck 
by  an  unexpected  alteration  in  the  ornaments  of  the  apartment  that 
she  was  surprised  into  an  exclamation — *^  Who  has  dared  to  change 
the  pictures  1" 

All  looked  up,  and  those  who  knew  the  usual  state  of  the  apartment 
observed  with  surprise  that  the  picture  of  Sir  William  Ashton's  father 
was  removed  from  its  place,  and  in  its  stead  that  of  old  Sir  Malise 
Bavenswood  seemed  to  frown  wrath  and  vengeance  upon  the  party 
assembled  below.  The  exchange  must  have  been  made  while  the 
apartments  were  empty,  but  had  not  been  observed  until  the  torches 
and  lights  in  the  sconces  were  kindled  for  the  ball.  The  haughty 
and  heated  spirits  of  the  gentlemen  led  them  to  demand  an  immediate 
enquiry  into  the  cause  of  what  they  deemed  an  affront  to  their  host 
and  to  themselves ;  but  Lady  Ashton,  recovering  herself,  passed  it 
over  as  the  freak  of  a  crazy  wench  who  was  maintained  about  the 
castle,  and  whose  susceptible  imagination  had  been  observed  to  be 
much  affected  by  the  stories  which  Dame  Gourlay  delighted  to  tell 
concerning  the  ''  former  family,"  so  Lady  Ashton  named  the  Bavens- 
woods.  The  obnoxious  picture  was  immediately  removed,  and  the 
ball  was  opened  by  Lady  Ashton,  with  a  grace  and  dignity  which 
supplied  the  charms  of  youth,  and  almost  verified  the  extravagant 
encomiums  of  the  elder  part  of  the  company,  who  extolled  her  per- 
formance as  far  exceeding  the  dancing  of  the  rising  generation. 

When  Lady  Ashton  sat  down,  she  was  not  surprised  to  find  that 
her  daughter  had  left  the  apartment,  and  she  herself  followed,  eager 
to  obviate  any  impression  which  might  have  been  made  upon  her 
nerves  by  an  incident  so  likely  to  affect  them  as  the  mysterious 
transposition  of  the  portraits.  Apparently  she  found  her  apprehen- 
sions groundless,  for  she  returned  in  about  an  \io^T)ttsA^\Ass^st»^ 
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the  biidegrooni,  who  extricated  hinuelf  bom  the  daneen,  and 
Tauuhed  bom  the  apaitment.  The  uutromentB  now  pUjed  their 
londeat  strains— the  dancera  pnmted  theii  exercise  with  all  the 
enthueiaam  inspired  by  yonth,  mirth,  and  high  spirit*,  when  a  <xj 
WM  bettrd,  ao  Bbrill  and  piercing  aa  at  once  to  aneet  the  dance  and 
the  mode  All  stood  motionlees;  but  when  the  yell  was  again 
repeated,  Colonel  Aahton  snatched  a  torch  from  the  sconce,  and 
demanding  the  key  of  the  bridal-chamber  from  Henry,  to  whom,  as 
Irid^B  man,  it  had  been  intrusted,  rushed  thither,  followed  by  Sir 


William  and  Lady  Aahton,  and  one  or  two  others,  near  relations  of 
the  femily.  The  bridal  guests  waited  their  return  in  stupefied 
amazement. 

Arrired  at  tbe  door  of  the  apartment.  Colonel  Ashton  knocked 
and  called,  bat  received  no  answer  except  stifled  groans.  He  hesi- 
tated no  longer  to  open  the  door  of  the  apartment,  in  which  be  found 
opposition  bom  something  which  lay  against  it.  When,  he  had 
'  d  in  opening  it.  tha  body  of  the  bridegroom  was  (bond  lying 


THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMSRMOOR.  189 

on  the  threshold  of  the  bridal  chamber,  and  all  around  was  flooded 
with  blood.  A  cry  of  surpriBe  and  horror  was  raised  by  all  present ; 
and  the  company,  excited  by  this  new  alarm,  began  to  msh  tnmvl- 
tnonsly  towards  the  sleeping  apartment  Colonel  Ashton,  first 
whispering  to  his  mother — '*  Search  for  her^she  has  mordezed 
him !''  drew  his  sword,  planted  himself  in  the  passage,  and  declared 
he  would  suffer  no  man  to  pass  excepting  the  clei^yman  and  a 
medical  person  present.  By  their  assistance,  Bucklaw,  who  still 
breathed,  was  raised  from  the  ground,  and  transported  to  another 
apartment,  where  his  friends,  full  of  suspicion  and  murmuring, 
assembled  round  him  to  learn  the  opinion  of  the  surgeon. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Lady  Ashton,  her  husband,  and  their  assistants, 
in  vain  sought  Lucy  in  the  bridal  bed  and  in  the  chamber.  There 
was  no  private  passage  from  the  room,  and  they  began  to  think 
that  she  must  have  thrown  herself  from  the  window,  when  one  of 
the  company,  holding  his  torch  lower  than  the  rest,  disooyered  some^ 
thing  white  in  the  comer  of  the  great  old-fashioned  chimney  of  the 
apartment.  Here  they  found  the  unfortunate  gixl,  seated,  or  rather 
eouched  like  a  hare  upon  its  form — ^her  head-gear  dishevelled ;  her 
night-clothes  torn  and  dabbled  with  blood — ^her  eyes  glased,  and  her 
features  convulsed  into  a  wild  paroxysm  of  insanity.  When  she  saw 
herself  discovered,  she  gibbered,  made  mouths,  and  pointed  at  them 
with  her  bloody  fingers,  with  the  frantic  gestures  of  an  erulting 
demoniac. 

Female  assistance  was  now  hastily  summoned ;  the  unhappy  bride 
was  overpowered,  not  without  the  use  of  some  force.  As  they  carried 
her  over  the  threshold,  she  looked  down,  and  uttered  the  only  articu- 
late words  that  she  had  yet  spoken,  saying,  with  a  sort  of  grinning 
exultation — "  So,  you  have  ta'en  up  your  bonnie  bridegroom  1"  She 
was  by  the  shuddering  assistants  conveyed  to  another  and  more 
retired  apartment,  where  she  was  secured  as  her  situation  required, 
and  closely  watched.  The  unutterable  agony  of  the  parents — the 
horror  and  confusion  of  all  who  were  in  the  castle— -the  fury  of  con- 
tending passions  between  the  friends  of  the  different  parties,  passionB 
augmented  by  previous  intemperance,  surpass  description. 

The  surgeon  was  the  first  who  obtained  something  like  a  patient 
hearing ;  he  pronounced  that  the  wound  of  Bucklaw,  though  severe 
and  dangerous,  was  by  no  means  fatal,  but  might  readily  be  rendered 
so  by  disturbance  and  hasty  removaL  This  silenced  the  numerous 
party  of  BucklaVs  friends,  who  had  previously  insisted  that  he 
should,  at  all  rates,  be  transported  from  the  castle  to  the  nearest  d 
their  houses.  They  still  demanded,  however,  that,  in  consideration 
of  what  had  happened,  four  al  their  number  should  temaixL^  ^««kjSQk 
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over  the  sick-bed  of  their  Mend^  and  that  a  suitable  number  of  their 
domestics,  well-armed,  should  also  remain  in  the  castle.  This  con- 
dition being  acceded  to  on  the  part  of  Colonel  Ashton  and  his  father, 
the  rest  of  the  bridegroom's  friends  left  the  castle,  notwithstanding 
the  hour  and  the  darkness  of  the  night.  The  cares  of  the  medical 
man  were  next  employed  in  behalf  of  Miss  Ashton,  whom  he  pro- 
nounced to  be  in  a  very  dangerous  state.  Farther  medical  assistance 
was  immediately  summoned.  All  night  she  remained  delirious.  On 
the  morning  she  fell  into  a  state  of  absolute  insensibility.  The  next 
evening,  the  physician  said,  would  be  the  crisis  of  her  malady.  It 
proved  so;  for  although  she  awoke  from  her  trance,  with  some 
appearance  of  calmness,  and  suffered  her  night-clothes  to  be  changed, 
or  put  in  order,  yet  so  soon  as  she  put  her  hand  to  her  neck,  as  if  to 
search  for  the  fatal  blue  ribbon,  a  tide  of  recollections  seemed  to  rush 
upon  her,  which  her  mind  and  body  were  alike  incapable  of  bearing. 
Convulsion  followed  convulsion,  till  they  closed  in  death,  without 
her  being  able  to  utter  a  word  explanatory  of  the  fatal  scene. 

The  provincial  judge  of  the  district  arrived  the  day  after  the  young 
lady  had  expired,  and  executed,  though  with  all  possible  delicacy  to 
the  afflicted  family,  the  painful  duty  of  enquiring  into  this  fatal 
transaction.  But  there  occurred  nothing  to  explain  the  general 
hypothesis,  that  the  bride,  in  a  sudden  fit  of  insanity,  had  stabbed 
the  bridegroom  at  the  threshold  of  the  apartment.  The  fatal  weapon 
was  found  in  the  chamber,  smeared  with  blood.  It  was  the  same 
poniard  which  Henry  should  have  worn  on  the  wedding-day,  and 
which  his  unhappy  sister  had  probably  contrived  to  secrete  on  the 
preceding  evening,  when  it  had  been  shown  to  her  among  other 
articles  of  preparation  for  the  wedding. 

The  friends  of  Bucklaw  expected  that  on  his  recovery  he  would 
throw  some  light  upon  this  dark  story,  and  eagerly  pressed  him  with 
inquiries,  which  for  some  time  he  evaded  under  pretext  of  weakness. 
When,  however,  he  had  been  transported  to  his  own  house,  and  was 
considered  as  in  a  state  of  convalescence,  he  assembled  those  persons, 
both  male  and  female,  who  had  considered  themselves  as  entitled  to 
press  him  on  this  subject,  and  returned  them  thanks  for  the  interest 
they  had  exhibited  in  his  behalf,  and  their  offers  of  adherence  and 
support  ^*I  wish  you  all,**  he  said,  ''my  Mends,  to  understand, 
however,  that  I  have  neither  story  to  tell  nor  injuries  to  avenge.  If 
a  lady  shall  question  me  henceforward  upon  the  incidents  of  that 
unhappy  night,  I  shall  remain  silent,  and  in  future  consider  her  as 
one  who  has  shown  herself  desirous  to  break  off  her  friendship  with 
me ;  in  a  word,  I  will  never  speak  to  her  again.  But  if  a  gentleman 
skaJl  ask  me  the  same  question,  I  shall  regard  the  incivility  as 
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equivalent  to  an  invitation  to  meet  him  in  the  Duke's  Walk^f  and  I 
expect  that  he  will  rule  himself  accordingly/ 

A  declaration  so  decisive  admitted  no  commentary;  and  it  was 
soon  after  seen  that  £ucklaw  had  arisen  from  the  bed  of  sickness  a 
sadder  and  a  wiser  man  than  he  had  hitherto  shown  himsell  He 
dismissed  Craigengelt  from  his  society,  but  not  without  such  a  pro- 
vision as,  if  well  employed,  might  secure  him  against  indigence,  and 
against  temptation. 

£ucklaw  afterwards  went  abroad,  and  never  returned  to  Scotland  ; 
nor  was  he  known  ever  to  hint  at  the  circumstances  attending  his 
fatal  marriage.  £y  many  readers  this  may  be  deemed  overstrained, 
romantic,  and  composed  by  the  wild  imagination  of  an  author 
desirous  of  gratifying  the  popular  appetite  for  the  horrible;  but 
those  who  are  read  in  the  private  family  history  of  Scotland  during 
the  period  in  which  the  scene  is  laid,  will  readily  discover,  through 
the  disguise  of  borrowed  names  and  added  incidents,  the  leading 
particulars  of  an  oweb  true  tale. 


CHAPTER    XXXV. 

Whose  mind 's  so  marbled,  and  his  heart  so  hard. 

That  would  not,  when  this  huge  mishap  was  heard, 

To  th'  utmost  note  of  sorrow  set  their  song, 

To  see  a  gallant,  with  so  great  a  grace, 

So  suddenly  unthought  on,  so  o'erthrown. 

And  so  to  perish  in  so  poor  a  place, 

By  too  rash  riding  in  a  ground  unknown  ! 

Poem,  in  Nisbet^s  Heraldry ^  Vol,  IT, 

We  have  anticipated  the  course  of  time  to  mention  Bucklaw's 
recovery  and  fate,  that  we  might  not  interrupt  the  detail  of  events 
which  succeeded  the  funeral  of  the  unfortunate  Lucy  Ashton.  This 
melancholy  ceremony  was  performed  in  the  misty  dawn  of  an 
autumnal  morning,  with  such  moderate  attendance  and  ceremony^  as 
could  not  possibly  be  dispensed  with.  A  very  few  of  the  nearest 
relations  attended  her  body  to  the  same  churchyard  to  which  she 
had  so  lately  been  led  as  a  bride,  with  as  little  free  will,  perhaps,  as 
could  be  now  testified  by  her  lifeless  and  passive  remains.  An  aisle 
adjacent  to  the  church  had  been  fitted  up  by  Sir  William  Ashton  as 
a  family  cemetery ;  and  here,  in  a  coffin  bearing  nether  name  nor 
date,  were  consigned  to  dust  the  remains  of  what  was  once  lovely, 

t  A  walk  in  the  yicinity  of  Holyrood-hoose,  bo  called  because  otten.  frequented  by 
the  Duke  of  Tork,  aftnwards  James  II.,  during  his  residence  in  Scotland.  Ifc  was  for 
a  long  time  the  usual  place  of  rendeivous  for  settling  affkin  of  honooi. 
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beantifdl,  and  innocent,  thougli  exasperated  to  frenzy  hf  a  long  tract 
of  nnrei^itting  persecution.  While  the  mourners  ^fere  busy  in  the 
Yanlt,  the  three  Tillage  hags,  who,  notwithstanding  the  unwonted 
earliness  of  the  h&ta,  had  snuffed  the  carrion  like  vultures,  were 
seated  on  the  "  through-stane,"  and  engaged  in  their  wonted  unhal- 
lowed conference. 

^  Did  not  I  say,*  said  Dame  Gourlay,  **  that  the  braw  bridal  would 
be  followed  by  as  braw  a  funeral  V 

^1  think,"  answered  Dame  Winnie,  "  there 's  little  bravery  at  it; 
neither  meat  nor  drink,  and  just  a  wheen  silver  tippenoes  to  the 
poor  folk ;  it  was  little  worth  while  to  come  sae  far  road  for  eae  sma' 
profit,  and  us  sae  frail.* 

"  Out,  wretch !"  replied  Dame  Gourlay,  "  can  a'  the  dainties  they 
eould  gie  us  be  half  sae  sweet  as  this  hour's  vengeance  ?  There  they 
are  that  were  capering  on  theif  prancing  nags  four  days  since,  and 
they  are  now  ganging  as  dreigh  and  sober  as  oursells  the  day.  They 
were  a'  glistening  wi'  gowd  and  silver — they  're  now  as  black  as  the 
crook.  And  Miss  Lucy  Ashton,  that  grudged  when  an  honest  woman 
came  near  her,  a  taid  may  sit  on  her  coffin  the  day,  and  she  can 
never  scunner  when  he  croaks.  And  Lady  Ashton  has  hell-fire 
burning  in  her  breast  by  this  time ;  and  Sir  William,  wi'  bis  gibbets, 
and  his  faggots,  and  his  chains^  how  likes  he  the  witcheries  of  his  ain 
dwelling-house  V* 

''  And  is  it  true,  then,"  mumbled  the  paralytic  wretch,  ^'  that  the 
bride  was  trailed  out  of  her  bed  and  up  the  chimley  by  evil  spirits, 
and  that  the  bridegroom's  £ace  was  wrung  round  ahint  him  V* 

"Ye  needna  care  wha  did  it,  or  how  it  was  done,"  said  Ailsie 
Gk)urlay;  '*but  I  '11  uphaud  it  for  nae  etickitf  job,  and  that  the  lairds 
and  leddies  ken  weel  this  day." 

^  And  was  it  true,''  said  Annie  Winnie,  "sia  ye  ken  sae  muckle 
about  it,  that  the  picture  of  Auld  Sir  Malise  Bavenswood  came 
down  on  the  ha'  floor,  and  led  out  the  brawl  before  them  a'  ?^ 

'*  Na,"  said  Ailsie,  ''but  into  the  ha'  came  the  picture — ^and  I  ken 
weel  how  it  came  there — to  gie  them  a  warning  that  pride  would  get 
a  &'»  But  there's  as  queer  a  ploy,  cummers,  as  ony  o'  thae,  that 'a 
gaun  on  even  now  in  the  burial  vault  yonder-^y e  saw  twall  moumeia, 
wi'  eiape  and  oloak,  gang  down  the  steps  pair  and  pair  1" 

*'  What  should  ail  ns  to  see  them  ?"  said  the  one  old  woman. 

"  I  'Counted  them,'^  said  the  other,  with  the  eagerness  of  a  person 
to  whom  the  apectaele  had  afforded  too  muoh  interest  to  be  viewed 
with  indifference. 

**  But  ye  did  not  see,"  said  Ailate,  exnlting  in  her  superior  obser- 
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▼atioii,  ^tliat  Ibere  *b  a  thirteenth  amang  them  that  they  ken  naetfaing 
about;  and,  if  auld  freeta  say  true,  there's  ane  o*  that  company 
that  11  no  be  lang  for  this  warld.  Bat  come  awa,  eommen;  if  we 
bide  here,  Tee  warrant  we  get  the  wyte  q*  whatevw  ill  comes  of  it^ 
and  that  gude  will  come  of  it  nane  o^  them  need  eyar  think  to  see." 

And  thus^  croaking  like  the  ravens  when  they  anticipate  peatilenca^ 
the  ilUboding  sibyls  withdrew  fiom  the  churchyard. 

In  fajQty  the  moumens  when  the  service  of  interment  was  ended, 
discovered  that  there  was  among  them  one  more  than  the  invited 
number,  and  the  remark  was  communicated  in  whispers  to  each  other. 
The  suspicion  fell  upon  a  figure  which,  muffled  in  the  same  deep 
mourning  with  the  others,  was  reclined,  almost  in  a  state  of  inisen- 
sibility,,  i^ainst  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  sepulchral  vault.  The 
relatives  of  the  Ashton  family  were  expressing  in  whii^rs  their 
surprise  and  displeasure  at  the  intrusion,  when  they  were  interrupted 
by  Colonel  Ashton,  who,  in  his  father's  absence,  acted  as  principal 
mourner.  '*  I  know,"  he  said  in  a  whisper,  "who  this  person  is ;  he 
has,  or  shall  soon  have,  as  deep  cause  of  mourning  as  ourselves-— leave 
me  to  deal  with  him,  and  do  not  disturb  the  ceremony  by  unnecessary 
exposure."  So  saying,  he  separated  himself  from  the  group  of  his 
relations,  and  taking  the  unknown  mourner  by  the  doak,  he  said  to 
him,  in  a  tone  of  suppre9sed  emotion,  "  Follow  me." 

The  stranger,  as  if  starting  from  a  trance  at  the  sound  of  his  voice, 
mechanically  obeyed,  and  they  ascended  the  broken  ruinous  stair 
which  led  from  the  sepulchre  into  the  churchyard.  The  other 
mourners  followed,  but  remained  grouped  together  at  the  door  of 
the  vault,  watching  with  anxiety  the  motions  of  Colonel  Ashton  and 
the  stranger,  who  now  appeared  to  be  in  dose  conference  beneath 
the  shade  of  a  yew-tree,  in  the  most  remote  part  of  the  burial- 
ground. 

To  this  sequestered  spot  Colonel  Ashton  had  guided  the  stranger, 
and  then,  turning  round,  addressed  him  in  a  stem  and  composed 
tone — "I  cannot  doubt  that  I  speak  to  the  Master  of  Bavenswoodl" 
No  answer  was  returned.  **  I  cannot  doubt,"  resumed  the  Colonel, 
trembling  with  rising  passion,  *'  that  I  speak  to  the  murderer  of  my 
sister]'' 

'^  You  have  named  me  but  too  truly,"  said  Bavenswood,  in  a  hollow 
and  tremulous  voice. 

^*  If  you  repent  what  you  have  done,"  said  the  Colonel,  '*  may  your 
penitence  avail  you  before  Qod ;  with  me  it  shall  serve  you  nothing. 
Here,"  he  said,  giving  a  paper,  is  the  measure  of  my  sword,  and  a 
memorandum  of  the  time  and  place  of  meeting.  Sunrise  to-monow 
morning,  on  the  links  to  the  east  of  Wolf  Vhope." 
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The  Master  of  Bavenswood  held  the  paper  in  his  hand,  and  seemed 
irresolute.  At  length  he  spoke — "  Do  not,"  he  said,  "  urge  to  farther 
desperation  a  wretch  who  is  already  desperate.  Enjoy  your  life  while 
you  can,  and  let  me  seek  my  death  from  another.'' 

"That  you  never,  never  shall!"  said  Douglas  Ashton.  "You 
shall  die  by  my  hand,  or  you  shall  complete  the  ruin  of  my  fiunily 
by  taking  my  life.  If  you  refuse  my  open  challenge,  there  is  no 
advantage  I  will  not  take  of  you,  no  indignity  with  which  I  will 
not  load  you,  until  the  very  name  of  Bavenswood  shall  be  the  sign 
of  everything  that  is  dishonourable,  as  it  is  already  of  all  that  is 
villainous." 

"  That  it  shall  never  be,"  said  Bavenswood  fiercely ;  "  if  I  am  the 
last  who  must  bear  it,  I  owe  it  to  those  who  once  owned  it,  that  the 
name  shall  be  extinguished  without  infamy.  I  accept  your  challenge, 
time,  and  place  of  meeting.    We  meet.  I  presume,  alone  V* 

"  Alone  we  meet,"  said  Colonel  Ashton,  **and  alone  will  the  sur- 
vivor of  us  return  from  that  place  of  rendezvous." 

"Then  Qod  have  mercy  on  the  soul  of  him  who  Mis!"  said 
Bavenswood. 

"So  be  it !"  said  Colonel  Ashton;  "so  far  can  my  charity  reach 
even  for  the  man  I  hate  most  deadly,  and  with  the  deepest  reason. 
Now,  break  off,  for  we  shall  be  interrupted.  The  links  by  the  sea- 
shore, to  the  east  of  Wolf's-hope — ^the  hour,  sunrise — our  swords  our 
only  weapons." 

"  Enough,"  said  the  Master,  "  I  will  not  fail  you." 

They  separated ;  Colonel  Ashton  joining  the  rest  of  the  mourners, 
and  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  taking  his  horse,  which  was  tied  to 
a  tree  behind  the  church.  Colonel  Ashton  returned  to  the  castle 
with  the  funeral  guests,  but  found  a  pretext  for  detaching  himself 
from  them  in  the  evening,  when,  changing  his  dress  to  a  riding 
habit,  he  rode  to  Wolf's-hope  that  night,  and  took  up  his  abode  in 
the  little  inn,  in  order  that  he  might  be  ready  for  his  rendezvous  in 
the  morning. 

It  is  not  known  how  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  disposed  of  the 
rest  of  that  unhappy  day.  Late  at  night,  however,  he  arrived  at 
Wolf's  Crag,  and  aroused  his  old  domestic,  Caleb  Balderston,  who 
had  ceased  to  expect  his  return.  Confused  and  flying  rumours  of  the 
late  tragical  death  of  Miss  Ashton,  and  of  its  mysterious  cause,  had 
already  reached  the  old  man,  who  was  filled  with  the  utmost  anxiety, 
on  account  of  the  probable  effect  these  events  might  produce  upon 
the  mind  of  his  master. 

The  conduct  of  Bavenswood  did  not  alleviate  his  apprehensions. 
To  the  butler's  trembling  entreaties  that  he  would  take  some  refiresh- 
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ment,  he  at  first  returned  no  answer,  and  then  suddenly  and  fiercely 
demanding  wine,  he  drank,  contrary  to  his  habits,-  a  very  large 
draught.  Seeing  that  his  master  would  eat  nothing,  the  old  man 
affectionately  entreated  that  he  would  permit  him  to  light  him  to  his 
chamber.  It  was  not  until  the  request  was  three  or  four  times 
repeated  that  Bavenswood  made  a  mute  sign  of  compliance.  But 
when  Balderston  conducted  him  to  an  apartment  which  had  been 
comfortably  fitted  up,  and  which,  since  his  return,  he  had  usually 
occupied,  Ravenswood  stopped  short  on  the  threshold. 

"  Not  here,"  said  he,  sternly ;  *'  show  me  the  room  in  which  my 
father  died ;  the  room  in  which  she  slept  the  night  they  were  at  the 
castle.'* 

"  Who,  sir  ?"  said  Caleb,  too  terrified  to  preserve  his  presence  of 
mind. 

"  ShCf  Lucy  Ashton ! — would  you  MU  me,  old  man,  by  forcing  me 
to  repeat  her  name?'' 

Caleb  would  have  said  something  of  the  disrepair  of  the  chamber, 
but  was  rilenced  by  the  irritable  impatience  which  was  expressed  in 
his  master's  countenance;  he  lighted  the  way  trembling  and  in 
silence,  placed  the  lamp  on  the  table  of  the  deserted  room,  and  was 
about  to  attempt  some  arrangement  of  the  bed,  when  his  master  bid 
him  begone  in  a  tone  that  admitted  of  no  delay.  The  old  man 
retired,  not  to  rest,  but  to  prayer ;  and  from  time  to  time  crept  to 
the  door  of  the  apartment,  in  order  to  find  out  whether  Eavenswood 
had  gone  to  repose.  His  measured  heavy  step  upon  the  floor  was 
only  interrupted  by  deep  groans;  and  the  repeated  stamps  of  the 
heel  of  his  heavy  boot  intimated  too  clearly  that  the  wretched  inmate 
was  abandoning  himself  at  such  moments  to  paroxysms  of  uncon- 
trolled agony.  The  old  man  thought  that  the  morning,  for  which  he 
longed,  would  never  have  dawned ;  but  time,  whose  course  rolls  on 
with  equal  current,  however  it  may  seem  more  rapid  or  more  slow  to 
mortal  apprehension,  brought  the  dawn,  at  last,  and  spread  a  ruddy 
light  on  the  broad  verge  of  the  glistening  ocean.  It  was  early  in 
November,  and  the  weather  was  serene  for  the  season  of  the  year. 
But  an  easterly  wind  had  prevailed  during  the  night,  and  the 
advancing  tide  rolled  nearer  than  usual  to  the  foot  of  the  crags  on 
which  the  castle  was  founded. 

With  the  first  peep  of  light,  Caleb  Balderston  again  resorted  to  the 
door  of  Eavenswood's  sleeping  apartment,  through  a  chink  of  which 
he  observed  him  engaged  in  measuring  the  length  of  two  or  three 
swords  which  lay  in  a  closet  adjoining  to  the  apartment.  He 
muttered  to  himself  as  he  selected  one  of  these  weapons,  **  It  is 
shorter — ^let  him  have  this  advantage,  as  he  has  every  other." 
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THE  Btmnt  OP  LAHMEKMOOR. 


0>l«b  B«ldw«t<m  know  too  wall,  from  whmt  he  witnMHct,  vpon 
what  eDtflr[aiM  hi*  Buater  was  boimd,  and  how  Tain  all  istdiimM 
on  hi!  port  moit  nacwsarUy  proTe.  Ho  hsd  but  time  to  retnat  from 
the  door,  >o  nsarlf  mw  he  sorprifed  bj'  bii  mstter  ■nddenlj'  oraniiig 
on^  and  dweandiag  to  the  itables.  The  bithfat  domestic  followed; 
and,  from  the  duhevelled  appeaiance  of  hU  mMtet's  dreea,  and  Ms 
ghMtly  look*,  was  oonflnned  in  biB  oonjectnre  that  he  had  pa«8ed  the 
night  without  sleep  or  repose.  He  found  him  busily  engaged  in 
saddling  his  hone,  a  leiriee  from  which  Caleb,  thoagh  with  faltering 


voice  and  trembling  hande,  offered  to  relieve  him.  Raveniwood 
rejected  Mb  aMiitence  bj  a  mate  dgn,  and  having  led  the  animal 
into  the  court,  wae  jnst  abont  to  mount  him,  when  the  old  domestic's 
fear  giving  way  to  the  strong  attachment  which  was  the  principal 
pasaion  of  his  mind,  he  flnng  hinuelf  anddenlf  at  Baveuawood's  feet, 
and  clasped  his  knees,  while  he  exclaimed,  "Oh,  tdrl  oh,  master!  kill 
me  if  you  will,  but  do  not  go  ont  on  this  dreadful  errand  1     Oh '.  my 

dear  master,  wait  bnt  this  day — die  Marquis  of  A come*  to~ 

morrow,  and  a'  will  be  remedied," 
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"  You  have  no  longsr  a  xnaaUr,  CaloV  ^^  BaruiBwoody  endeaTour- 
ing  to  extricate  himself;  "why,  old  maOy  would  yon  ding  to  a  falling 
tower  1" 

'<  Bat  I  hav6  a  master,"  cried  CSaleb,  still  holding  him  fast,  *^  while 
the  heir  of  Bavenswood  breathes.  I  am  bat  a  servant ;  but  I  was 
bom  year  father's — ^your  grandfather's  servant — I  was  bom  for  the 
family— I  have  lived  for  them-^I  would  die  for  them !  Stay  but  at 
home,  and  all  will  be  well !  ** 

'*Well,  fool!  well]''  said  Bavenswood;  *'vain  old  man,  nothing 
hereafter  in  life  will  be  well  with  me,  and  happiest  is  the  hour  that 
shall  soonest  close  it !" 

So  saying,  he  extricated  himself  £rom  the  old  man's  hold,  threw 
himself  on  his  horse,  and  rode  out  at  the  gate ;  but  instantly  turning 
back,  he  threw  towards  Caleb,  who  hastened  to  meet  him,  a  heavy 
parse  of  gold. 

''Caleb!"  he  said,  with  a  ghastly  smile,  *'I  make  you  my 
executor;"  and  again  turning  his  bridle,  he  resumed  his  course  down 
thehilL 

The  gold  fell  unheeded  on  the  pavement,  for  the  old  man  ran  to 
obeerve  the  course  which  was  taken  by  hia  master,  who  turned  to 
the  left  down  a  small  and  broken  path,  which  gained  the  sea-shore 
through  a  cleft  in  the  rock,  and  led  to  a  sort  of  cove,  where,  in 
former  times,  the  boats  of  the  castle  were  wont  to  be  moored. 
Observing  him  take  this  course,  Caleb  hastened  to  the  eastern 
battlement,  which  commanded  the  prospect  of  the  whole  sands, 
very  near  as  feu:  as  the  village  of  Wolf's-hope.  He  could  easily  see 
his  master  riding  in  that  direction  as  fast  as  the  horse  could  carry 
him.  The  prophecy  at  once  rushed  on  Balderston's  mind  that  the 
Lord  of  Bavenswood  should  perish  on  the  Kelpie's  Flow,  which  lay 
half  way  betwixt  the  tower  and  the  links,  or  sand  knolls,  to  the 
n(^hward  of  Wolf's-hope.  He  saw  him  accordingly  reach  the  fatal 
spot,  but  he  never  saw  him  pass  farther. 

Colonel  Ashton,  frantic  for  revenge,  was  already  in  the  field,  pacing 
the  turf  with  eagerness,  and  looking  with  impatience  towards  the 
tower  for  the  arrival  of  his  antagonist.  The  sun  had  now  risen,  and 
showed  its  broad  disc  above  the  eastern  sea,  so  that  he  could  easily 
discern  the  horseman  who  rode  towards  him  with  speed  which 
argued  impatience  equal  to  his  own.  At  once  the  figure  became 
invisible,  as  if  it  had  melted  into  the  air.  He  rubbed  his  eyes,  as  if 
he  had  witnessed  an  apparition,  and  then  hastened  to  the  spot,  near 
which  he  was  met  by  Balderston,  who  came  from  the  opposite  direc- 
tion. No  trace  whatever  of  horse  or  rider  could  be  discerned;  it 
only  appeared  that  the  late  winds  and  high  tides  had  greatly  extended 
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the  usual  bounds  of  the  quicksand,  and  that  the  unfortunate  horse- 
man, as  appeared  from  the  hoof-tracks,  in  his  precipitated  haste,  had 
not  attended  to  keep  on  the  firm  sands  on  the  foot  of  the  rock,  but 
had  taken  the  shortest  and  most  dangerous  course.  One  only  vestige 
of  his  fieite  appeared.  A  large  sable  feather  had  heen,  detached  from 
his  hat,  and  the  rippling  waves  of  the  rising  tide  wafted  it  to  Caleb's 
feet.    The  old  man  took  it  up,  dried  it,  and  placed  it  in  his  bosom. 

The  inhabitants  of  WolTs-hope  were  now  alarmed,  and  crowded 
to  the  place,  some  on  shore  and  some  in  boats,  but  their  search 
availed  nothing.  The  tenacious  depths  of  the  quicksand,  as  is  nsual 
in  such  cases,  retained  its  prey. 

Our  tale  draws  to  a  conclusion.    The  Marquis  of  A >  alarmed 

at  the  frightful  reports  that  were  current,  and  anxious  for  his  kins- 
man's safety,  arrived  on  the  subsequent  day  to  mourn  his  loss ;  and, 
after  renewing  in  vain  a  search  for  the  body,  returned  to  forget  what 
had  happened  amid  the  bustle  of  politics  and  state  affairs. 

Not  so  Caleb  Balderston.  If  worldly  profit  could  have  consoled 
the  old  man,  his  age  was  better  provided  for  than  his  earUer  Ufe  had 
ever  been;  but  life  had  lost  to  him  its  salt  and  its  savour.  His 
whole  course  of  ideas,  his  feelings,  whether  of  pride  or  of  apprehen- 
sion, of  pleasure  or  of  pain,  had  all  arisen  from  his  close  connexion 
with  the  family  which  was  now  extinguished.  He  held  up  his  head 
no  longer — forsook  all  his  usual  haunts  and  occupations,  and  seemed 
only  to  find  pleasure  in  moping  about  those  apartments  in  the  old 
castle  which  the  Master  of  Bavenswood  had  last  inhabited.  He  ate 
without  refreshment,  and  slumbered  without  repose;  and  with  a 
fidelity  sometimes  displayed  by  the  canine  race,  but  seldom  by 
human  beings,  he  pined  and  died  within  a  year  after  the  catastrophe 
which  we  have  narrated. 

The  family  of  Ashton  did  not  long  survive  that  of  Bavenswood. 
Sir  William  Ashton  outlived  his  eldest  son,  the  Colonel,  who  was 
slain  in  a  duel  in  Flanders ;  and  Henry,  by  whom  he  was  succeeded, 
died  unmarried.  Lady  Ashton  lived  to  the  verge  of  extreme  old  age, 
the  only  survivor  of  the  group  of  unhappy  persons  whose  misfor- 
tunes were  owing  to  her  implacability.  That  she  might  internally 
feel  compunction,  and  reconcile  herself  with  Heaven  whom  she  had 
offended,  we  will  not,  and  we  dare  not,  deny ;  but  to  those  around 
her,  she  did  not  evince  the  slightest  symptom  either  of  repentance  or 
remorse.  In  all  external  appearance,  she  bore  the  same  bold,  haughty, 
unbending  character  which  she  had  displayed  before  these  unhappy 
events.  A  splendid  marble  monument  records  her  name,  titles, 
and  virtues,  while  her  victims  remain  undistinguished  by  tomb  or 
epitaph. 
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INTRODUCTION— (1829). 

«KB  Lboehii  or  HoNTROBB  wu  writUn  chiefly  with  s  Tiew  to  nlww 
before  the  leader  the  tnelancbot;  fate  of  John  Lord  Kilpont,  ddeat 
Bon  of  William  Eail  of  Airth  and  Hentetth,  and  the  ringoUr  circDin- 
stances  attending  the  birth  and  hiator;  of  James  Stewart  of  AniToiiUch,  bj 
whose  hand  the  nufortunate  noblenian  fell, 

Onr  anbject  leads  oa  to  talk  of  deadly  fend»,  and  we  miut  b^iu  with 
one  still  more  ancient  than  that  to  which  oar  story  relates.  Dtiriug  tha 
reign  of  James  IV.  a  great  fend  between  the  poweifol  fomiliea  of  l&nm- 
moad  and  Murrey  divided  Perthahiie.  The  former,  being  the  most 
nnmeroiu  and  powerfd],  cooped  tip  eight  score  of  the  Mairays  ia  the  kirk 
of  Monivaird,  and  set  Grs  to  it.  The  wives  and  the  children  of  the  ill- 
bted  men,  who  had  also  found  shelter  in  the  church,  perished  by  the 
same  conflagration.  One  man,  named  David  Murray,  escaped  by  the 
humanity  of  one  of  the  Dmmmonda,  who  received  him  in  his  arms  as  he 
leaped  from  amongst  the  flames.  A^  King  James  IV.  roied  with  more 
activity  than  most  of  bis  predecessors,  this  orael  deed  was  severely 
revenged,  and  several  of  tha  perpetrators  were  beheaded  at  Stirling.  In 
consequence  of  the  persecution  against  hia  clan,  the  Drummond  by  whose 
assistance  David  Murray  had  escaped  fled  to  Ireland,  until,  by  means  of 
the  person  whose  life  hfe  badsaved,  he  was  permitted  to  return  to  Scotland, 
where  be  and  bis  descendants  were  distinguished  by  the  name  of  Drum- 
mond-Eirinch,  or  Erinosh^ — that  is,  Drommond  of  Ireland;  and  the  same 
title  was  bestowed  on  their  estate. 

The  Drummond -Emooh  of  James  the  Sixth's  time  was  a  king's  forester 
in  the  forest  of  Glenartney,  and  chanced  to  be  employed  there  in  search  of 
venison  about  the  year  1688,  or  early  in  1SS9.  This  forest  was  a^acent  to 
the  chief  haunts  of  the  MacGregors,  or  a  particniar  race  of  them  known 
by  the  title  of  MacEagh,  or  Children  of  the  Mist  They  considered  the 
forester's  hunting  in  their  vicinity  as  an  aggression,  or  perhaps  tbey  had 
him  at  feud  for  the  apprehension  or  slaughter  of  some  of  their  own  name, 
or  for  some  similar  reason.  This  tribe  of  MacGregors  were  outlawed  and 
persecuted,  as  the  reader  may  see  is  the  Introduction  to  EoB  KoT  ;  and, 
every  man's  hand  being  against  them,  their  hand  was  of  course  direGt«d 
against  every  man.  In  short,  they  surprised  and  slew  Drammond'Emoch, 
cut  off  his  head,  and  carried  it  with  them,  wrapt  in  the  comer  of  one  of 
dieir  plaids. 
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In  the  ftill  tmltatioii  of  Teiu;eanoe,  they  stopped  at  the  house  of 
AxdToirlieh  and  demanded  refires&nentt  whicn  the  lady,  a  sister  of  the 
murdered  Dmmmond-Enioch  (her  husband  being  absent),  was  afinid  or 
unwilling  to  refiise.  She  oaoMd  bread  and  cheese  to  be  placed  before 
them,  and  gaye  directions  for  more  substantial  refreshments  to  be  prepared. 
While  she  was  absent  with  this  hospitable  intention,  the  barbarians  placed 
tike  head  of  her  brother  on  the  table,  filling  the  month  with  bread  and 
cheese,  and  bidding  him  eat,  for  many  a  merry  meal  he  had  eaten  in  that 
house.  The  poor  woman  retnrning,  and  beholding  this  dreadful  sight, 
shrieked  aloua  and  fled  into  the  woods,  where,  as  described  in  the  romance, 
she  roamed  a  raving  maniac,  and  for  some  time  secreted  herself  from 
all  living  society.  Some  remaining  instinctive  feeling  brought  her  at 
length  to  steal  a  glance  from  a  distance  at  the  maidens  while  they  milked 
the  cows,  which  ^ing  observed,  her  husband,  Ardvoirlich,  had  her  con- 
veyed back  to  her  home,  and  detained  her  there  till  she  gave  birth  to  a 
child,  of  whom  she  had  been  pregnant;  after  which  she  was  observed 
gradually  to  recover  her  mental  facmties. 

Meanwhile  the  outlaws  had  carried  to  the  utmost  their  insults  against 
the  regal  authority,  which  indeed,  as  exercised,  they  had  little  reason  for 
respecting.  They  bore  the  same  bloody  trophy  which  they  had  so  savagely 
exhibited  to  the  lady  of  Ardvoirlich  into  the  old  church  of  Balqui(mer* 
nearly  in  the  centre  of  their  country,  where  the  Laird  of  MacGregor  and 
all  his  clan,  being  convened  for  the  purpose,  laid  their  hands  successively 
on  the  dead  man  s  head,  and  swore,  in  heathenish  and  barbarous  manner, 
to  defend  the  author  of  the  deed.  This  fierce  and  vindictive  combination 
gave  ^e  author's  late  and  lamented  friend,  Sir  Alexander  Boswell,  Bart., 
suljeet  for  a  spirited  poem,  entitled  *'  Clan-Alpin's  Vow,"  which  was 
printed,  but  not,  I  believe,  published,  in  1811.t 

The  &ct  is  ascertained  by  a  proclamation  from  the  Privy  Council,  dated 
4th  Februaiy,  1589,  directing  letters  of  fire  and  sword  against  the 
MacGregors.7  This  fearful  commission  was  executed  with  uncommon  fury. 
The  late  excellent  John  Buchanan  of  Cambusmore  showed  the  author 
some  correspondence  between  his  ancestor,  the  Laird  of  Buchanan,  and 
Lord  Drummond,  about  sweeping  ceitaiu  valleys  with  their  followers,  on 
a  fixed  time  and  rendezvous,  and  ''  taking  sweet  revenge  for  the  death  of 
their  cousin,  Brummond-Emoch."  In  spite  of  all,  however,  that  could  be 
done,  the  devoted  tribe  of  MacGregor  still  bred  up  survivors  to  sustain  and 
to  inflict  new  cruelties  and  injuries. § 

Meanwhile  young  James  Stewart  of  Ardvoirlocdi  grew  up  to  manhood 
uncommonly  tall,  strong,  and  active,  with  such  power  in  the  grasp  of  his 
hand,  in  particular,  as  could  force  the  blood  from  beneath  the  nails  of  the 
persons  who  contended  with  him  in  this  feat  of  strength.  His  temper 
was  moody,  fierce,  and  irascible ;  yet  he  must  have  had  some  ostensible 
g6od  qualities,  as  he  was  greatly  beloved  by  Lord  Kilpont,  the  eldest  son 
of  the  Earl  of  Airth  and  Menteith. 

This  gallant  young  nobleman  joined  Montrose  in  the  setting  up  his 

t  See  Appendix.    No.  I. 

X  8ee  Appeudix.    No.  II. 

§  I  embrace  the  opportunity  given  me  by  a  second  mention  of  this  tribe,  to  notice  an 
error,  which  imputes  to  an  individual  named  Ciar  Mohr  MacGregor  the  slaughter  of  the 
students  at  the  battle  of  Glenfjruin.  I  am  informed,  fropi  the  authority  of  John 
Gregorson,  Esq.,  that  the  chieftain  so  named  was  dead  nearly  a  century  before  the 
battle  in  question,  and  could  not,  therefore,  have  done  the  cruel  action  mentioned. 
The  mistake  does  not  rest  with  me,  as  I  disclaimed  being  responsible  for  the  tradition 
while  I  quoted  it.  but  with  vulgar  fame,  which  is  always  distponed  to  ascribe  remarkable 
actions  to  a  remarkable  name.  See  the  erroneous  passage,  Rob  Boy,  Introduction,  p.  7 ; 
snd  BO  soft  Bleep  the  offended  phantom  of  Dugald  Ciar  Mohr. 
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Btaudard  in  1644,  just  before  the  decisive  battle  at  Tippermair,  on  the  Ist 
September  in  that  year.  At  that  time  Stewart  of  Aruvoiriich  shared  the 
confidence  of  the  young  Lord  by  day  and  his  bed  by  night,  when,  about 
fotir  or  five  days  after  the  battle,  Ardvoirlieh,  ^ther  from  a  fit  of  sudden 
tary  or  deep  malice  long  entertained  against  his  unsuspecting  fiimid, 
stabbed  Lora  Rilpont  to  the  heart,  and  escaped  from  the  camp  of  Moa* 
troee,  having  killed  k  sentinel  who  attempted  to  detain  him.  Bishop 
Guthrie  gives  as  a  reason  for  this  villainous  action  that  Lord  Eilpont  had 
rejected  with  abhorrence  a  proposal  of  Ardvoirlich  to  assassinate  Montrose. 
But  it  does  not  appear  that  there  is  any  authority  for  this  charge,  which 
rests  on  mere  suspicion.  Ardvoirlich,  the  assassin,  certainly  did  fly  to  the 
Covenanters,  and  was  employed  and  promoted  by  them.  He  obtoined  a 
pardon  for  the  slaughter  of  Lord  Kilpont,  confirmed  by  Parliament  in 
1644,  and  was  made  Major  of  Argyle's  regiment  in  1648.  Such  are  the 
facts  of  the  tale  here  given  as  a  Legend  of  Montrose's  wars.  The  reader 
will  find  they  are  considerably  altered  in  the  fictitious  narrative. 

The  author  has  endeavoured  to  enliven  the  tragedy  of  the  tale  b^  the 
introduction  of  a  personage  proper  to  the  time  and  country.  In  this  he 
has  been  held  by  excellent  judges  to  have  been  in  some  d^;ree  successful. 
The  contempt  of  commerce  entertained  by  young  men  having  som« 
pretence  to  gentility,  the  poverty  of  the  country  of  Scotland,  the  national 
disposition  to  wandering  and  to  adventure,  all  conduced  to  lead  the  Scots 
abroad  into  the  military  service  of  countries  which  were  at  war  with  each 
other.  They  were  distinguished  on  the  Continent  by  their  bravery;  but, 
in  adopting  the  trade  of  mercenary  soldiers,  they  necessarily  injured  their 
national  character.  The  tincture  of  learning  which  most  of  them  pos* 
sessed  degenerated  into  pedantry ;  their  good  breeding  became  mere  cere- 
monial; their  fear  of  dishonour  no  longer  kept  them  aloof  from  that 
which  was  really  unworthy,  but  was  made  to  depend  on  certain  punctilious 
observances  totally  apart  from  that  which  was  in  itself  deserving  of  praise. 
A  cavalier  of  honour,  in  search  of  his  fortune,  might,  for  example,  change 
his  service  as  he  would  his  shirt ;  fight,  like  the  doughtjr  Captain  Dalgetlr, 
in  one  cause  after  another,  without  regard  to  the  justice  of  the  quarrd, 
and  might  plunder  the  peasantry  subjected  to  him  by  the  fiite  of  war  with 
the  most  unrelenting  rapacity;  but  he  must  beware  how  he  sustained  tiie 
slightest  reproach,  even  from  a  clergyman,  if  it  had  regard  to  neglect 
on  the  score  of  duty.  The  following  occurrence  will  prove  the  truth  of 
what  I  mean: — 

"  Here  I  must  not  forget  the  memory  of  one  preacher,  Mastef  William 
Forbesse,  a  preacher  for  souldiers,  yea,  and  a  captains  in  needs  to  leade 
souldiers  on  a  good  occasion,  being  fall  of  courage,  with  discretion  and 
good  conduct,  beyond  some  captaines  I  have  knowne,  that  were  not  so 
capable  as  he.  At  this  time  he  not  onely  prayed  for  us,  but  went  on  with 
us,  to  remarke,  as  I  thinks,  men's  carriage ;  and  having  found  a  sergeant 
hegleeting  his  dutie  and  his  honour  at  such  a  time  (whose  name  I  will  not 
expresse),  having  chidden  him,  did  promise  to  reveale  him  uuto  me,  as  he 
did  after  their  service.  The  sei^eant  being  called  before  me,  and  aocnsedi 
did  deny  his  accusation,  idleaging,  if  he  were  no  pastour  that  had  aUettged 
it,  he  would  not  lie  under  the  injury.  The  preacher  offered  to  fight  wi& 
him  [in  proof]  that  it  was  truth  he  had  spoken  of  him;  whereupon  I 
cashiered  the  sergeant,  and  gave  his  place  to  a  worthier,  called  Mnngo 
Gray,  a  gentleman  of  good  worth  and  of  much  courage.  The  sergeant  heiM 
cashiered,  never  called  Blaster  William  to  account,  for  which  he  wn  eTiu 
thoim^t  <tf ;  so  that  he  retSnd  home,  And  quit  tiie  WBrrei.** 

The  above  quotation  is  taken  fipom  a  work  wbSoh  ^kA  9»ihm  \«^sMS^ 
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consulted  while  composing  the  following  sheets,  and  which  is  in  great 
measure  written  in  the  humour  of  Captain  Dugald  Dalgetty.  It  bears 
the  following  formidable  title : — **  Monro  his  Expedition  with  the  worthy 
Scots  Regiment,  called  liacKeye's  Re^ment,  levied  in  August  1626,  by  Sir 
Donald  MacKeye  Lord  Rees  Colonel,  for  his  Majestie's  service  of  Denmark, 
and  reduced  after  the  battie  of  Nerling,  in  September  1634,  at  Wormes, 
in  the  Palz  :  Discharged  in  several  duties  and  observations  of  service,  first, 
under  the  magnanimous  King  of  Denmark,  during  his  wars  against  the 
Empire;  afterwards  under  the  invincible  King  of  Sweden,  during  his 
Majestie's  lifetime ;  and  since  under  the  Director-General,  the  Rex-Chan- 
cellor Oxensteme,  and  his  Generals :  Collected  and  gathered  together,  at 
spare  hours,  by  Colonel  Robert  Monro,  as  First  Lieutenant  under  the  said 
Regiment,  to  the  noble  and  worthy  Captain  Thomas  MacKenzie  of  Eoldon, 
brother  to  the  noble  Lord,  the  Lord  Earl  of  Seaforth,  for  the  use  of  all 
noble  Cavaliers  favouring  the  laudable  profession  of  arms.  To  which  is 
annexed,  the  Abridgement  of  Exercise,  and  divers  Practical  Observations 
for  the  Younger  Officer,  his  consideration.  Ending  with  the  Soldier's 
Meditations  on  going  on  Service." — ^London,  1637. 

Another  worthy  of  the  same  school,  and  nearly  the  same  views  of  the 
military  character,  is  Sir  James  Turner,  a  soldier  of  fortune,  who  rose  to 
considerable  rank  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II.,  had  a  command  in  Galloway 
and  Dumfries-shire,  for  the  suppression  of  conventicles,  and  was  made 
prisoner  by  the  insurgent  Covenanters  in  that  rising  which  was  followed 
Dy  the  battle  of  Pentland.  Sir  James  is  a  person  even  of  superior  preten- 
sions to  Lieutenant-Colonel  Monro,  having  written  a  military  Treatise  on 
the  Pike-Exercise  called  **  Pallas  Armata."  Moreover,  he  was  educated  at 
Glasgow  College,  though  he  escaped  to  become  an  Ensign  in  the  German 
wars,  instead  of  taking  his  degree  of  Master  of  Arts  at  that  learned 
seminary. 

In  latter  times  he  was  author  of  several  discourses  on  historical  and 
literary  subjects,  from  which  the  Bannatyne  Club  have  extracted  and 
printed  such  passages  as  concern  his  Life  and  Times,  under  the  title  of 
"Sir  James  Turner's  Memoirs."  From  this  curious  book  I  extract  the 
following  passage,  as  an  example  of  how  Captain  Dalgetty  might  have 
recorded  such  an  incident  had  he  kept  a  journal ;  or,  to  give  it  a  more 
just  character,  it  is  such  as  the  |;enius  of  De  Foe  would  have  devised, 
to  give  the  minute  and  distinguishing  features  of  truth  to  a  fictitious 
narrative : — 

**  Ueere  I  will  set  doun  ane  accident  befell  me  ;  for  thogh  it  was  not  a 
very  strange  one,  yet  it  was  a  very  od  one  in  all  its  parts.  My  tuo  brigads 
lay  in  a  viUage  within  halfe  a  mile  of  Applebie;  my  own  quarter  was  in  a 
gentleman's  house,  who  was  a  Ritmaster,  and  at  that  time  with  Sir  Mar- 
maduke ;  his  wife  keepd  her  chamber,  readie  to  be  brought  to  bed.  The 
castle  being  over,  and  Lambert  farre  enough,  I  resolved  to  goe  to  bed 
everie  night,  havein^  had  fatigue  enough  before.  The  first  ni^t  I  sleepd 
well  enough ;  and  nseing  nixt  morning,  I  misd  one  linnen  stockine,  one 
halfe  silke  one,  and  one  boothose,  the  accoustrement  under  a  boote  for  one 
leg ;  neither  could  they  be  found  for  any  search.  Being  provided  of  more 
of  the  same  kind,  I  made  myselfe  reddie,  and  rode  to  the  head-quarters. 
At  my  retume  I  could  heare  no  news  of  my  stockins.  That  night  I  went 
to  bed,  and  nixt  morning  found  myselfe  just  so  used ;  missing  the  three 
stockins  for  one  leg  onlie,  the  other  three  being  left  intire  as  they  were  the 
day  before.  A  narrower  search  than  the  firot  was  made,  bot  without 
successe.  I  had  yet  in  reserve  one  paire  of  whole  stockins,  and  a  paire  of 
bootboae  greater  then  the  former.    These  I  put  on  my  legs.    The  third 
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moming  I  found  the  same  usage,  the  stockins  for  one  leg  onlie  left  me.  It 
was  time  for  me  then,  and  my  servants  too,  to  imi^ine  it  most  be  rats  that 
had  shard  my  stockins  so  inequaUie  witii  me ;  and  this  the  mistress  of  the 
house  knew  well  enough,  hot  wold  not  tell  it  me.  The  roome,  which  was 
a  low  parlour,  being  well  searched  with,  candles,  the  top  of  my  great  boot- 
hose  was  found  at  a  hole,  in  whidh  they  had  drawne  all  the  nest.  I  went 
abroad  and  orderd  the  boards  to  be  raised,  to  see  how  the  rats  had  disposd 
of  my  moveables.  The  mistress  sent  a  servant  of  her  oune  to  be  pr^ent 
at  this  action,  which  she  knew  concerned  her.  One  board  being  bot  a 
litle  opend  a  Htle  boy  of  mine  thrust  in  his  hand,  and  fetchd  with  him 
foure  and  tuentie  old  peeces  of  gold,  and  one  angell.  The  servant  of  the 
house  affirmed  it  appertaind  to  his  mistres.  The  boy  brinffing  the  gold 
to  me,  I  went  imm^iatlie  to  the  gentlewomans  chamber,  ana  told  her,  it 
was  probable  Lambert  haveing  quarterd  in  that  house,  as  indeed  he  had, 
some  of  his  servants  might  have  nid  that  gold  ;  and  if  so,  it  was  lawfuUie 
mine ;  bot  if  she  could  make  it  appears  it  belongd  to  her,  I  sould  imme- 
diatlie  give  it  her.  The  poore  gentlewoman  told  me  with  manv  teares, 
that  her  husband  being  none  of  the  frugallest  men  (and  indeed  he  was  a 
spendthrift),  she  had  hid  that  gold  without  his  knowledge,  to  make  use  of 
it  as  she  had  occasion,  especiallie  when  she  lay  in ;  and  conjured  me,  as  I 
lovd  the  King  (for  whom  her  husband  and  she  had  sufferd  much),  not  to 
detaine  her  gold.  She  said,  if  there  was  either  more  or  lesse  than  foure 
and  tuentie  whole  peeces,  and  two  halfe  ones,  it  sould  be  none  of  hers;  and 
that  they  were  put  by  her  in  a  red  velvet  purse.  After  I  had  ^ven  her 
assureance  of  her  gold,  a  new  search  is  made,  the  other  angell  is  found, 
the  velvet  purse  a&  gnawd  in  bits,  as  my  stockins  were,  and  the  gold 
instantlie  restord  to  the  gentlewoman.  I  have  often  heard  that  the  eating 
or  gnawing  of  cloths  by  rats  is  ominous,  and  portends  some  mischance  to 
fieill  on  these  to  whom  the  cloths  belong.  I  t^ank  God  I  was  never  addicted 
to  such  divinations,  or  heeded  them,  ft  is  true,  that  more  misfortunes  than 
one  fell  on  me  shortlie  after ;  bot  I  am  sure  I  could  have  better  foreseene 
them  myselfe  then  rats  or  any  such  vermine,  and  yet  did  it  not.  I  have 
heard  indeed  many  fine  stories  told  of  rats,  how  they  abandon  houses 
and  ships,  when  the  first  are  to  be  burnt,  and  the  second  dround. 
Naturalists  say  that  they  are  very  sagacious  creatures,  and  I  beleeve  they 
are  so ;  bot  I  shall  never  be  of  the  opinion  they  can  forsee  future  contin- 
gencies, which  I  suppose  the  diveli  himselfe  can  neither  forknow  nor 
fortell ;  these  being  things  which  the  Almightie  hath  keepd  hidden  in  the 
bosome  of  His  divine  prescience.  And  whither  the  great  God  hath  pre- 
ordained or  predestinated  these  things,  which  to  us  are  contingent,  to  fall 
out  by  ane  uncontrollable  and  unavoidable  necessitie,  is  a  question  not  yet 
decided,  "t 

In  quoting  these  ancient  authorities  I  must  not  forget  the  more  modem 
sketch  of  a  Scottish  soldier  of  the  old  fashion,  by  a  master-hand,  in  the 
character  of  Lesmahagow,  since  the  existence  of  that  doughty  captain 
alone  must  deprive  the  present  author  of  all  claim  to  absolute  originality. 
Still  Dalgetty,  as  the  production  of  his  own  fancy,  has  been  so  far  a 
favourite  with  its  parent,  that  he  has  fallen  into  the  error  of  assi^ing  to 
the  Captain  too  prominent  a  part  in  the  story.  This  is  the  opinion  of  a 
critic  who  encamps  on  the  highest  pinnacle  of  literature ;  and  the  author 
is  so  far  fortunate  in  having  incurred  his  censure,  that  it  gives  his 
modesty  a  decent  apology  for  qaoting  the  praise  which  it  would  have 
ill-befitted  him  to  bring  forward  in  an  unmingled  state.  The  passage  occurs 
in  the  Edinburgh  Review,  No.  55,  containing  a  criticism  on  Ivanhoe : — 

t  Sir  James  Turner's  Menu^rs,  BannatynA  «ditioti.,  v>  ^^» 


ciiMrtaining ;  and  the  author  hu  nowhere  shown  more  affinity  to  that 
nrntoblesa  ipirit  who  conld  tning  out  his  FalitaSs  and  hia  Pistola,  in  act 
after  act,  and  play  after  play,  and  eierciae  them  erny  time  friHt  aoenea  of 
imbonnded  loquacity,  withont  either  pxhsoatitig  their  hummtr  or  Tailing  a 
note  from  its  characteriatie  tone,  than  in  his  large  and  reiterated  apecimena 
of  tile  eloij^nenoe  of  the  tedonMed  Ritt-master.  The  general  Idea  of  the 
character  is  famiUar  to  our  comie  dramatistB  after  the  Restoration,  end 
nay  be  asid  in  aome  meosBre  to  be  eomponnded  of  Captain  Flnellen  and 
Bobadil ;  bnt  the  Indicrooa  eombittetioti  of  tbe  teldaio  with  tile  divinity 
student  of  MsMsehal -College  is  entirely  original;  and  the  miitnre  ol 
talent,  aelfisbnew,  course,  coaneneae,  and  coneeit  wag  never  lo  happily 
"'"   '      ""  ''  "  ....      ,e  ti(at  ia  not 


rit*«vi*w^ 
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No.  I. 


fHE  scarcity  of  my  late  friend's  poem  may  be  an  excuse  for  adding  tlie 
spirited  conclusion  of  Clan  Alpin's  vow.  The  Clan  Gregor  has  met 
in  the  ancient  church  of  Balquidder.  The  head  of  Drummond- 
Ernoch  is  placed  on  the  altar,  covered  for  a  time  with  the  banner  of  tiie 
tribe.     The  Chief  of  the  tribe  advances  to  the  altar  : — 


"  And  pausing,  on  the  banner  gazed : 
Then  cried  in  soom,  his  finger  raised, 
'  This  was  the  boon  of  ScoUand's  king;' 
And,  with  a  quick  and  angry  tling. 
Tossing  the  pageant  screen  away, 
The  dead  man's  head  before  hira  lay* 
Unmoved  he  scann'd  the  visage  o'er, 
The  clotted  locks  were  dark  with  gore, 
The  features  with  convulsion  grim. 
The  eyes  contorted,  sunk,  and  dim, 
But  unappall'd,  in  angry  mood, 
With  lowering  brow,  unmoved  he  stood, 
Upon  the  head  his  bared  right  hand 
He  laid,  the  other  grasp'd  his  brand  : 
Then  kneeling,  cried,  '  To  Heaven  I  swear 
This  deed  of  death  I  own,  and  share ; 
As  truly,  fully  mine,  as  though 
This  my  right  hand  had  dealt  the  blow ; 
Come  then,  our  foemen,  one,  come  all ; 
If  to  revenge  this  caitiff's  fall 
One  blade  is  bared,  one  bow  is  drawn. 
Mine  everlasting  peace  I  pawn. 
To  claim  from  them  or  claim  from  him, 
In  retribution,  limb  for  limb. 


In  sudden  fray,  or  open  strife, 
This  steel  shaU  render  life  for  life.' 

"  He  ceased ;  and  at  his  beckoning  nod 
The  clansmen  to  the  altar  trod: 
And  not  a  whisper  breathed  around. 
And  nought  was  heard  of  mortal  sound. 
Save  from  the  clanking  arms  they  bore, 
'Ihat  rattled  on  the  marble  floor ; 
And  each,  as  he  approach'd  in  haste. 
Upon  the  scalp  his  right  hand  placed; 
With  livid  lip  and  gather' d  brow, 
Each  utter'd  in  his  turn  the  vow. 
Fierce  Malcolm  watch'd  the  passing  scene. 
And  search'd  them  through  with  glances 

keen; 
Then  daah'd.a  tear-drop  from  his  eye : 
Unbid  it  came — ^he  knew  not  why. 
Exulting  high,  he  towering  stood : 
*  Kinsmen,'  he  cried,  *  of  Alpin's  blood, 
And  worthy  of  Clan  Alpin's  name, 
Unstain'd  by  cowardice  and  shame. 
E'en  do,  spare  nocht,  hi  time  of  ill 
Shall De  Clan  Alpin's  legend  still  I'" 


No.  II. 

It  has  been  disputed  whether  the  Children  of  the  Hist  were  actual  Mac* 
Gregors,  or  whether  they  were  not  outlaws  named  MacBonald,  belonging 
to  Ardnamurchan.  The  following  act  of  the  Privy  Council  seems  to  decide 
the  question : — 

'*  Edinburgh,  Ok  FebrucMry,  1589. 

*'  The  same  day,  the  Lords  of  Secret  Council  being  crediblie  informed  of 
ye  cruel  and  mischeivous  proceeding  of  ye  wicked  Clangrigor,  so  lang 
continueing  in  blood,  slaughters,  herships,  manifest  reifts,  and  stouths 
committed  upon  his  Hieness'  peaceable  and  good  subjects ;  inhabiting  ye 
countries  ewest  ye  brays  of  ye  Highlands,  tmr  money  years  bvgpaev  bxi^ 
specially  heir  after  ye  cruel  murder  of  uxaqJiV  3o.  ^STUTS^ssL^-tAk  ^'S^' 
u 
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moneyryncli,  his  Majesties  proper  tennant,  and  ane  of  his  fosters  of 
Glenartoey,  committed  upon  ye        day  of  last  bypast,  be  certain  ot 

ye  said  cLm,  be  ye  council  and  determination  of  ye  naill,  avow  and  to 
defend  ye  anthors  yrof  qoever  wald  persew  for  revenge  of  ye  same,  qll  ye 
said  Jo.  was  occupied  in  seeking  of  venison  to  his  Hiene^,  at  command  of 
Pat.  Lord  Dmmmond,  stewart  of  Strathame,  and  principal  forrester  of 
Glenartney;  the  Queen,  his  Majesties  dearest  spouse,  being  yn  shortlie 
looked  for  to  arrive  in  this  realm.  Likeas,  after  ye  murder  committed,  ye 
authors  yrof  cutted  off  ye  said  umqll  Jo.  Drummond's  head,  and  carried 
the  same  to  the  Laird  of  M'Grigor,  who,  and  the  haill  surname  of 
M'Grigors,  purposely  conveined  upon  the  Sunday  yrafter,  at  the  Kirk  of 
Buchquhidder ;  qr  they  caused  ye  said  umqll  John's  head  to  be  pnted  to 
ym,  and  yr  avowing  ye  sd  murder  to  have  been  committed  by  yr  com- 
munion, council,  and  determination,  laid  yr  hands  upon  the  pow,  and  in 
eithnik,  and  barbarous  manner,  swear  to  defend  ye  authors  of  ye  sd  murder, 
in  maist  proud  contempt  of  our  sovrn  Lord  and  his  authoritie,  and  in  evil 
example  to  others  wicked  limmaris  to  do  ye  like,  give  ys  sail  be  suffered 
to  remain  unpunished." 

Then  follows  a  commission  to  the  Earls  of  Huntly,  Argyle,  Athole, 
Montrose,  Pat.  Lord  Drummond,  Ja.  Commendator  of  Incheffray,  And. 
Campbel  of  Lochinnel,  Duncan  Campbel  of  Ardkinglas,  Lauchlane  Mcin- 
tosh of  Dunnauchtane,  Sir  Jo.  Murrya  of  Tullibarden,  knt.,  Geo.  Buchanan 
of  that  Ilk,  and  And.  M'Farlane  of  Ariquocher,  to  search  for  and  apprehend 
Alaster  M^Grigor  of  Glenstre  (and  a  number  of  others  nominatim),  "  and 
all  others  of  the  said  Clangrigor,  or  ye  assistars,  culpable  of  the  said  odious 
murther,  or  of  thift,  reset  of  thift,  herships,  and  somings,  qrever  they 
may  be  apprehended.  And  if  they  refuse  to  be  taken,  or  flees  to  strengths 
and  houses,  to  pursue  and  assege  them  with  fire  and  sword;  and  this 
commission  to  endure  for  the  space  of  three  years. " 

Such  was  the  system  of  police  in  1589;  and  such  the  state  of  Scotland 
nearly  thirty  years  after  the  Reformation. 
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While  these  pages  were  passing  through  the  press,  the  author  received  a 
letter  from  the  present  Robert  Stewart  of  Ardvoirlich,  favouring  him  with 
the  account  of  the  unhappy  slaughter  of  Lord  Eilpont,  differing  from,  and 
more  probable  than,  that  nven  by  Bishop  Wishart,  whose  narrative  infers 
either  insanity  or  the  blackest  treachery  on  the  part  of  James  Stewart  of 
Ardvoirlich,  the  ancestor  of  the  present  family  of  that  name.  It  is  but 
fair  to  give  the  entire  communication  as  received  from  my  respected 
correspondent,  which  is  more  minute  than  the  histories  of  the  period : — 

"  Although  I  have  not  the  honoar  of  being  personally  known  to  you,  I 
hope  you  will  excuse  the  liberty  I  now  take,  in  addressing  you  on  the 
subject  of  a  transaction  more  than  once  alluded  to  by  you,  in  which  an 
ancestor  of  mine  was  unhappily  concerned.  I  allude  to  the  slaughter  of 
Lord  Kilpont,  son  of  the  Earl  of  Airth  and  Menteith,  in  1644,  by  James 
Stewart  of  Ardvoirlich.  As  the  cause  of  this  unhappy  event,  and  the 
quarrel  which  led  to  it,  have  never  been  correctly  stated  in  any  history 
of  the  period  in  which  it  took  place,  I  am  induced,  in  consequence  of 
your  having,  in  the  second  series  of  your  admirable  Tales  on  the  History 
of  Scotland,  adopted  Wishart's  version  of  the  transaction,  and  being  aware 
that  your  hAving  done  so  will  ^tainp  it  ^vth  axi.  authenticity  which  it  does 
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not  merit,  and  with  a  view,  as  far  as  possible,  to  do  justice  to  the  memory 
of  my  unfortunate  ancestor,  to  send  you  the  account  of  this  affair  as  it  has 
been  handed  down  in  the  family. 

"  James  Stewart  of  Ardvoirlich,  who  lived  in  the  early  part  of  the  17th 
century,  and  who  was  the  unlucky  cause  of  the  slaughter  of  Lord  Eilpont, 
as  before  mentioned,  was  appointed  to  the  command  of  one  of  several 
independent  companies  raised  in  the  Highlands  at  the  commencement  of 
the  troubles  in  the  reign  of  Charles  I. ;  another  of  these  companies  was 
under  the  command  of  Lord  Kilpont,  and  a  strong  intimacy,  strengthened 
by  a  distant  relationship,  subsisted  between  them.  When  Montrose  raised 
the  royal  standard,  Axdvoirlich  was  oue  of  the  first  to  declare  for  him,  and 
is  said  to  have  been  a  principal  means  of  bringing  over  Lord  Eilpont  to 
the  same  cause ;  and  they  accordingly,  along  with  Sir  John  Drummond 
and  their  respective  followers,  joined  Montrose,  as  recorded  by  Wishart,  at 
Buchanty.  While  they  served  together,  so  strong  was  their  intimacy  that 
they  lived  and  slept  in  the  same  tent. 

**  In  the  meantime,  Montrose  had  been  joined  by  the  Irish  under  the 
command  of  Alexander  Macdonald ;  these,  on  their  march  to  join  Mon- 
trose, had  committed  some  excesses  on  lands  belonging  to  Ardvoirlich, 
which  lay  in  the  line  of  their  march  from  the  west  coast.  Of  this  Ardvoir- 
lich complained  to  Montrose,  who,  probably  wishing  as  much  as  possible 
to  conciliate  his  new  allies,  treated  it  in  rather  an  evasive  manner. 
Ardvoirlich,  who  was  a  man  of  violent  passions,  having  failed  to  receive 
such  satisfaction  as  he  required,  challenged  Macdonald  to  single  combat. 
Before  they  met,  however,  Montrose,  on  the  information  and  by  advice,  it 
is  said,  of  Kilpont,  laid  them  both  under  arrest.  Montrose,  seeing  the 
evils  of  such  a  feud  at  such  a  critical  .time,  effected  a  sort  of  reconciliation 
between  them,  and  forced  them  to  shake  hands  in  his  presence ;  when  it 
was  said  that  Ardvoirlich,  who  was  a  very  powerful  man,  took  such  a  hold 
of  Macdonald's  hand  as  to  make  the  blood  start  from  his  fingers.  Still,  it 
would  appear,  Ardvoirlich  was  by  no  means  reconciled. 

A  few  days  after  the  battle  of  Tippermuir,  when  Montrose  with  his  army 
was  encamped  at  Collace,  an  entertainment  was  given  by  him  to  his  officers, 
in  honour  of  the  victory  he  had  obtained,  and  Kilpont  and  his  comrade 
Ardvoirlich  were  of  the  party.  After  returning  to  their  quarters,  Ardvoir- 
lich, who  still  seemed  to  brood  over  his  quarrel  with  Macdonald,  and  being 
heated  with  drink,  began  to  blame  Lord  Kilpont  for  the  part  he  had  taken 
in  preventiu^  his  obtaining  redress,  and  reflecting  against  Montrose  for 
not  allowing  him  what  he  considered  proper  reparation.  Kilpont  of  course 
defended  the  conduct  of  himself  and  his  relative  Montrose,  till  their  argu- 
ment came  to  high  words,  and  finally,  from  the  state  they  were  both  in,  by 
an  easy  transition,  to  blows,  when  Ardvoirlich,  with  his  dirk,  struck 
Kilpont  dead  on  the  spot.  He  immediately  fled,  and  under  the  cover  of  a 
thick  mist  escaped  pursuit,  leaving  his  eldest  son  Henry,  who  had  been 
mortally  wounded  at  Tippermuir,  on  his  death-bed. 

"His  followers  immediately  withdrew  from  Montrose,  and  no  course 
remained  for  him  but  to  throw  himself  into  the  arms  of  the  opposite 
faction,  by  whom  he  was  well  received.  His  name  is  frequently  men- 
tioned in  Leslie's  campaigns,  and  on  more  than  one  occasion  he  is 
mentioned  as  having  afforded  protection  to  several  of  his  former  friends 
through  his  interest  with  Leslie,  when  the  King's  cause  became  desperate. 

"  The  foregoing  account  of  this  unfortunate  transaction,  I  am  well  aware, 
differs  materially  from  the  account  given  by  Wishart,  who  alleges  that 
Stewart  had  laid  a  plot  for  the  assassination  of  Montrose,  and  that  h<^ 
murdered  Lord  Kilpont  in  consequence  oi  Yob  T%i\va&\.>uc>^«xNk^\^'QX^Ns2^^ 
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design.  Kow  I  may  be  allowed  to  remark,  that  besidoB  Wuhart  bftving 
always  been  regarded  as  a  partial  historian,  and  very  questionable  authority 
on  any  subject  connected  with  the  motives  or  conduct  of  those  who  differed 
from  him  in  opinion,  that  even  had  Stewart  formed  such  a  design,  Kilpont, 
from  his  name  and  connections,  was  likely  to  be  the  very  last  man  of 
whom  Stewart  would  choose  to  make  a  confidant  and  accomplice.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  aboye  account,  though  neyer,  that  I  am  aware,  hinted  at, 
has  been  a  constant  tradition  in  the  family;  and,  from  the  comparatiye 
recent  date  of  the  transaction,  and  the  sources  from  which  ttke  tradition 
has  been  deriyed,  I  haye  no  reason  to  doubt  its  perfect  authenticity.  It 
was  most  circumstantially  detailed  as  aboye,  giyen  to  my  father,  Mr. 
Stewart,  now  of  Ardyoirlich,  many  years  ago,  by  a  man  nearly  connected 
with  the  family,  who  lived  to  the  age  of  100.  This  man  was  a  great- 
grandson  of  James  Stewart,  by  a  natural  son  John,  of  whom  many  stories 
are  still  current  in  this  countiy,  under  his  appellation  of  John  dhu  Mhcr, 
This  John  was  with  his  father  at  the  time,  and  of  course  was  a  witness  of 
the  whole  transaction;  he  lived  till  a  considerable  time  after  the  Revolu- 
tion, and  it  was  from  him  that  my  father's  informant,  who  was  a  man 
before  his  grandiather  John  dhu  Mhor's  death,  received  the  information  as 
above  stat^. 

'*  I  have  many  apologies  to  offer  for  trespassing  so  long  on  your  patience; 
but  I  felt  a  natural  desire,  if  possible,  to  coiTcct  what  1  conceive  to  be  a 
groundless  imputation  on  the  memory  of  my  ancestor,  before  it  shall 
come  to  be  considered  as  a  matter  of  history.  That  he  was  a  man  of 
violent  passions  and  singular  temper  I  do  not  pretend  to  deny,  as  many 
traditions  still  current  in  this  country  amply  verify;  but  that  he  was 
capable  of  forming  a  design  to  assassinate  Montrose,  the  whole  tenor  of 
his  former  conduct  and  principles  contradict.  That  he  was  obliged  to  join 
the  opposite  party  was  merely  a  matter  of  safety,  while  Kilpont  had  so 
many  powerful  friends  and  connections  able  and  ready  to  avenge  his 
death. 

"  1  have  only  to  add  that  you  have  my  full  permission  to  make  what  use 
of  this  communication  you  please,  and  either  to  reject  it  altogether,  or 
allow  it  such  credit  as  you  tmnk  it  deserves ;  and  I  shall  be  ready  at  all 
times  to  furnish  you  with  any  farther  information  on  this  subject  which 
you  may  require,  and  which  it  may  be  in  my  power  to  afford. 

• 

«  ABDVoiaLioH,  IbthJamiary,  1830." 

The  publication  of  a  statement  so  particular,  and  probably  so  correct,  is 
a  debt  due  to  the  memory  of  James  Stewart,  the  victim,  it  would  seem,  of 
his  own  violent  passions,  but  perhaps  incapable  of  an  act  of  premeditated 
treachery. 

ABB0T8F0BD,  ist  Augutt^  1880. 
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SEKGEANT  Moue  M 'Alfin  v&s,  during  hia  residence  ai_ 
most  hanoiued  mhabitonU  of  OaDOercleugb.  No  oi 
puting  his  title  to  the  great  leather:     '    '         -'     " 


onsqa,  oneofths 
« thought  of  dis- 
n  chair  on  the  "  coaieet  eid«  of  tha 
[)hiniiiey,"iB  the  common  room  of  Uie  Walluce  ArmB  on  a,  Saturday  evening- 
No  lees  would  our  seiton,  John  Duimard,  have  held  it  an  unlicensed  intm- 
sion  to  suffer  any  one  to  induct  hlmeelf  uito  the  corner  of  the  left-hand  pew 
nearest  to  the  pulpit,  which  the  Sergeant  regalarlj  occupied  on  Suudaya. 
There  he  sat,  hia  blue  invalid  uniform  bruahed  with  the  moat  scrupoloua 
accuracy.  Two  medoli  of  merit  displayed  at  hia  bntton-hole,  as  well  as 
the  empty  sleeve  which  should  hare  been  occupied  by  his  right  »rm,  bore 
eridance  of  hia  hard  and  honourable  Berrice,  His  weatherbeatan  features, 
his  grey  hair  tied  in  a  thin  queue  in  the  military  fashion  of  fonnec  days, 
and  the  right  side  of  his  head  a  little  turned  up,  the  better  to  catch  the 
sound  of  the  clergyman's  voice,  were  all  marks  of  his  profession  and  iofir- 
mities.  Beside  him  aat  his  sister  Janet,  a  little  neat  old  woman,  with  a 
Highland  curch  and  tartan  plaid,  watching  the  very  looks  of  her  brother, 
to  her  the  greatest  tdbji  upon  earth,  and  actively  looking  out  for  him,  in 
his  silver-clasped  Bible,  the  tezta  which  the  minister  quoted  or  expounded. 

I  believe  it  was  the  respect  that  was  universally  paid  to  this  worthy 
veteian,  by  all  ranks  in  Gandercleugh,  which  induced  him  to  choose  oni 
village  for  hia  reaidence,  for  such  was  by  no  meana  hie  original  iDtsntion. 

He  had  risen  to  the  rank  of  Bergeant-Duuor  of  vtillerj  bv  hard  eerriee 
in  various  quarters  of  the  world,  and  was  reckoned  one  of  the  most  tried 
and  tmaty  men  of  the  Scotch  Train,  A  ball  which  shattered  his  arm  in  a 
Feninanlar  campaign  at  length  procoied  him  an  honourable  discharge, 
with  aa  allowance  ftom  Chelsea,  and  a  handsome  gratuity  from  the 
patriotic  fund.  Moreover,  Sergeant  More  H'Alpin  had  been  prudent  as 
well  as  valiant ;  and,  from  prize  money  and  saving*,  had  become  master 
of  B  small  sum  iu  the  three  per  cent,  consola. 

He  retired  with  the  purpose  of  enjoying  this  iaoonie  in  the  wild  High- 
land glen  in  which,  when  a  boy,  he  had  herded  black  cattle  and  goats,  ere 
the  roll  of  the  drum  had  made  him  cock  his  bonnet  an  inch  higher,  and 
foUoiv  its  moaio  for  nearly  forty  yaart.  To  his  recollection  this  retired 
spot  WIS  unparalleled  in  Iwacty  W  the  richest  scenee  he  had  visited  in  hi* 
wandering*.  Even  th*  Happy  Vallay  of  BtMclia  ntni^  \u.-^%  ick^'ct'" 
aoQiiiig  npou  the  oomparlMU.    Haw —    '^ .->--a  ^-i---* — *  — ".. 
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was  but  ft  sterile  £^n,  sorrounded  with  mde  crags,  and  trayersed  bv  a 
northern  torrent.  This  was  not  the  worst.  The  fures  had  been  quenched 
upon  thirty  hearths — of  the  cottage  of  his  fathers  he  could  but  distingoish 
a  few  rude  stones — the  language  was  almost  extinguished — ^the  andent 
race  from  which  he  boasted  his  descent  had  found  a  refuee  beyond  the 
Atlantic  One  southland  farmer,  three  ^ey-plaided  shepherds,  and  six 
dogs  now  tenanted  the  whole  glen,  which  in  his  youth  had  maintained  in 
content,  if  not  in  competence,  upwards  of  two  hundred  inhabitants. 

In  the  house  of  the  new  tenant  Sergeant  M'Alpin  found,  however, 
an  unexpected  source  of  pleasure,  and  a  means  of  employing  his  social 
affections.  His  sister  Janet  had  fortunately  entertained  so  strong  a 
persuasion  that  her  brother  would  one  day  return,  that  she  had  refused 
to  accompany  her  kinsfolk  upon  their  emigration.  Nay,  she  had  consented, 
though  not  without  a  feeling  of  degradation,  to  take  service  with  the 
intruding  Lowlander,  who,  though  a  Saxon,  she  said,  had  proved  a  kind 
man  to  her.  This  unexpected  meeting  with  his  sister  seemed  a  cure  for 
all  the  disappointments  which  it  had  been  Sergeant  More's  lot  to  encounter, 
although  it  was  not  without  a  reluctant  t^  that  he  heard  told,  as  a 
Highland  woman  alone  could  tell  it,  the  story  of  the  extirpation  of  his 
kinsmen. 

She  narrated  at  great  length  the  vain  offers  they  had  made  of  advanced 
rent,  the  payment  of  which  must  have  reduced  them  to  the  extremity  of 
poverty,  which  they  were  yet  contented  to  face,  for  permission  to  live  and 
die  on  their  native  soil.  Nor  did  Janet  forget  the  portents  which  had 
announced  the  departure  of  the  Celtic  race  and  the  arrival  of  the  strangers. 
For  two  years  previous  to  the  emigration,  when  the  night  wind  howled 
down  tbe  pass  of  Balachra,  its  notes  were  distinctly  modelled  to  the  tune 
of  **  JTa  til  mi  tuZidh"  (**  We  return  no  more"),  with  which  the  emigrants 
usually  bid  farewell  to  their  native  shores.  The  uncouth  cries  of  the 
Southland  shepherds,  and  the  barking  of  their  dogs,  were  often  heard  in 
the  mist  of  the  hills  long  before  their  actual  arrival .  A  bard,  the  last  of 
his  race,  had  commemorated  the  expulsion  of  the  natives  of  the  glen  in  a 
tune  which  brought  tears  into  the  aged  eyes  of  the  veteran,  and  of  which 
the  first  stanza  may  be  thus  rendered : — 

Wo,  wo,  Hon  of  the  Lowlander, 
Why  wilt  thou  leave  thine  own  bonny  Border? 
Why  comes  thou  hither,  disturbing  the  Highlander, 
Wasting  the  glen  that  was  once  in  fair  order? 

What  added  to  Sergeant  More  M*Alpin's  distress  upon  the  occasion  was, 
that  the  chief  by  whom  this  change  had  been  effected  was,  by  tradition  and 
common  opinion,  held  to  represent  the  ancient  leaders  and  fathers  of  the 
expelled  fugitives ;  and  it  ha(i  hitherto  been  one  of  Sergeant  More's  prin- 
cipal subjects  of  pride  to  prove,  by  genealogical  deduction,  in  what  degree 
of  kindred  he  stood  to  this  personage.  A  woeful  change  was  now  wrought 
in  his  sentiments  towards  him. 

**  I  cannot  curse  him,"  he  said,  as  he  rose  and  strode  through  the  room 
when  Janet's  narrative  was  finished — **  I  will  not  curse  bim;  he  is  the 
descendant  and  representative  of  my  fathers.  But  never  shall  mortal  man 
hear  me  name  his  name  again."  And  he  kept  his  word;  for  until  his 
dying  day  no  man  heard  him  mention  his  selfish  and  hard-hearted 
chieftain. 

After  ^ving  a  day  to  sad  recollections,  the  hardy  spirit  which  had 
carried  him  tfaxouKh  so  many  dangers  manned  the  Sergeant  s  bosom  against 
this  cruel  disappointment  *^  He  would  ^o,"  he  &aid>  **  to  Canada  to  his 
Mnafolk,  where  they  had  named  a  Txaii^aX^KiiXluc^  ^i)^5s^  ^l\/(st  \^^  ^«i^  ^ 
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their  fathers.  Janet,"  he  said,  <*  should  kilt  her  coats  like  a  leagaer  lady ; 
d — ^n  the  distance  I  it  was  a  flea's  leap  to  the  voyages  and  marches  he  had 
made  on  a  slighter  occasion." 

With  this  purpose  he  left  the  Highlands,  and  came  with  his  sister  as  &x 
as  Gandercleugh,  on  his  way  to  Glasgow,  to  take  a  passage  to  Canada. 
But  winter  was  now  set  in,  and  as  he  thought  it  advisable  to  wait  for  a 
spring  passage,  when  the  St.  Lawrence  should  be  open,  he  settled  among 
us  for  the  few  months  of  his  stay  in  Britain.  As  we  said  before,  the 
respectable  old  man  met  with  deference  and  attention  from  all  ranks  of 
society ;  and  when  spring  returned  he  was  -so  satisfied  with  his  quarter^ 
that  he  did  not  renew  the  purpose  of  his  voyage.  Janet  was  afraid  of  the 
sea,  and  he  himself  felt  the  infirmities  of  age  and  hard  service  more  than 
he  had  at  first  expected.  And,  as  he  confessed  to  the  clergyman,  and  my 
worthy  principal,  Mr.  Cleishbotham,  *'it  was  better  staying  with  ken'd 
friends  than  going  farther  and  faring  worse." 

He  therefore  established  himself  and  his  domicile  at -Gandercleugh,  to 
the  great  satisfaction,  as  we  have  already  said,  of  all  its  inhabitants,  to 
whom  he  became,  in  respect  of  military  intelligence,  and  able  commen- 
taries upon  the  newspapers,  gazettes,  and  bulletins,  a  very  oracle,  explana- 
tory of  all  martial  events,  past,  present,  or  to  come. 

It  is  true  the  Sergeant  had  his  inconsistencies.  He  was  a  steady  Jacobite, 
his  father  and  his  four  uncles  having  been  out  in  the  forty-five ;  but  he 
was  a  no  less  steady  adherent  of  King  George,  in  whose  service  he  had 
made  his  little  fortune,  and  lost  three  brothers ;  so  that  you  were  in  equid 
danger  to  displease  him  in  terming  Prince  Charles  the  Pretender,  or  by 
saying  anything  derogatory  to  the  dignity  of  King  George.  Farther,  it 
must  not  be  denied,  that  when  the  day  of  receiving  his  dividends  came 
around,  the  Sergeant  was  apt  to  tarry  longer  at  the  Wallace  Arms  of  an 
evening  than  was  consistent  with  strict  temperance,  or  indeed  with  his 
worldly  interest ;  for  upon  these  occasions  his  compotators  sometimes  con- 
trived to  flatter  his  partialities  by  singing  Jacobite  songs,  and  drinking 
confusion  to  Bonaparte  and  the  health  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  untu 
the  Sergeant  was  not  only  flattered  into  paying  the  whole  reckoning,  but 
occasionally  induced  to  lend  small  sums  to  his  interested  companions. 
After  such  sprays,  as  he  called  them,  were  over,  and  his  temper  once  more 
cool,  he  seldom  failed  to  thank  God,  and  the  Duke  of  York,  who  had  made 
it  much  more  difficult  for  an  old  soldier  to  ruin  himself  by  his  folly  than 
had  been  the  case  in  his  younger  days. 

It  was  not  on  such  occasions  that  I  made  a  part  of  Sergeant  More 
M'Alpin's  society.  But  often,  when  my  leisure  would  permit,  I  used  to 
seek  him  on  what  he  called  his  morning  and  evening  parade,  on  which, 
when  the  weather  was  fair,  he  appeared  as  regularly  as  if  summoned  by  tuck 
of  drum.  His  morning  walk  was  beneath  the  elms  in  the  churchyard ; 
*'for  death,"  he  said,  **had  been  his  next-door  neighbour  for  so  many 
years  that  he  had  no  apology  for  dropping  the  acquaintance. "  His  evening 
promenade  was  on  the  bleaching-green  by  the  river-side,  where  he  was 
sometimes  to  be  seen  on  an  open  bench,  with  spectacles  on  nose,  conning 
over  the  newspapers  to  a  circle  of  village  politicians,  explaining  military 
terms,  and  aiding  the  comprehension  of  his  hearers  by  lines  drawn  on  the 
ground  with  the  end  of  his  rattan.  On  other  occasions  he  was  surrounded 
by  a  bevy  of  school-boys,  whom  he  sometimes  drilled  to  the  manual,  and 
sometimes,  with  less  approbation  on  the  part  of  their  parents,  instructed  in 
the  mystery  of  artificial  fire-works;  for  in  the  case  of  public  rejoicings  the 
Sergeant  was  pyrotechnist  (as  the  Encyclopedia  calla  \t.\  Iq  \Jafc  -^'C^^^  ^1 
Gandercleugh. 
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It  was  in  his  momiDg  walk  that  I  most  frequently  met  with  the  TeteiBn. 
And  I  can  hardly  yet  look  upon  the  village  footpath,  overshadowed  by 
the  row  of  lofty  elms,  without  thinking  I  see  his  upright  form  advancing 
•towards  me  with  measured  step,  and  nis  cane  advanced,  ready  to  pay  me 
the  military  salute.  But  he  is  dead,  and  sl^ps,  with  his  Mthfol  Janet, 
under  the  third  of  those  very  trees,  counting  from  the  stile  at  the  west 
comer  of  the  churchyard. 

The  delight  which  I  had  in  Sergeant  M'Alpin's  conversation  related  not 
only  to  his  own  adventures,  of  which  he  had  encountered  many  in  the 
course  of  a  wandering  life,  but  also  to  his  recollection  of  numerous  High- 
land traditions,  in  wmch  his  youth  had  been  instructed  by  his  parents,  and 
of  wldch  he  would  in  after  life  have  deemed  it  a  kind  of  heresy  to  question 
the  authenticity.  Many  of  these  belonged  to  the  wars  of  Montrose,  in 
which  some  of  liie  Sergeant's  ancestry  had,  it  seems,  taken  a  distinguished 
part.  It  has  happened  that,  although  these  civil  commotions  reflect  the 
highest  honour  upon  the  Highlanders,  being  indeed  the  first  occasion  upon 
wmch  they  showed  themselves  superior,  or  even  equal,  to  their  Low-country 
neighbours  in  military  encounters,  they  have  been  less  commemorated 
among  them  than  any  one  would  have  expected,  judging  from  tl^e  abund- 
ance of  traditions  which  tiiey  have  preserved  upon  less  interesting  subjects. 
It  was,  therefore,  with  ^eat  pleasure  that  I  extracted  from  mjr  military 
Mend  some  curious  particulars  respecting  that  time ;  they  are  mixed  with 
that  measure  of  the  wild  and  wonderfcu  which  belongs  to  the  period  and 
tiie  narrator,  but  which  I  do  not  in  the  least  object  to  the  readers  treating 
with  disbelief,  provided  he  will  be  so  eood  as  to  give  implicit  credit  to  the 
natural  events  of  the  story,  which,  l^e  all  those  which  I  have  had  the 
honour  to  put  under  his  notice,  actually  rest  upon  a  basiB  of  truth. 


>  M       A    ^ 
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CHAPTEE     I. 

Sach  as  do  build  their  faith  upon 
The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun, 
Decide  all  controversies  by 
Infallible  artillery, 
And  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox, 
By  apostolic  blows  and  knocks. 

Butler. 

^T  was  daring  the  period  of  that  great  and  bloody  civil  war 
which  agitated  Britain  during  the  seventeenth  century,  that 
our  tale  has  its  commencement  Scotland  had  as  yet  remained 
free  from  the  ravages  of  intestine  war,  although  its  inhabitants  were 
much  divided  in  political  opinions ;  and  many  of  them,  tired  of  the 
control  of  the  Estates  of  Parliament,  and  disapproving  of  the  bold 
measure  which  they  had  adopted,  by  sending  into  England  a  large 
army  to  the  assistance  of  the  Parliament,  were  determined  on  their 
part  to  embrace  the  earHest  opportunity  of  declaring  for  the  King, 
and  making  such  a  diversion  as  should  at  least  compel  the  recall  of 
General  Leslie's  army  out  of  England,  if  it  did  not  recover  a  great 
part  of  Scotland  to  the  King's  allegiance.  This  plan  was  chiefly 
adopted  by  the  northern  nobility,  who  had  resisted  with  great 
obstinacy  the  adoption  of  the  Solemn  League  and  Covenant,  and  by 
many  of  the  chiefs  of  the  Highland  dans,  who  conceived  their 
interest  and  authority  to  be  connected  with  royalty,  who  had,  besides, 
a  decided  aversion  to  the  Presbyterian  form  of  religion,  and  who, 
Anally,  were  in  that  half  savage  state  of  society  in  which  war  is 
always  more  welcome  than  peace. 

Great  comimotions  were  generally  expected  to  arise  from  tliQcsA  cax^- 
current  causes;  and  the  trade  o£  incomou  «xA  ^\fI:»^3b^3L^'^^Hn^c£kS^ 


314  A  LEGENP   OF  MONTROSE. 

the  ScottLsh  Highlanders  at  all  times  exercised  upon  the  Lowlands, 
began  to  assume  a  more  steady,  avowed,  and  systematic  form,  as  part 
of  a  general  military  system. 

Those  at  the  head  of  affedrs  were  not  insensible  to  the  peril  of  the 
moment,  and  anxiously  made  preparations  to  meet  and  to  repel  it 
They  considered,  however,  with  satisfaction  that  no  leader  or  name 
of  consequence  had  as  yei  appeared  to  assemble  an  army  of  royalists, 
or  even  to  direct  the  efforts  of  those  desultory  bands  whom  love  of 
plunder,  perhaps,  as  much  as  political  principle,  had  hurried  into 
measures  of  hostility.  It  was  generally  hoped  that  the  quartering  a 
sufficient  number  of  troops  in  the  Lowlands  adjacent  to  the  Highland 
line  would  have  the  effect  of  restraining  the  mountain  chieftcdns; 
while  the  power  of  various  barons  in  the  North  who  had  espoused 
the  Covenant,  as,  for  example,  the  Earl  of  Mareschal,  the  great 
families  of  Forbes,  Leslie,  and  Irvine,  the  Grants,  and  other  Presby- 
terian clans,  might  counterbalance  and  bridle,  not  only  the  strength 
of  the  Ogilvies  and  other  cavaliers  of  Angus  and  Kincardine,  but 
even  the  potent  family  of  the  Qordons,  whose  extensive  authority 
was  only  equalled  by  their  extreme  dislike  to  the  Presbyterian 
model. 

In  the  West  Highlands  the  ruling  party  numbered  many  enemies ; 
but  the  power  of  these  disaffected  clans  was  supposed  to  be  broken, 
and  the  spirit  of  their  chieftains  intimidated,  by  the  predominating 
influence  of  the  Marquis  of  Argyle,  upon  whom  the  confidence  of  the 
Convention  of  Estates  was  reposed  with  the  utmost  security;  and 
whose  power  in  the  Highlands,  already  exorbitant,  had  been  still 
farther  increased  by  concessions  extorted  from  the  King  at  the  last 
pacification.  It  was  indeed  well  known  that  Argyle  was  a  man 
rather  of  political  enterprise  than  personal  courage,  and  better  calcu- 
lated to  manage  an  intrigue  of  state  than  to  control  the  tribes  of 
hostile  mountaineers ;  yet  the  numbers  of  his  clan,  and  the  spirit  of 
the  gallant  gentlemen  by  whom  it  was  led,  might,  it  was  supposed, 
atone  for  the  personal  deficiencies  of  their  chief;  and  as  the  Camp- 
bells had  already  severely  humbled  several  of  the  neighbouring 
tribes,  it  was  supposed  these  would  not  readily  again  provoke  an 
encounter  with  a  body  so  powerful. 

Thus  having  at  their  command  the  whole  west  and  south  of  Scot- 
land, indisputably  the  richest  part  of  the  kingdom — Fifeshire  being 
in  a  peculiar  manner  their  own,  and  possessing  many  and  powerful 
Mends  even  north  of  the  Forth  and  Tay — the  Scottish  Convention 
of  Estates  saw  no  danger  sufficient  to  induce  them  to  alter  the  line  of 
policy  they  had  adopted,  or  to  recall  from  the  assistance  of  their 
brethren  of  the  En^dsh  Parliament  that  auxiliary  army  of  twenty 
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thousaud  men,  by  means  of  which  accession  of  strength  the  King's 
party  had  been  reduced  to  the  defensive,  when  in  full  career  of 
triumph  and  success. 

The  causes  which  moved  the  Convention  of  Estates  at  this  time 
to  take  such  an  immediate  and  active  interest  in  the  civil  war  of 
England,  are  detailed  in  our  historians,  but  may  be  here  shortly 
recapitulated.  They  had  indeed  no  new  injury  or  aggression  to 
complain  of  at  the  hand  of  the  King,  and  the  peace  which  had  been 
made  between  Charles  and  his  subjects  of  Scotland  had  been  carefully 
observed;  but  the  Scottish  rulers  were  well  aware  that  this  peace 
had  been  extorted  from  the  King,  as  well  by  the  influence  of  the 
parliamentary  party  in  England  as  by  the  terror  of  their  own  arms. 
It  is  true,  King  Charles  had  since  then  visited  the  capital  of  his 
ancient  kingdom,  had  assented  to  the  new  organisation  of  the  church, 
and  had  distributed  honours  and  rewards  among  the  leaders  of  the 
party  which  had  shown  themselves  most  hostile  to  his  interests ;  but 
it  was  suspected  that  distinctions  so  unwillingly  conferred  would  be 
resumed  as  soon  as  opportunity  ofifered.  The  low  state  of  the  Eng- 
lish Parliament  was  seen  in  Scotland  with  deep  apprehension ;  and  it 
was  concluded,  that  should  Charles  triumph  by  force  of  arms  against 
his  insurgent  subjects  of  England,  he  would  not  be  long  in  exacting 
from  the  Scots  the  vengeance  which  he  might  suppose  due  to  those 
who  had  set  the  example  of  taking  up  arms  against  him.  Such  was 
the  policy  of  the  measure  which  dictated  the  sending  the  auxiliary 
army  into  England ;  and  it  was  avowed  in  a  manifesto  explanatory 
of  their  reasons  for  giving  this  timely  and  important  aid  to  the 
English  Parliament.  The  English  Parliament,  they  said,  had  been 
already  friendly  to  them,  and  might  be  so  again ;  whereas  the  King, 
although  he  had  so  lately  established  religion  among  them  according 
to  their  desires,  had  given  them  no  ground  to  confide  in  his  royal 
declaration,  seeing  they  had  found  his  promises  and  actions  incon- 
sistent with  each  other.  "Our  conscience,"  they  concluded,  "and 
God,  who  is  greater  than  our  conscience,  beareth  us  record  that  we 
aim  altogether  at  the  glory  of  God,  peace  of  both  nations,  and  honour 
of  the  King,  in  suppressing  and  punishing  in  a  legal  way  those  who 
are  the  troublers  of  Israel,  the  firebrands  of  hell,  the  Korahs,  the 
Balaams,  the  Doegs,  the  Babshakehs,  the  Hamans,  the  Tobiahs,  the 
Sanballats  of  our  time ;  which  done,  we  are  satisfied.  Neither  have 
we  begun  to  use  a  military  expedition  to  England  as  a  means  for 
compassing  those  our  pious  ends,  until  all  other  means  which  we 
could  think  upon  have  failed  us :  and  this  alone  is  left  to  us,  vMimvum 
et  unicvm  remedi/um,  the  last  and  only  remedy.'' 

Leaving  it  to  casuists  to  determine  wketYvec  o\vfe  <:j(yciX;sAJ^^IvE^%  >^a^^ 
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is  justified  in  breaking  a  solemn  treaty  upon  the  suspicion  that,  in 
certain  future  contingencies,  it  might  be  infringed  by  the  other,  we 
shall  proceed  to  mention  two  other  circumstances  that  had  at  least 
equal  influence  with  the  Scottish  rulers  and  nation,  with  any  doubts 
which  they  entertained  of  the  King's  good  faith. 

The  first  of  these  was  the  nature  and  condition  of  their  army; 
headed  by  a  poor  and  discontented  nobility,  under  whom  it  was 
officered  chiefly  by  Scottish  soldiers  of  fortune,  who  had  served  in 
the  German  wars  until  they  had  lost  almost  all  distinction  of  political 
principle,  and  even  of  country,  in  the  adoption  of  the  mercenary 
feiith  that  a  soldier's  principal  duty  was  fidelity  to  the  state  or 
sovereign  from  whom  he  received  his  pay,  without  respect  either  to 
the  justice  of  the  quarrel  or  to  their  own  connection  with  either  of 
the  contending  parties.  To  men  of  this  stamp,  Grotius  applies  the 
severe  character — Nullmm,  vita  genus  est  improhius,  quom,  eorwm,  qui 
sine  ccmsce  respectu  mercede  cond/ucti,  tmUtcmt,  To  these  mercenary 
soldiers,  as  well  as  to  the  needy  gentry  with  whom  they  were  mixed 
in  command,  and  who  easily  imbibed  the  same  opinions,  the  success 
of  the  late  short  invasion  of  England  in  1641  was  a  sufficient  reason 
for  renewing  so  profitable  an  experiment  The  good  pay  and  free 
quarters  of  England  had  made  a  feeling  impression  upon  the  recol- 
lection of  these  military  adventurers,  and  the  prospect  of  again  levy- 
ing eight  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a-day  came  in  place  of  all 
arguments,  whether  of  state  or  of  morality. 

Another  cause  inflamed  the  minds  of  the  nation  at  large,  no  less 
than  the  tempting  prospect  of  the  wealth  of  England  animated  the 
soldiery.  So  much  had  been  written  and  said  on  either  side  con- 
cerning the  form  of  church  government,  that  it  had  become  a  matter 
of  infinitely  more  consequence  in  the  eyes  of  the  multitude  than  the 
doctrines  of  that  gospel  which  both  churches  had  embraced.  The 
Prelatists  and  Presbyterians  of  the  more  violent  kind  became  as 
illiberal  as  the  Papists,  and  would  scarcely  allow  the  possibility  of 
salvation  beyond  the  pale  of  their  respective  churches.  It  was  in 
vain  remarked  to  these  zealots  that  had  the  Author  of  our  holy 
religion  considered  any  peculiar  form  of  church  government  as  essen- 
tial to  salvation,  it  would  have  been  revealed  with  the  same  precision 
as  under  the  Old  Testament  dispensation.  Both  parties  continued 
as  violent  as  if  they  could  have  pleaded  the  distinct  commands  of 
Heavenfto  justify  theirintolerance.  Laud,  in  the  days  of  his  domina- 
tion, had  fired  the  train  by  attempting  to  impose  upon  the  Scottish 
people  church  ceremonies  foreign  to  their  habits  and  opinions.  The 
success  with  which  this  had  been  resisted,  and  the  Presbyterian 
model  rahstitated  in  its  place,  had  endeAx^d  >k<^  \«xXi^T  \a  \!i^<^  TA.^<^\i^ 
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as  the  cauBe  in  which  they  had  triamphed.  The  Solemn  League  and 
Covenanti  adopted  with  snoh  zeal  hy  the  greater  part  of  the  kingdom, 
and  by  them  forced,  at  the  sword's  point,  upon  the  others,  bore  in 
its  bosom,  as  its  principal  object,  the  establishing  the  doctrine  and 
discipline  of  the  Presbyterian  church,  and  the  putting  down  all  error 
and  heresy ;  and  having  attained  for  their  own  country  an  establish- 
ment of  this  golden  candlestick,  the  Scots  became  liberally  and 
fraternally  anxious  to  erect  the  same  in  England.  This  they  con- 
ceived might  be  easily  attained  by  lending  to  the  Parliament  the 
effectual  assistance  of  the  Scottidi  forces.  The  Presbyterians,  a 
numerous  and  powerful  party  in  the  English  Parliament,  had  hitherto 
taken  the  lead  in  opposition  to  the  King ;  while  the  Independents 
and  other  sectaries,  who  afterwards,  under  Cromwell,  resumed  the 
power  of  the  sword,  and  overset  the  Presbyterian  model  both  in 
Scotland  and  England,  were  as  yet  contented  to  lurk  under  the  shelter 
of  the  wealthier  and  more  powerful  party.  The  prospect  of  bringing 
to  a  uniformity  the  kingdoms  of  England  and  Scotland  in  discipline 
and  worship,  seemed  therefore  as  fear  as  it  was  desirable. 

The  celebrated  Sir  Henry  Vane,  one  of  the  commissioners  who 
negotiated  the  alliance  betwixt  England  and  Scotland,  saw  the 
influence  which  this  bait  had  upon  the  spirits  of  those  with  whom 
he  dealt ;  and  although  himself  a  violent  Independent,  be  contrived 
at  once  to  gratify  and  to  elude  the  eager  desires  of  the  Presbyterians, 
by  qualifying  the  obligation  to  reform  the  Church  of  England,  as  a 
change  to  be  executed  **  according  to  the  word  of  God,  and  the  best 
reformed  churches."  Deceived  by  their  own  eagerness,  themselves 
entertaining  no  doubts  on  the  Jus  Dimnv/m  oi  their  own  ecclesiastical 
establishments,  and  not  holding  it  possible  such  doubts  could  be 
adopted  by  others,  the  Convention  of  Estates  and  the  Kirk  of  Scotland 
conceived  that  such  expressions  necessarily  inferred  the  establish- 
ment of  Presbytery ;  nor  were  they  undeceived,  until,  when  their 
help  was  no  longer  needful,  the  sectaries  gave  them  to  understand 
that  the  phrase  might  be  as  well  applied  to  Independency,  or  any 
other  mode  of  worship,  which  those  who  were  at  the  head  of  affairs 
at  the  time  might  consider  as  agreeable  ''  to  the  word  of  God,  and 
the  practice  of  the  reformed  churches."  Neither  were  the  outwitted 
Scottish  less  astonished  to  And  that  the  designs  of  the  English  sec- 
taries struck  against  the  monarchical  constitution  of  Britain,  it 
having  been  their  intention  to  reduce  the  power  of  the  Eing,  but  by 
no  means  to  abrogate  the  office.  They  fared,  however,  in  this  respect, 
like  rash  physicians,  who  commence  by  over-physicing  a  patient, 
until  he  is  reduced  to  a  state  of  weakness,  from  which  cordials  are 
afterwards  unable  to  recover  him. 
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But  these  events  were  still  in  the  womb  of  futurity.  As  yet  the 
Scottish  Parliament  held  their  engagement  with  England  consistent 
with  justice,  prudence,  and  piety,  and  their  military  undertaking 
seemed  to  succeed  to  their  very  wish.  The  junction  of  the  Scottish 
army  with  those  of  Fairfcix  and  Manchester  enabled  the  Parliamen- 
tary forces  to  besiege  York,  and  to  fight  the  desperate  action  of  Long- 
Marston  Moor,  in  which  Prince  Eupert  and  the  Marquis  of  Newcastle 
were  defeated.  The  Scottish  auxiliaries,  indeed,  had  less  of  the  glory 
of  this  victory  than  their  countrjrmen  could  desire.  David  Leslie, 
with  their  cavalry,  fought  bravely,  and  to  them,  as  well  as  to 
Cromwell's  brigade  of  Independents,  the  honour  of  the  day  belonged ; 
but  the  old  Earl  of  Leven,  the  covenanting  general,  was  driven  out 
of  the  field  by  the  impetuous  charge  of  Prince  Eupert,  and  was  thirty 
miles  distant,  in  full  flight  towards  Scotland,  when  he  was  overtaken 
by  the  news  that  his  party  had  gained  a  complete  victory. 

The  absence  of  these  auxiliary  troops,  upon  this  crusade  for  the 
establishment  of  Presbyterianism  in  England,  had  considerably 
diminished  the  power  of  the  Convention  of  Estates  in  Scotland,  and 
had  given  rise  to  those  agitations  among  the  anti-covenanters,  which 
we  have  noticed  at  the  beginning  of  this  chapter. 


CHAPTER    II. 

HIb  mother  could  for  him  as  cradle  set 

Her  husband's  rusty  iron  corselet ; 

Whose  jangling  sound  could  hush  her  babe  to  rest, 

That  never  plain'd  of  his  uneasy  nest; 

Then  did  he  dream  of  weary  wars  at  hand, 

And  woke,  and  fought,  and  won,  ere  he  could  stand. 

Hall's  Satires. 

It  was  towards  the  close  of  a  summer's  evening,  during  the  anxious 
period  which  we  have  commemorated,  that  a  young  gentleman  of 
quality,  well  mounted  and  armed,  and  accompanied  by  two  servants, 
one  of  whom  led  a  sumpter  horse,  rode  slowly  up  one  of  those 
steep  passes  by  which  the  Highlands  are  accessible  from  the  Low- 
lands of  Perthshircf  Their  course  had  lain  for  some  time  along 
the  banks  of  a  lake,  whose  deep  waters  reflected  the  crimson  beams 
of  the  western  sun.  The  broken  path,  which  they  pursued  with  some 
difficulty,  was  in  some  places  shaded  by  ancient  birches  and  oak  trees, 
and  in  others  overhung  by  fragments  of  huge  rock.  Elsewhere,  the 
hill,  which  formed  the  northern  side  of  this  beautiful  sheet  of  water, 

t  The  beautifnl  pass  of  Leny,  near  Callander,  in  Monteith,  would,  in  some  respects, 
juuwer  the  description. 
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arose  in  steep,  bat  less  precipitous  acclivity,  and  was  arrayed  in  heath 
of  the  darkest  purple.  In  the  present  times,  a  scene  so  romantic 
would  have  been  judged  to  possess  the  highest  charms  for  the 
traveller ;  but  those  who  journey  in  days  of  doubt  and  dread  pay 
little  attention  to  picturesque  scenery. 

The  master  kept,  as  often  as  the  wood  permitted,  abreast  of  one  or 
both  of  his  domestics,  and  seemed  earnestly  to  converse  with  them, 
probably  because  the  distinctions  of  rank  are  readily  set  aside 
among  those  who  are  made  to  be  sharers  of  common  danger.  The 
dispositions  of  the  leading  men  who  inhabited  this  wild  country,  and 
the  probability  of  their  taking  part  in  the  political  convulsions  that 
were  soon  expected,  were  the  subjects  of  their  conversation. 

They  had  not  advanced  above  half  way  up  the  lake,  and  the  young 
gentleman  was  pointing  to  his  attendants  the  spot  where  their 
intended  road  turned  northwards,  and,  leaving  the  verge  of  the 
loch,  ascended  a  ravine  to  the  right  hand,  when  they  discovered  a 
single  horseman  coming  down  the  shore,  as  if  to  meet  them.  The 
gleam  of  the  sunbeams  upon  his  head-piece  and  corslet  showed  that 
he  was  in  armour,  and  the  purpose  of  the  other  travellers  required 
that  he  should  not  pass  unquestioned.  '*  We  must  know  who  he  is," 
said  the  young  gentleman,  *'  and  whither  he  is  going."  And  putting 
spurs  to  his  horse,  he  rode  forward  as  fast  as  the  rugged  state  of  the 
road  would  permit,  followed  by  his  two  attendants,  until  he  reached 
the  point  where  the  pass  along  the  side  of  the  lake  was  intersected 
by  that  which  descended  from  the  ravine,  securing  thus  against  the 
possibility  of  the  stranger  eluding  them  by  turning  into  the  latter 
road  before  they  came  up  with  him. 

The  single  horseman  had  mended  his  pace  when  he  first  observed 
the  three  riders  advance  rapidly  towards  him ;  but  when  he  saw  them 
halt  and  form  a  front,  which  completely  occupied  the  path,  he 
checked  his  horse,  and  advanced  with  great  deliberation;  so  that 
each  party  had  an  opportunity  to  take  a  full  survey  of  the  other. 
The  solitary  stranger  was  mounted  upon  an  able  horse,  fit  for  mili- 
tary service,  and  for  the  great  weight  which  he  had  to  carry,  and  his 
rider  occupied  his  demipique,  or  war-saddle,  with  an  air  that  showed 
it  was  his  familiar  seat.  He  had  a  bright  burnished  head-piece,  with 
a  plume  of  feathers,  together  with  a  cuirass,  thick  enough  to  resist  a 
musket-ball,  and  a  back-piece  of  lighter  materials.  These  defensive 
arms  he  wore  over  a  buff  jerkin,  along  with  a  pair  of  gauntlets,  or 
steel  gloves,  the  tops  of  which  reached  up  to  his  elbow,  and  which, 
like  the  rest  of  his  armour,  were  of  bright  steel.  At  the  front  of  his 
military  saddle  hung  a  case  of  pistols,  far  beyond  the  ordinary  size^ 
nearly  two  feet  in  length,  and  carrying  buUe\A  ol  \.^^\i\r)  \i^^^^>^:cA. 


A  LEGEND  OF  MOMTROSE. 


aw 

A  buff  belt,  mtii  a  broad  nlver  bnckle,  siutauied  on  one  aide  a  long 
Itnugbt  double-edged  broadswoTd,  with  a  strong  guard,  and  a  blade 
calculated  either  to  Btrike  or  push.  On.  the  right  aide  hung  a  da^er 
of  about  eighteen  incheH  in  length ;  a  shoulder-belt  sustained  at  hia 
ba<^  a  musketoon  oi  bluaderbnas,  and  was  crossed  bj  a  bandelier 
containing  his  charges  of  ammunition.     Thigh-piecea  of  steel,  then 


termed  tasleta,  met  the  tops  of  his  huge  jack-boots,  and  completed 
the  equipage  of  e,  well-armed  trooper  of  the  period. 

The  appearance  of  the  horseman  himself  corresponded  well  with 
hia  inilitai7  equipage,  to  which  he  had  the  aii  of  having  been  long 
iniued.  He  was  above  the  middle  size,  and  of  strength  sufficient 
to  bear  with  ease  the  weight  of  his  weapons,  oSensiro  and  defensive. 
Sia  age  might  bo  toity  and  upwaxds,  and  his  countenance  was  that 
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of  a  resolute,  weather-beaten  veteran,  who  had  seen  many  fields,  and 
brought  away  in  token  more  than  one  scar.  At  the  distance  of  about 
thirty  yards  he  halted  and  stood  fast,  raised  himself  on  his  stirrups, 
as  if  to  reconnoitre  and  ascertain  the  purpose  of  the  opposite  party, 
and  brought  his  musketoon  under  his  right  arm,  ready  for  use,  if 
occasion  should  require  it.  In  every  thing  but  numbers  he  had  the 
advantage  of  those  who  seemed  inclined  to  interrupt  his  passage. 

The  leader  of  the  party  was,  indeed,  well  mounted  and  clad  in  a 
buff  coat,  richly  embroidered,  the  half-military  dress  of  the  period ; 
but  his  domestics  had  only  coarse  jackets  of  thick  felt,  which  could 
scarce  be  expected  to  turn  the  edge  of  a  sword,  if  wielded  by  a  strong 
man ;  and  none  of  them  had  any  weapons,  save  swords  and  pistols, 
without  which  gentlemen,  or  their  attendants,  during  those  dis- 
turbed times,  seldom  stirred  abroad. 

When  they  had  stood  at  gaze  for  about  a  minute,  the  younger 

gentleman  gave  the  challenge  which  was  then  common  in  the  mouth 

,  of  all  strangers  who  met  in  such  circumstances — "  For  whom  are  you  V 

"Tell  me  first,"  answered  the  soldier,  *'for  whom  are  youl — the 
strongest  party  should  speak  first." 

'*  We  are  for  God  and  ELing  Charles,''  answered  the  first  speaker. 
**  Now  tell  your  faction,  you  know  ours." 

*^  I  am  for  God  and  my  standard,"  answered  the  single  horseman. 

'^  And  for  which  standard?"  replied  the  chief  of  the  other  party — 
**  Cavalier  or  Roundhead,  King  or  Convention?" 

"  By  my  troth,  sir/'  answered  the  soldier,  "  I  would  be  loath  to 
reply  to  you  with  an  untruth,  as  a  thing  unbecoming  a  cavalier  of 
fortune  and  a  soldier.  But  to  answer  your  query  with  beseeming 
veracity,  it  is  necessary  I  should  myself  have  resolved  to  whilk  of  the 
present  divisions  of  the  kingdom  I  shall  ultimately  adhere,  being  a 
matter  whereon  my  mind  is  not  as  yet  preceesely  ascertained." 

^*  I  should  have  thought,"  answered  the  gentleman,  "  that,  when 
loyalty  and  religion  are  at  stake,  no  gentleman  or  man  of  honour 
could  be  long  in  choosing  his  party." 

"  Truly,  sir,"  replied  the  trooper,  **if  ye  speak  this  in  the  way  of 
vituperation,  as  meaning  to  impugn  my  honour  or  genteelity,  I  would 
blithely  put  the  same  to  issue,  venturing  in  that  quarrel  with  my 
single  person  against  you  three.  But  if  you  speak  it  in  the  way 
of  logical  ratiocination,  whilk  I  have  studied  in  my  youth  at  the 
Mareschal-College  of  Aberdeen,  I  am  ready  to  prove  to  ye  logM,  that 
my  resolution  to  defer,  for  a  certain  season,  the  taking  upon  me  either 
of  these  quarrels,  not  only  becometh  me  as  a  gentleman  and  a  man  of 
honour,  but  also  as  a  person  of  sense  and  prudence,  one  imbued  with 
humane  letters  in  his  early  youth,  and  who,  {£0\at\i<&\i^iQ'r««:^<^^as' 
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followed  the  wars  under  the  banner  of  the  invincible  Gostavus,  the 
Lion  of  the  North,  and  under  many  other  heroic  leaders,  both 
Lutheran  and  Calvinist,  Papist  and  Arminian." 

After  exchanging  a  word  or  two  with  his  domestics,  the  younger 
gentleman  replied,  **  I  should  be  glad,  sir,  to  have  some  conversation 
with  you  upon  so  interesting  a  question,  and  should  be  proud  if  I  can 
determine  you  in  favour  of  the  cause  I  have  myself  espoused.  I  ride 
this  evening  to  a  Mend's  house  not  three  miles  distant,  whither,  if 
you  choose  to  accompany  me,  you  shall  have  good  quarters  for  the 
night,  and  free  permission  to  take  your  own  road  in  the  morning,  if 
you  then  feel  no  inclination  to  join  with  us.'' 

'*  Whose  word  am  I  to  take  for  thisi"  answered  the  cautious 
soldier.  **  A  man  must  know  his  guarantee,  or  he  may  fall  into  an 
ambuscade." 

^  I  am  called,''  answered  the  younger  stranger,  '^  the  Earl  of 
Menteith,  and  I  trust  you  will  receive  my  honour  as  a  sufficient 
Becurity/ 

*'  A  worthy  nobleman,"  answered  the  soldier,  *'  whose  parole  is  not 
to  be  doubted."  With  one  motion  he  replaced  his  musketoon  at  his 
back,  and  with  another  made  his  military  salute  to  the  young  noble- 
man, and  continuing  to  talk  as  he  rode  forward  to  join  him — **  And 
I  trusty"  said  he,  ^  my  own  assurance  that  I  will  be  bon  eamarado 
to  your  lordship  in  peace  or  in  peril,  during  the  time  we  shall 
abide  together,  will  not  be  altogether  vilipended  in  these  doubtful 
times,  when,  as  they  say,  a  man's  head  is  safer  in  a  steel  cap  than  in 
a  marble  palace." 

^  I  assure  you,  sir,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  "  that  to  judge  firom  your 
appearance,  I  most  highly  value  the  advantage  of  your  escort ;  but  I 
trust  we  shall  have  no  occasion  for  any  exerdse  of  valour,  as  I  expect 
to  conduct  you  to  good  and  friendly  quarters." 

"  Good  quarters,  my  lord,"  replied  the  soldier,  "  are  always  accept- 
able, and  are  only  to  be  postponed  to  good  pay  or  good  booty — not  to 
mention  the  honour  of  a  cavalier  or  the  needful  points  of  commanded 
duty.  And  truly,  my  lord,  your  noble  proffer  is  not  the  less  welcome, 
in  that  I  knew  not  preceesely  this  night  where  I  and  my  poor 
companion"  (patting  his  horse)  *'  were  to  find  lodgments." 

*'  May  I  be  permitted  to  ask,  then,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  "  to  whom 
I  have  the  good  fortune  to  stand  quarter-master  V* 

"Truly,  my  lord,"  said  the  trooper,  "my  name  is  Dalgetty — 
Dugald  Dalgetty,  Ritt-master  Dugald  Dalgetty  of  Drumthwacket,  at 
your  honourable  service  to  command.  It  is  a  name  you  may  have 
seen  in  Q<dlo  Belgieus,  the  Swtdith  IrUelUgencerf  or,  if  you  read  High 
Dutch^  in  the  FUegendm  Mercosur  of  Leipsic.    My  father,  my  lord, 
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having  by  unthrifty  coui&es  reduced  ^  fair  patrimony  to  a  nonentity, 
I  had  no  better  ahift,  when  I  was  eighteen  years  auld,  than  to  carry 
the  learning  whilk  I  had  acquired  at  the  Mareschal-College  of  Aber- 
deen, my  gentle  bluid  and  designation  of  Drumthwacket|  together 
with  a  pair  of  stalwarth  arms,  and  legs  conform,  to  the  German  wars, 
there  to  push  my  way  as  a  cavalier  of  fortune.  My  lord,  my  legs 
and  arms  stood  me  in  more  stead  than  either  my  gentle  kin  or  my 
book-lear,  and  I  found  myself  trailing  a  pike  as  a  private  gentleman 
under  old  Sir  Ludovick  Leslie,  where  I  learned  the  rules  of  service 
so  tightly  that  I  will  not  forget  them  in  a  huiry.  Sir,  I  have  been 
made  to  stand  guard  eight  hours,  being  from  twelve  at  noon  to  eight 
o'clock  of  the  night,  at  the  palace,  armed  with  back  and  breast,  head- 
piece and  bracelets,  being  iron  to  the  teeth,  in  a  bitter  frost,  and  the 
ice  was  as  hard  as  ever  was  flint ;  and  all  for  stopping  an  instant  to. 
speak  to  my  landlady  when  I  should  have  gone  to  roll-call.'' 

"And,  doubtless,  sir,"  replied  Lord  Menteith,  '^you  have  gone 
through  some  hot  service,  as  well  as  this  same  cold  duty  you  talk  of?" 

*'  Surely,  my  lord,  it  doth  not  become  me  to  speak ;  but  he  that 
hath  seen  the  fields  of  Leipsic  and  of  Lutzen  may  be  said  to  have 
seen  pitched  battles.  And  one  who  hath  witnessed  the  intaking  of 
Frankfort,  and  Spanheim,  and  Nuremberg,  and  so  forth,  should  know 
somewhat  about  leaguers,  storms,  onslaughts,  and  outfalls." 

*'  But  your  merit,  sir,  and  experience  were,  doubtless,  followed  by 
promotion?'' 

**  It  came  slow,  my  lord,  dooms  slow,"  replied  Dalgetty ;  "  but  as 
my  Scottish  countrymen,  the  fathers  of  the  war,  and  the  raisers  of 
those  valorous  Scottish  regiments  that  were  the  dread  of  Gfermany, 
b^an  to  fiedl  pretty  thick,  what  with  pestilence  and  what  with  the 
sword,  why  we,  their  children,  succeeded  to  their  inheritance.  Sir, 
I  was  six  years  first  private  gentleman  of  the  company,  and  three 
years  lance  speisade ;  disdaining  to  receive  a  halberd,  as  unbecoming 
my  birth.  Wherefore  I  was  ultimately  promoted  to  be  a  fahn- 
dragger,  as  the  High  Dutch  call  it  (which  signifies  an  ancient),  in  the 
King's  Leif  Eegiment  of  Black  Horse,  and  thereafter  I  arose  to  be 
lieutenant  and  ritt-master,  under  that  invincible  monarch  the  bul- 
wark of  the  Protestant  faith,  the  Lion  of  the  North,  the  terror  of 
Austria,  Gustavus  the  Victorious." 

^'And  yet,  if  I  understand  you.  Captain  Dalgetty,  I  think  that 
rank  corresponds  with  your  foreign  title  of  ritt-master^—" 

"The  same  grade  preceesely,"  answered  Dalgetty,  ** ritt-master 
signifying  literally  file-leader." 

"  I  was  observing,"  continued  Lord  Menteith, "  that,  if  I  under- 
stood you  right,  you  had  left  the  service  of  this  great  Prinjce«" 
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'^  It  was  after  hiB  death — ^it  was  after  his  death,  ai/*  said  Dalgetty, 
"  when  I  was  in  no  shape  bound  to  continue  mine  adherence.  There 
are  things,  my  lord,  in  that  service  that  cannot  but  go  against  the 
stomach  of  any  cavalier  of  honour.  In  especial,  albeit  the  pay  be 
none  of  the  most  superabundant,  being  only  about  sixty  dollan 
a-month  to  a  ritt-master,  yet  the  invincible  Gustavus  never  paid 
above  one-third  of  that  sum,  whilk  was  distributed  monthly  by  way 
of  loan ;  although,  when  justly  considered,  it  was,  in  fact,  a  borrow- 
ing by  that  great  monarch  of  the  additional  two-thirds  which  were 
due  to  the  soldier.  And  I  have  seen  whole  regiments  of  Dutch  and 
Holsteiners  mutiny  on  the  field  of  battle,  like  base  scullions,  crying 
out  *  Gelt,  gelt^'  signifying  their  desire  of  pay,  instead  of  falling  to 
blows  like  our  noble  Scottish  blades,  who  ever  disdained,  my  lord, 
postponing  of  honour  to  filthy  lucre." 

"  But  were  not  these  arrears,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  '<  paid  to  the 
soldiery  at  some  stated  period  ?" 

'*  My  lord,"  said  Dalgetty,  '*  I  take  it  on  my  conscience  that  at  no 
period,  and  by  no  possible  process,  could  one  creutzer  of  them  ever  be 
recovered.  I  myself  never  saw  twenty  dollars  of  my  own  all  the 
time  I  served  the  invincible  Gustavus,  unless  it  was  from  the  chance 
of  a  storm  or  victory,  or  the  fetching  in  some  town  or  doorp,  when  a 
cavalier  of  fortune  who  knows  the  usage  of  wars  seldom  faileth  to 
make  some  small  profit." 

'*  I  begin  rather  to  wonder,  sir,''  said  Lord  Menteith,  **  that  you 
should  have  continued  so  long  in  the  Swedish  service,  than  that  you 
should  have  ultimately  withdrawn  from  it." 

^Neither  I  should,"  answered  the  Eitt-master;  ''but  that  great 
leader,  captain,  and  king,  the  Lion  of  the  North,  and  the  bulwark  of 
the  Protestant  faith,  had  a  way  of  winning  battles,  taking  towns, 
overrunning  countries,  and  levying  contributions,  whilk  made  his 
service  irresistibly  delectable  to  all  true-bred  cavaliers  who  follow 
the  noble  profession  of  arms.  Simple  as  I  ride  here,  my  lord,  I  have 
myself  commanded  the  whole  stift  of  Dunklespiel  on  the  Lower 
Rhine,  occupying  the  Palsgrave's  palace,  consumiDg  his  choice  wines 
with  my  comrades,  calling  in  contributions,  requisitions^  and  caduacs, 
and  not  failing  to  lick  my  fingers,  as  became  a  good  cook.  But  truly 
all  this  glory  hastened  to  decay  after  our  great  master  had  been  shot 
with  three  bullets  on  the  field  of  Lutzen;  wherefore^  finding  that 
Fortune  had  changed  sides,  that  the  borrowings  and  lendings  went 
on  as  before  out  of  our  pay,  while  the  caduacs  and  casualties  were  all 
cut  off,  I  e'en  gave  up  my  commission,  and  took  service  with  Wallen- 
Btein,  in  Walter  Butler^s  Irish  regiment." 

'<  And  may  I  beg  to  know  of  you,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  apparently 
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interested  in  the  adventures  of  this  soldier  of  fortune,  ^how  you 
liked  this  change  of  masters  V* 

"Indifferent  well,"  said  the  Captain — "very  indifferent  well.  I 
cannot  say  that  the  Emperor  paid  much  better  than  the  great  Gustavus. 
For  hard  knocks,  we  had  plenty  of  them.  I  was  often  obliged  to  run 
my  head  against  my  old  acquaintances,  the  Swedish  feathers,  whilk 
your  honour  must  conceive  to  be  double-pointed  stakes,  shod  with 
iron  at  each  end,  and  planted  before  the  squad  of  pikes  to  prevent  an 
onfall  of  the  cavalry.  The  whilk  Swedish  feathers,  although  they 
look  gay  to  the  eye,  resembling  the  shrubs  or  lesser  trees  of  ane 
forest,  as  the  puissant  pikes,  arranged  in  battalia  behind  them, 
correspond  to  the  tall  pines  thereof,  yet,  nevertheless,  are  not  alto- 
gether so  soft  to  encounter  as  the  plumage  of  a  goose.  Howbeit,  in 
despite  of  heavy  blows  and  light  pay,  a  cavalier  of  fortune  may 
thrive  indifferently  well  in  the  Imperial  service,  in  respect  his  private 
casualties  are  nothing  so  closely  looked  to  as  by  the  Swede ;  and  so 
that  an  officer  did  his  duty  on  the  field,  neither  Wallenstein,  nor 
Pappenheim,  nor  old  Tilly  before  them,  would  likely  listen  to 
the  objurgations  of  boors  or  burghers  against  any  commander  or 
soldado  by  whom  they  chanced  to  be  somewhat  closely  shorn.  So 
that  an  experienced  cavalier,  knowing  how  to  lay,  as  our  Scottish 
phrase  runs,  <  the  head  of  the  sow  to  the  tail  of  the  grice/  might  get 
out  of  the  country  the  pay  whilk  he  could  not  obtain  from  the  Emperor." 

"  With  a  full  hand,  sir,  doubtless,  and  with  interest,''  said  Lord 
Menteith. 

"  Indubitably,  my  lord,"  answered  Dalgetty  composedly ;  **  for  it 
would  be  doubly  disgraceful  for  any  saldado  of  rank  to  have  his  name 
called  in  question  for  any  petty  delinquency.'' 

"  And  pray,  sir/'  continued  Lord  Menteith,  "  what  made  you  leave 
so  gainful  a  service?"  ^ 

«  Why,  truly,  sir,"  answered  the  soldier^ j"  an  Irish  cavalier  called 
CVQuilligan,  being  major  of  our  regiment,  and  I  having  had  words 
with  him  the  night  before,  respecting  the  worth  and  precedence  of 
our  several  nations,  it  pleased  him  the  next  day  to  deliver  his  orders 
to  me  with  the  point  of  his  batoon  advanced  and  held  aloof,  instead 
of  declining  and  trailing  the  same,  as  is  the  fEishion  from  a  courteous 
commanding  officer  towards  his  equal  in  rank,  though,  it  may  be, 
his  inferior  in  military  grade.  Upon  this  quarrel,  sir,  we  fought  in 
private  rencontre;  and  as,  in  the  perquisitions  which  followed,  it 
pleased  Walter  Butler,  our  oberst,  or  colonel,  to  give  the  lighter 
punishment  to  his  countryman  and  the  heavier  to  me,  whereupon, 
ill  stomaching  such  partiality,  I  exchanged  my  commission  for  one 
under  the  Spaniard." 
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*♦  I  hopd  yon  found  yourself  better  off  by  the  change  1"  said  Loid 
Menteith. 

« In  good  sooth/'  answered  the  Ritt-master,  '*  I  had  but  little  to 
complain  ot  The  pay  was  somewhat  regular,  being  famished  by  the 
rich  Flemings  and  Walloons  of  the  Low  Country.  The  quarters 
were  excellent ;  the  good  wheaten  loaves  of  the  Flemings  were 
better  than  the  Provant  rye-bread  of  the  Swede,  and  Bhenish  wine 
was  more  plenty  with  us  than  ever  I  saw  the  black-beer  of  Rostock 
in  Gustavus's  camp.  Service  there  was  none,  duty  there  was  little  ; 
and  that  little  we  might  do  or  leave  undone  at  our  pleasure ;  an 
excellent  retirement  for  a  cavalier  somewhat  weary  of  field  and 
leaguer,  who  had  purchased  with  his  blood  as  much  honour  as 
might  serve  his  turn,  and  was  desirous  of  a  little  ease  and  good 
living.* 

''And  may  I  ask,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  ''why  you.  Captain,  being, 
as  I  suppose,  in  the  situation  you  describe,  retired  from  the  Spanish 
service  also  f '' 

"  You  are  to  consider,  my  lord,  that  your  Spaniard,"  replied  Captain 
Dalgetty,  "is  a  person  altogether  unparalleled  in  his  own  conceit, 
wherethrough  he  maketh  not  fit  account  of  such  foreign  cavaliers  of 
valour  as  are  pleased  to  take  service  with  him.  And  a  galling  thing 
it  is  to  every  honourable  soldado  to  be  put  aside,  and  postponed,  and 
obliged  to  yield  preference  to  every  puffing  signior,  who,  were  it  the 
question  which  should  first  mount  a  breach  at  push  of  pike,  might 
be  apt  to  yield  willing  place  to  a  Scottish  cavalier.  Moreover,  sir,  I 
was  pricked  in  conscience  respecting  a  matter  of  religion." 

"  I  should  not  have  thought.  Captain  Dalgetty,"  said  the  young 
nobleman,  "  that  an  old  soldier,  who  had  changed  service  so  often, 
would  have  been  too  scrupulous  on  that  head." 

"  No  more  I  am,  my  lord,"  said  the  Captain,  ^  since  I  hold  it  to 
be  the  duty  of  the  chaplain  of  the  regiment  to  settle  those  matters 
for  me,  and  every  other  brave  cavalier,  inasmuch  as  he  does  nothing 
else  that  I  know  of  for  his  pay  and  allowancea  But  this  was  a 
particular  case,  my  lord,  a  casus  improvisus,  as  1  may  say,  in  whilk  1 
had  no  chaplain  of  iny  own  persuasion  to  act  as  my  adviser.  I  found, 
in  short,  that  although  my  being  a  Protestant  might  be  winked  at, 
in  respect  that  I  was  a  man  of  action,  and  had  more  experience  than 
all  the  Dons  in  our  tertia  put  together,  yet,  when  in  garrison,  it  was 
expected  I  should  go  to  mass  with  the  regiment.  Now,  my  lord,  as 
a  true  Scottish  man,  and  educated  at  the  Mareschal-CoUege  of  Aber- 
deen, I  was  bound  to  uphold  the  mass  to  be  an  act  of  blinded  papistry 
and  utter  idolatry,  whilk  I  was  altogether  unwilling  to  homologate 
by  my  presence.    True  it  is  that  I  consulted  on  the  point  with  a 
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worthy  countryman  of  my  own,  one  Father  Fatsidee,  ot  the  Scottish 
Convent  in  Wurtzburg "* 

'^And  I  hope/'  observed  Lord  Menteith,  ^you  obtained  a  clear 
opinion  &om  this  same  ghostly  &ther?'' 

''As  clear  as  it  could  be,"  replied  Captain  Dalgetty,  ''considering 
we  had  drunk  six  jQasks  of  Bhenish  and  about  two  mutchkins  ol 
Kirchenwasser.  Father  Fatsides  informed  me  that,  as  nearly  as  he 
could  judge,  for  a  heretic  like  myself,  it  signified  not  much  wheth^ 
I  went  to  mass  or  not,  seeing  my  eternal  perdition  was  signed  and 
sealed  at  any  rate,  in  respect  of  my  impenitent  and  obdurate  perse- 
verance in  my  damnaUe  heresy.  Being  discouraged  by  this  response, 
I  applied  to  a  Dutch  pastor  of  the  reformed  church,  who  told  me  he 
thought  I  might  lawfully  go  to  mass,  in  respect  that  the  prophet 
permitted  Naaman,  a  mighty  man  of  valour,  and  an  honourable 
cavalier  of  Syria,  to  follow  his  master  into  the  house  of  Bimmon,  a 
false  god,  or  idol,  to  whom  he  had  vowed  service,  and  to  bow  down 
when  the  king  was  leaning  upon  his  hand.  But  neither  was  this 
answer  satisfactory  to  me,  both  because  there  was  an  unco  difference 
between  an  anointed  King  of  Syria  and  our  Spanish  colonel,  whom 
I  could  have  blown  away  like  the  peeling  of  an  ingan,  and  chiefly 
because  I  could  not  find  the  thing  was  required  of  me  by  any  of  the 
articles  of  war;  neither  was  I  proffered  any  consideration,  either 
in  perquisite  or  pay,  f(J!r  the  wrong  I  might  thereby  do  to  my 
conscience." 

"  So  you  again  changed  your  service  V*  said  Lord  Monteith. 

"  In  troth  did  I,  my  lord ;  and  after  trying  for  a  short  while  two 
or  three  other  powers,  I  even  took  on  for  a  time  with  their  High 
Mightinesses  the  States  of  Holland.'' 

"And  how  did  their  service  jump  with  your  humour  1"  again 
demanded  his  companion. 

"Oh !  my  lord,''  said  the  soldier,  in  a  sort  of  enthuaiaam,  "their 
behaviour  on  pay-day  might  be  a  pattern  to  all  Europe — no  borrow- 
ings, no  lendings,  no  offsets,  no  arrears — all  balanced  and  paid  like  a 
banker's  book.  The  quarters,  too,  are  excellent,  and  the  allowances 
unchallengeable ;  but  then,  sir,  they  are  a  preceese,  scrupulous  people, 
and  will  allow  nothing  for  peccadilloes.  So  that  if  a  b<x>r  complains 
of  a  broken  head,  or  a  beer-seller  of  a  broken  can,  or  a  daft  wench 
does  but  squeak  loud  enough  to  be  heard  above  her  breath,  a  soldier 
of  honour  shall  be  dragged,  not  before  his  own  court-martial,  wha 
can  best  judge  of  and  punish  his  demerits,  but  before  a  base 
mechanical  burgomaster,  who  shall  menace  him  with  the  lasp- 
house,  the  cord,  and  what  not,  as  if  he  were  one  of  their  own  mean, 
amphibious,  twenty-breeched  boors.     So  not 
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longer  among  these  ungratefal  plebeians,  who,  although  unable  to 
defend  themselves  by  their  proper  strength,  will,  nevertheless,  allow 
the  noble  foreign  cavalier  who  engages  with  them  nothing  beyond 
his  dry  wages,  which  no  honourable  spirit  will  put  in  competition 
with  a  liberal  licence  and  honourable  countenance,  I  resolved  to 
leave  the  service  of  the  Mynheers.  And  hearing  at  this  time,  to 
my  exceeding  satisfaction,  that  there  is  something  to  be  doing  this 
summer  in  my  way  in  this  my  dear  native  country,  I  am  come 
hither,  as  they  say,  like  a  beggar  to  a  bridal,  in  order  to  give  my 
loving  countrymen  the  advantage  of  that  experience  which  I  have 
acquired  in  foreign  parts.  So  your  lordship  has  an  outline  of  my 
brief  story,  excepting  my  deportment  in  those  passages  of  action  in 
the  field,  in  baguers,  storms,  and  onslaughts,  whilk  would  be  tedious 
to  narrate,  and  might,  petadventure,  better  befit  any  other  tongue 
than  mine  own.'' 


CHAPTER     III. 

For  pleas  of  right  let  statesmen  vex  their  head, 

Battle 's  my  business,  and  my  guerdon  bread ; 

And,  with  the  sworded  Switzer  I  can  say, 

The  best  of  causes  is  the  best  of  pay. 

Donne. 
The  difiiculty  and  narrowness  of  the  road  had  by  this  time  become 
such  as  to  interrupt  the  conversation  of  the  travellers,  and  Lord 
Menteith,  reining  back  his  horse,  held  a  moment's  private  conversa- 
tion with  his  domestics.  The  Captain,  who  now  led  the  van  of  the 
party,  after  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile's  slow  and  toilsome  advance  up 
a  broken  and  rugged  ascent,  emerged  into  an  upland  valley,  to  which 
a  mountain  stream  acted  as  a  drain,  and  afforded  sufficient  room  upon 
its  greensward  banks  for  the  travellers  to  pursue  their  journey  in  a 
more  social  manner. 

Lord  Menteith  accordingly  resumed  the  conversation,  which  had 
been  interrupted  by  the  difficulties  of  the  way.  <'I  should  have 
thought,"  said  he  to  Captain  Dalgetty,  "that  a  cavalier  of  your 
honourable  mark,  who  hath  so  long  followed  the  valiant  King  of 
Sweden,  and  entertains  such  a  suitable  contempt  for  the  base 
mechanical  States  of  Holland,  would  not  have  hesitated  to  embrace 
the  cause  of  King  Charles,  in  preference  to  that  of  the  low-bom, 
roundheaded,  canting  knaves  who  are  in  rebellion  against  his 
authority?" 

"Ye  speak  reasonably,  my  lord,"  said  Dalgetty,  "and  ceteris 
paHbuSf  I  might  be  induced  to  see  the  matter  in  the  same  light. 
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But,  my  lord,  there  is  a  southern  proverb — fine  words  butter  no 
parsnips.  I  have  heard  enough  since  I  came  here  to  satisfy  me  that 
a  cavaHer  of  honour  is  free  to  take  any  part  in  this  civil  embroilment 
whilk  he  may  find  most  convenient  for  his  own  peculiar.  Loyalty 
is  your  pass-word,  my  lord — Liberty,  roars  another  chield  from  the 
other  side  of  the  strath — the  King,  shouts  one  war-cry — ^the  Parlia- 
ment, roars  another — Montrose  for  ever,  cries  Donald,  waving  his 
bonnet — Argyle  and  Leven,  cries  a  south-country  Saunders,  vapour- 
ing with  his  hat  and  feather.  Fight  for  the  bishops,  says  a  priest, 
with  his  gown  and  rochet — stand  stout  for  the  Kirk,  cries  a  minister, 
in  a  Geneva  cap  and  band.  Gk>od  watchwords  all— excellent  watch- 
words. Whilk  cause  is  the  best  I  cannot  say.  But  sure  am  I  that  I 
have  fought  knee-deep  in  blood  many  a  day  for  one  that  was  ten 
degrees  worse  than  the  worst  of  them  all." 

"  And  pray,  Captain  Dalgetty,"  said  his  lordship,  "  since  the  pre- 
tensions of  both  parties  seem  to  you  so  equal,  will  you  please  to 
inform  us  by  what  circumstances  your  preference  will  be  deter- 
mined ?» 

**  Simply  upon  two  considerations,  my  lord,"  answered  the  soldier. 
'^  Being,  first,  on  which  side  my  services  would  be  in  most  honourable 
request ;  and,  secondly,  whilk  is  a  corollary  of  the  first,  by  whilk 
party  they  are  likely  to  be  most  gratefully  requited.  And,  to  deal 
plainly  with  you,  my  lord,  my  opinion  at  present  doth  on  both  points 
rather  incline  to  the  side  of  the  Parliament." 

''Your  reasons,  if  you  please,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  ''and  per- 
haps I  may  be  able  to  meet  them  with  some  others  which  are  more 
powerful." 

'*Sir,  I  shall  be  amenable  to  reason,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty, 
"  supposing  it  addresses  itself  to  my  honour  and  my  interest.  Well, 
then,  my  lord,  here  is  a  sort  of  Highland  host  assembled,  or  expected 
to  assemble,  in  these  wild  hills,  in  the  King's  behalf.  Now,  sir,  you 
know  the  nature  of  our  Highlanders.  I  will  not  deny  them  to  be  a 
people  stout  in  body  and  valiant  in  heart,  and  courageous  enough  in 
their  own  wild  way  of  fighting,  which  is  as  remote  from  the  usages 
and  discipline  of  war  as  ever  was  that  of  the  ancient  Scythians,  or  of 
the  salvage  Indians  of  America  that  now  is.  They  havena  sae  mickle 
as  a  German  whistle,  or  a  drum  to  beat  a  march,  an  alarm,  a  charge, 
a  retreat,  a  reveille,  or  the  tattoo,  or  any  other  point  of  war ;  and 
their  damnable  skirlin'  pipes,  whilk  they  themselves  pretend  to 
understand,  are  unintelligible  to  the  ears  of  any  cavaliero  accustomed 
to  civilised  warfare.  So  that,  were  I  undertaking  to  discipline  such 
a  breechless  mob,  it  were  impossible  for  me  to  be  understood ;  and  if 
I  were  understood,  judge  ye,  my  lord,  what  chance  I  bail  ^i  \^\&% 
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obeyed  among  a  band  of  half  salvages,  who  are  accustomed  to  pay  to 
their  own  lairds  and  chiefs,  allenarly,  that  respect  and  obedience 
whilk  ooght  to  be  paid  to  commissionate  officers.  If  I  were  teaching 
them  to  form  battalia  by  extracting  the  square  root,  that  is,  by 
forming  year  square  battalion  of  equal  number  of  men  of  rank  and 
file,  corresponding  to  the  square  root  of  the  full  number  present, 
what  return  could  I  expect  for  communicating  this  golden  secret  of 
military  tactic,  except  it  may  be  a  dirk  in  my  wame,  on  placing  some 
M'Alister  More,  M'Shemei,  or  Capperfae  in  the  fiank  or  rear,  when 
he  claimed  to  be  in  the  van  ?  Truly,  well  saith  Holy  Writ,  *  if  ye 
cast  pearls  before  swine,  they  will  turn  again  and  rend  ye.' " 

**  I  believe,  Anderson,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  looking  back  to  one  of 
his  servants,  for  both  were  close  behind  him,  '*  you  can  assure  this 
gentleman  we  shall  have  more  occasion  for  experienced  officers,  and 
be  more  disposed  to  profit  by  their  instructions,  than  he  seems  to  be 
aware  of." 

''With  your  honour's  permission,"  said  Anderson,  respectfnUy 
raising  his  cap,  "  when  we  are  joined  by  the  Irish  infantry,  who  are 
expected,  and  who  should  be  landed  in  the  West  Highlands  before 
now,  we  shall  have  need  of  good  soldiers  to  discipline  our  levies." 

"And  I  should  like  well — ^very  well,  to  be  employed  in  such 
service,"  said  Dalgetty;  "the  Irish  are  pretty  fellows — ^very  pretty 
fellows — I  desire  to  see  none  better  in  the  field.  I  once  saw  a 
brigade  of  Irish,  at  the  taking  of  Frankfort  upon  the  Oder,  stand  to  it 
with  sword  and  pike  until  they  beat  off  the  blue  and  yellow  Swedish 
brigades,  esteemed  as  stout  as  any  that  fought  under  the  immortal 
Gustavus.  And  although  stout  Hepburn,  valiant  Lumsdale,  courageous 
Monroe,  with  myself  and  other  cavaliers,  made  entry  elsewhere  at 
point  of  pike,  yet,  had  we  all  met  with  such  opposition,  we  had 
returned  with  great  loss  and  little  profit.  Wherefore  these  valiant 
Irishes,  being  all  put  to  the  sword,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases,  did 
nevertheless  gain  immortal  praise  and  honour;  so  that,  for  their 
sakes,  I  have  always  loved  and  honoured  those  of  that  nation  next  to 
my  own  country  of  Scotland." 

"A  command  of  Irish,"  said  Menteith,  "I  think  I  could  almost 
promise  you,  should  you  be  disposed  to  embrace  the  royal  cause.'' 

"And  yet,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  "my  second  and  greatest 
difficulty  remains  behind ;  for,  although  I  hold  it  a  mean  and  sordid 
thing  for  a  soldado  to  have  nothing  in  his  mouth  but  pay  and  gelt, 
like  the  base  cullions,  the  German  lanz-knechts,  whom  I  mentioned 
before ;  and  although  I  will  maintain  it  with  my  sword  that  honour 
is  to  be  preferred  before  pay,  free  quarters,  and  arrears,  yet,  ex  om- 
ijrario,  a  soldier's  pay  being  the  counterpart  of  his  engagement  of 


A  LEGEND  OF  MONTROSE.  331 

service,  it  becomes  k  wise  and  conflideiate  cavalier  to  coiisideir  what 
remuneratioii  he  is  to  receive  for  his  service,  and  from  what  fiinds  it 
is  to  be  paid.  And  truly,  my  lord,  from  what  I  can  see  and  hear^ 
the  Convention  are  the  pnrsemasters.  The  Highlanders,  indeed, 
may  be  kept  in  humour,  by  allowing  them  to  steal  cattle ;  and  for 
the  Irishes,  your  lordship  and  your  noble  associates  may,  according 
to  the  practice  of  the  wars  in  such  cases,  pay  them  as  seldom  or  as 
little  as  may  suit  your  pleasure  or  convenience ;  but  the  same  mode 
of  treatment  doth  not  apply  to  a  cavalier  like  me,  who  must  keep  up 
his  horses,  servants,  arms,  and  equipage,  and  who  neither  can  nor 
will  go  to  warfare  upon  his  own  charges." 

Anderson,  the  domestic  who  had  before  spoken,  now  respectfully 
addressed  his  master — **  I  think,  my  lord,''  he  said,  ^that,  under  your 
lordship's  favour,  I  could  say  something  to  remove  Captain  Dal- 
getty^s  second  objection  also.  He  asks  us  where  we  are  to  collect  our 
pay ;  now,  in  my  poor  mind,  the  resources  are  as  open  to  us  as  to  the 
Covenanters.  They  tax  the  country  according  to  their  pleasure,  and 
dilapidate  the  estates  of  the  Sling's  friends ;  now,  were  we  once  in 
the  Lowlands,  with  our  Highlanders  and  our  Irish  at  our  backs,  and 
our  swords  in  our  hands,  we  can  find  many  a  fat  traitor  whose 
ill-gotten  wealth  shall  fill  our  military  chest  and  satisfy  our  soldiery. 
Besides,  confiscations  will  fall  in  thick ;  and,  in  giving  donations  of 
forfeited  lands  to  every  adventurous  cavalier  who  joins  his  standard,' 
the  King  will  at  once  reward  his  friends  and  punish  his  enemies. 
In  short,  he  that  joins  these  Roundhead  dogs  may  get  some  miserable 
pittance  of  pay — he  that  joins  our  standard  has  a  chance  to  be 
knight,  lord,  or  earl,  if  luck  serve  him." 

"  Have  you  ever  served,  my  good  friend  ?*  said  the  Captain  to  the 
spokesman. 

•  **  A  little,  sir,  in  these  our  domestic  quarrels,"  answered  the  man, 
modestly. 

"  But  never  in  Germany  or  the  Low  Countries  I''  said  Dalgetty. 

"  I  never  had  the  honour,*  answered  Anderson. 

"  I  profess,"  said  Dalgetty,  addressing  Lord  Menteith,  *'your  lord- 
ship's servant  has  a  sensible,  natural,  pretty  idea  of  inilitary  matters; 
somewhat  irregular,  though,  and  smells  a  little  too  much  of  selling 
the  bear's  skin  before  he  has  hunted  him — I  wiU  take  the  matter, 
however,  into  my  consideration." 

"  Do  so,  Captain,"  said  Lord  Menteith ;  "  you  will  have  the  night 
to  think  of  it,  for  we  are  nbw  near  the  house,  where  I  hope  to  ensure 
you  a  hospitable  reception," 

♦*  And  that  is  what  will  be  very  welcome,"  said  the  Captain,  "for 
I  have  tasted  no  food  since  daybreak  hnt  «l  i«t\  o*l  ^^\r<5SJJKfc\^\cL<8«^"V 
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divided  with  my  horse.  So  I  have  been  fain  to  draw  my  swoid-belt 
three  bores  tighter  for  very  extenuation,  lest  hunger  and  heavy  iron 
should  make  the  gird  slip." 


CHAPTER    IV. 

Once  on  a  time,  no  matter  when. 

Some  Glonimies  met  in  a  glen ; 

As  deft  and  tight  as  ever  wore 

A  dnrk,  a  targe,  and  a  claymore, 

Short  hose,  and  belted  plaid  or  trews, 

In  Hist,  Lochaber,  Skye,  or  Lewes, 

Or  cover'd  hard  head  with  his  bonnet ; 

Had  you  but  known  them,  you  would  own  it. 

Mestok. 
A  HILL  was  now  before  the  travellers,  covered  with  an  ancient  forest 
of  Scottish  firs,  the  topmost  of  which,  flinging  their  scathed  branches 
across  the  western  horizon,  gleamed  ruddy  in  the  setting  sun.  In 
the  centre  of  this  wood  rose  the  towers,  or  rather  the  chimneys,  of 
the  house,  or  castle,  as  it  was  called,  destined  for  the  end  of  their 
journey. 

As  usual  at  that  period,  one  or  two  high-ridged  narrow  buildings, 
intersecting  and  crossing  each  other,  formed  the  corps  de  logis,  A 
projecting  bartizan  or  two,  with  the  addition  of  small  turrets  at  the 
angles,  much  resembling  pepper-boxes,  had  procured  for  Darnlin- 
varach  the  dignified  appellation  of  a  castle.  It  was  surrounded  by  a 
low  courtyard  wall,  within  which  were  the  usual  offices. 

As  the  travellers  approached  more  nearly,  they  discovered  marks 
of  recent  additions  to  the  defences  of  the  place,  which  had  been 
suggested,  doubtless,  by  the  insecurity  of  those  troublesome  times. 
Additional  loop-holes  for  musketry  were  struck  out  in  different  parts 
of  the  building,  and  of  its  surrounding  walL  The  windows  had  just 
been  carefully  secured  by  stanchions  of  iron,  crossing  each  other 
athwart  and  end-long,  like  the  grates  of  a  prison.  The  door  of  the 
courtyard  was  shut;  and  it  was  only  after  cautious  challenge  that 
one  of  its  leaves  was  opened  by  two  domestics,  both  strong  High- 
landers, and  both  under  arms,  like  Bitias  and  Pandarus  in  the 
^neid,  ready  to  defend  the  entrance  if  aught  hostile  had  ventured 
an  intrusion. 

When  the  travellers  were  admitted  into  the  court,  they  found 
additional  preparations  for  defence.  The  walls  were  scaffolded  for 
the  use  of  fire-arms,  and  one  or  two  of  the  small  guns  called  sackers 
OT  lulcons  were  mounted  at  the  angles  and  flanking  turrets. 
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More  domestics,  both  in  the  Highland  and  Lowland  dress,  instantly 
rushed  from  the  interior  of  the  mansion,  and  some  hastened  to  take 
the  horses  of  the  strangers,  while  others  waited  to  marshal  them 
away  into  the  dwelling-house.  But  Captain  Dalgetty  refused  the 
proffered  assistance  of  those  who  wished  to  relieve  him  of  the  charge 
of  his  horse.  '^  It  is  my  custom,  my  friends,  to  see  Gustavus  (for  so 
I  have  called  him,  after  my  invincible  master)  accommodated  myself ; 
we  are  old  friends  and  fellow-travellers,  and  as  I  often  need  the  use 
of  his  legs,  I  always  lend  him  in  my  turn  the  service  of  my  tongue, 
to  call  for  whatever  he  has  occasion  for ;"  and  accordingly,  he  strode 
into  the  stable  after  his  steed  without  farther  apology. 

Neither  Lord  Menteith  nor  his  attendants  paid  the  same  attention 
to  their  horses,  but  leaving  them  to  the  proffered  care  of  the  servants 
of  the  place,  walked  forward  into  the  house,  where  a  sort  of  dark 
vaulted  vestibule  displayed,  among  other  miscellaneous  articles,  a 
huge  barrel  of  two-penny  ale,  beside  which  were  ranged  two  or  three 
wooden  queichs  or  bickers,  ready,  it  would  appear,  for  the  service  of 
whoever  thought  proper  to  employ  them.  Lord  Menteith  applied 
himself  to  the  spigot,  drank  without  ceremony,  and  then  handed  the 
stoup  to  Anderson,  who  followed  his  master's  example,  but  not  until 
he  had  flung  out  the  drop  of  ale  which  remained,  and  slightly  rinsed 
the  wooden  cup. 

''  What  the  deil,  man,"  said  an  old  Highland  servant  belonging  to 
the  family,  ^*  can  she  no  drink  after  her  ain  master  without  washing 
the  cup  and  spilling  the  ale,  and  be  tamned  to  her  V* 

**I  was  bred. in  France,"  answered  Anderson,  "where  nobody 
drinks  after  another  out  of  the  same  cup,  unless  it  be  after  a  young 
lady." 

*'  The  teil  's  in  their  nicety !"  said  Donald ;  **  and  if  the  ale  be  gude, 
fat  the  waur  is't  that  another  man's  beard's  been  in  the  queich 
before  yeV* 

Anderson's  companion  drank  without  observing  the  ceremony 
which  had  given  Donald  so  much  offence,  and  both  of  them  followed 
their  master  into  the  low-arched  stone  hall,  which  was  the  common 
rendezvous  of  a  Highland  family.  A  large  Are  of  peats  in  the  huge 
chimney  at  the  upper  end  shed  a  dim  light  through  the  apartment, 
and  was  rendered  necessary  by  the  damp,  by  which)  even  during 
the  summer,  the  apartment  was  rendered  uncomfortable.  Twenty 
or  thirty  targets,  as  many  claymores,  with  dirks,  and  plaids,  and 
guns,  both  match-lock  and  fire-lock,  and  long-bows,  and  cross-bows, 
and  Lochaber  axes,  and  coats  of  plate  armour,  and  steel  bonnets,  and 
head-pieces,  and  the  more  ancient  habergeons  or  shirts  of  reticulated 
mail,  with  hood  and  sleeves  corresponding  to  it,  all  hung  in  confusLoo. 
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about  the  walls,  and  would  have  formed  a  month's  amusement  to  a 
member  of  a  modern  antiquarian  society.  But  suoh  things  were  too 
familiar  to  attract  much  observation  on  the  part  of  the  present 
spectators. 

There  was  a  large  clumsy  oaken  table,  which  the  hasty  hospitality 
of  the  domestic  who  had  before  spoken  immediately  spread  with 
milk,  butter,  goat-milk  cheese,  a  flagon  of  beer,  and  a  flask  of 
usquebse,  designed  for  the  refreshment  of  Lord  Menteith ;  while  an 
injferior  servant  made  similar  preparations  at  the  bottom  of  the  table 
for  the  benefit  of  his  attendants.  The  space  which  intervened 
between  them  was,  according  to  the  manners  of  the  times,  sufficient 
distinction  between  master  and  servant,  even  though  the  former  was, 
as  ifL  the  present  instance,  of  high  rank.  Meanwhile  the  guests 
stood  by  the  Are — ^the  young  nobleman  under  the  chimney,  and  hi£ 
servants  at  some  little  distance. 

"What  do  you  think,  Anderson,"  said  the  form^,  "of  our  fellow- 
traveller?" 

"A  stout  fellow,"  replied  Anderson,  "if  all  be  good  that  is  up- 
come.  I  wish  we  h^d  twenty  such,  to  put  our  Teagues  into  some 
sort  of  discipline." 

"  I  differ  from  you,  Anderson,"  said  Lord  Menteith ;  "  I  think  this 
fellow  Dalgetty  is  one  of  those  horse-leeches  whose  appetite  for 
blood  being  only  sharpened  by  what  he  has  sucked  in  foreign 
countries,  he  is  now  returned  to  batten  upon  that  of  his  own.  Shame 
on  the  pack  of  these  mercenary  swordsmen!  they  have  made  the 
name  of  Scot  through  all  Europe  equivalent  to  that  of  a  pitiful 
mercenary,  who  knows  neither  honour  nor  principle  but  his  month's 
pay,  who  transfers  his  allegiance  from  standard  to  standard,  at  the 
pleasure  of  fortune  or  the  highest  bidder ;  and  to  whose  insatiable 
thirst  for  plunder  and  warm  quarters  we  owe  much  of  that  civil 
dissension  which  is  now  turning  our  swords  against  our  own  bowels. 
I  had  scarce  patience  with  the  hired  gladiator,  and  yet  could  hardly 
help  laughing  at  the  extremity  of  his  impudence." 

"  Your  lordship  will  forgive  me,"  said  Anderson,  "  if  I  recommend 
to  you,  in  the  present  circumstancejs,  to  conceal  at  least  a  part  of  this 
generous  indignation ;  we  cannot,  unfortunately,  do  our  work  without 
the  assistance  of  those  who  act  on  baser  motives  than  our  own.  We 
cannot  spare  the  assistance  of  such  fellows  as  our  friend  the  soldado. 
To  use  the  canting  phrase  of  the  saints  in  the  English  Parliament, 
the  sons  of  Zeruiah  are  stall  too  many  for  us." 

"I  must  dissemble,  then,  as  well  as  I  can,"  said  the  Lord  Menteith, 
"  as  I  have  hitherto  done,  upon  your  hint.  But  I  wish  the  felbwat 
the  devil  with  all  my  heaxt" 
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"'Ay,  but  Btill  you  must  remember^  my  Lord/  reeumed  Andersoi]^, 
'*  that  to  cure  the  bite  of  a  scorpion  you  must  crush  another  scorpion 
on  the  wound.    But  stop,  we  shall  be  oyerheard," 

From  a  side-door  in  the  hall  glided  a  Highlander  into  the  apart- 
ment, whose  lofty  stature  and  complete  equipment,  as  well  as  the 
eagle's  feather  in  his  bonnet  and  the  confidence  of  his  demeanour, 
announced  to  be  a  person  of  superior  rank.  He  walked  slowly  up 
to  the  table,  and  made  no  answer  to  Lord  Menteith,  who,  addressing 
him  by  the  name  of  Allan,  asked  him  how  he  did. 

"Ye  manna  speak  to  her  e'en  now/*  whispered  the  old  atten- 
dant. 

The  tall  Highlanders-sinking  down  upon  the  empty  settle  next  the 
fire,  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  red  embers  and  the  huge  heap  of  tur^ 
and  seemed  buried  in  profound  abstraction.  His  dark  eyes  and 
¥dld  and  enthusiastic  features  bore  the  air  of  one  who,  deeply 
impressed  with  his  own  subjects  of  meditation,  pays  little  attention 
to  exterior  objects.  An  air  of  gloomy  severity,  the  fruit  perhaps  of 
ascetic  and  solitary  habits,  might,  in  a  Lowlander,  have  been  ascribed 
to  religious  fanaticism;  but  by  that  disease  of  the  mind,  then  so 
common  both  in  England  and  the  Lowlands  of  Scotland,  the  High- 
landers of  this  period  were  rarely  infected.  They  had,  however, 
their  own  peculiar  superstitions,  which  overclouded  the  mind  with 
thick-coming  fjEincies  as  completely  as  the  puritanism  of  their 
neighbours. 

**  His  lordship's  honour,"  said  the  Highland  servant,  sidling  up  to 
Lord  Menteith  and  speaking  in  a  very  low  tone, "  his  lordship  manna 
speak  to  Allan  even  now,  for  the  cloud  is  upon  his  mind." 

Lord  Menteith  nodded,  and  took  no  further  notice  of  the  reserved 
mountaineer. 

'^  Said  I  not,"  asked  the  latter,  suddenly  raising  his  stately  person 
upright,  and  looking  at  the  domestic — **  said  I  not  that  four  were  to 
come,  and  here  stand  but  three  on  the  hall  floor  ?" 

"  In  troth  did  ye  say  sae,  Allan,"  said  the  old  Highlander,  "  and 
here 's  the  fourth  man  coming  clinking  in  at  the  yett  e'en  now  from 
the  stable,  for  he's  shelled  like  a  partan,  wi'  aim  on  back  and 
breast,  haunch  and  shanks.  And  am  I  to  set  her  chair  up  near 
the  Menteith's,  or  down  wi'  the  honest  gentlemen  at  the  foot  of  the 
table?" 

Lord  Menteith  himself  answered  the  inquiry  by  pointing  to  a  seat 
beside  his  own. 

*'  And  here  she  comes,"  said  Donald,  as  Captain  Dalgetty  entered 
the  hall ;  "  and  I  hope  gentlemens  will  all  take  bread  and  cheese,  as 
we  say  in  the  glens,  until  better  meat  be  ready,  until  the  Tiemach 
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comes  back  frae  the  hill  wi'  the  southern  gentlefolk,  and  then  Dogald 
Cook  will  show  himself  wi'  his  kid  and  hill  venison/' 

In  the  meantime  Captain  Dalgetty  had  entered  the  apartment,  and, 
walking  np  to  the  seat  placed  next  Lord  Menteith,  was  leaning  on  the 
back  of  it  with  his  arms  folded.  Anderson  and  his  companion  waited 
at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  in  a  respectful  attitude,  until  they  should 
receive  permission  to  seat  themselves;  while  three  or  four  High- 
landers, under  the  direction  of  old  Donald,  ran  hither  and  thither  to 
bring  additional  articles  of  food,  or  stood  still  to  give  attendance  upon 
the  guests. 

In  the  midst  of  these  preparations  Allan  suddenly  started  up,  and, 
snatching  a  lamp  from  the  hand  of  an  attendant,  held  it  close  to 
Dalgetty's  face,  while  he  perused  his  features  with  the  most  heedful 
and  grave  attention. 

"  By  my  honour,"  said  Dalgetty,  half  displeased,  as,  mysteriously 
shaking  his  head,  Allan  gave  up  the  scrutiny — **  I  trow  that  lad  and 
I  will  ken  each  other  when  we  meet  again." 

Meanwhile  Allan  strode  to  the  bottom  of  the  table,  and  having,  by 
the  aid  of  his  lamp,  subjected  Anderson  and  his  companion  to  the 
same  investigation,  stood  a  moment  as  if  in  deep  reflection ;  then, 
touching  his  forehead,  suddenly  seized  Anderson  by  the  arm,  and 
before  he  could  offer  any  effectual  resistance,  half  led  and  half 
dragged  him  to  the  vacant  seat  at  the  upper  end,  and  having  made  a 
mute  intimation  that  he  should  there  place  himself,  he  hurried  the 
soldado  with  the  same  unceremonious  precipitation  to  the  bottom  of  the 
table.  The  Captain,  exceedingly  incensed  at  this  freedom,  endea- 
voured to  shake  Allan  from  him  with  violence ;  but,  powerful  as  he 
was,  he  proved  in  the  struggle  inferior  to  the  gigantic  mountaineer, 
who  threw  him  off  with  such  violence  that,  after  reeling  a  few  paces, 
he  fell  at  full  length,  and  the  vaulted  hall  rang  with  the  clash  of  his 
armour.  When  he  arose  his  first  action  was  to  draw  his  sword  and 
fly  at  Allan,  who,  with  folded  arms,  seemed  to  await  his  onset  with 
the  most  scornful  indifference.  Lord  Menteith  and  his  attendants 
interposed  to  preserve  peace,  while  the  Highlanders,  snatching 
weapons  from,  the  waU,  seemed  prompt  to  increase  the  broil. 

*<  He  is  mad,"  whispered  Lord  Menteith ;  '^  he  is  perfectly  mad ; 
there  is  no  purpose  in  quarrelling  with  him." 

**  If  your  lordship  is  assured  that  he  is  non  compos  mentis^*  said 
Dalgetty,  'Hhe  whilk  his  breeding  and  behaviour  seem  to  testify, 
the  matter  must  end  here,  seeing  that  a  madman  can  neither  give 
an  affront  nor  render  honourable  satisfaction.  But,  by  my  saul, 
if  I  had  my  provant  and  a  bottle  of  Bhenish  under  my  belt,  I 
flhoold  have  stood  otherwise  up  to  him.    And  yet  it'd  a  pity  he 
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should  be  sae  weak  in  the  intellects,  being  a  strong  proper  man  of 
body,  fit  to  handle  pike,  morgenstem^f  or  any  other  military  imple- 
ment whatsoever." 

Peace  was  thus  restored,  and  the  party  seated  themselves  agreeably 
to  their  former  arrangement,  with  which  Allan,  who  had  now 
returned  to  his  settle  by  the  fire,  and  seemed  once  more  immersed  in 
meditation,  did  not  again  interfere.  Lord  Menteith,  addressing  the 
principal  domestic,  hastened  to  start  some  theme  of  conversation  which 
might  obliterate  all  recollection  of  the  fray  that  had  taken  place. 
''The  laird  is  at  the  hill  then,  Donald,  I  understand,  and  some 
English  strangers  with  him?'' 

'^  At  the  hill  he  is,  an  it  like  your  honour,  and  two  Saxon  calaba- 
leros  are  with  him  sure  eneugh;  and  that  is  Sir  Miles  Musgrave 
and  Christopher  Hall,  both  from  the  Oumraik,  as  I  think  they  call 
their  country." 

''Hall  and  Musgrave T'  said  Lord  Menteith,  looking  at  his 
attendants,  **  the  very  men  that  we  wished  to  see." 

"  Troth,"  said  Donald,  "  an  I  wish  I  had  never  seen  them  between 
the  een,  for  they  're  come  to  herry  us  out  o'  house  and  ha'." 

"  Why,  Donald,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  "  you  did  not  use  to  be  so 
churlish  of  your  beef  and  ale ;  southland  though  they  be,  they  '11 
scarce  eat  up  all  the  cattle  that's  going  on  the  castle  mains." 

"  Teil  care  an  they  did,"  said  Donald,  **  an  that  were  the  warst  o  't, 
for  we  have  a  wheen  canny  trewsmen  here  that  wadna  let  us  want  if 
there  was  a  horned  beast  atween  this  and  Perth.  But  this  is  a  warse 
job — it's  nae  less  than  a  wager." 

"A  wager  !"  repeated  Lord  Menteith  with  some  surprise. 

"  Troth,"  continued  Donald,  to  the  full  as  eager  to  tell  his  news 
as  Lord  Menteith  was  curioas  to  hear  them, ''  as  your  lordship  is  a 
Mend  and  kinsman  o'  the  house,  an'  as  ye  '11  hear  eneugh  o  't  in  less 
than  an  hour,  I  may  as  weel  tell  ye  mysell.  Ye  sail  be  pleased  then 
to  know,  that  when  our  Laird  was  up  in  England,  where  he  gangs 
oftener  than  his  friends  can  wish,  he  was  biding  at  the  house  o'  this 
Sir  Miles  Musgrave,  an'  there  was  putten  on  the  table  six  candle- 
sticks, that  they  tell  me  were  twice  as  muckle  as  the  candlesticks  in 
Dumblane  kirk,  and  neither  aim,  brass,  nor  tin,  but  a'  solid  silver, 
nae  less — ^up  wi'  their  English  pride,  has  sae  muckle,  and  kens  sae 

t  This  was  a  sort  of  clnb,  or  mace,  used  in  the  earlier  part  of  the  seventeenth  century 
in  the  defence  of  breaches  and  walls.  When  the  Germans  insulted  a  Scotch  regiment 
then  besieged  in  Trailsund,  saying  they  heard  there  was  a  ship  come  from  Denmark  to 
them,  laden  with  tobacco-pipes,  *•  One  of  our  soldiers,"  says  Colonel  Robert  Monro, 
showing  them  over  the  work  a  morgenstem,  made  of  a  large  stock  banded  with  iron, 
like  the  shaft  of  a  halberd,  with  a  round  globe  at  the  end  with  cross  iron  pikes,  saith, 
*  Here  is  one  of  the  tobacco-pipes,  wherewith  we  will  beat  out  your  brains  vbaxi  '^'wv 
intend  to  storm  us.'" 

r 
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little  how  to  guitle  it  t  Sae  they  began  to  jeer  the  Laiid  that  he  taw 
nae  sic  graith  in  his  ain  poor  country;  and  the  Laird,  scorning  to  hae 
his  country  put  down  without  a  word  for  its  credit,  swore,  like  a 
gude  Scotsman,  that  he  had  mair  candlesticks,  and  better  candle- 
sticks, in  hifl  ain  castle  at  hame  than  were  ever  lighted  in  a  hall  im 
Cumberland,  an  Cumberland  be  the  name  o'  the  country.'' 

'^  That  was  patriotically  said,''  observed  Lord  Menteith. 

**  Fary  true,"  said  Donald ;  *^  but  her  honour  had  better  hae  handea 
her  tongue;  for  if  ye  say  onything  among  the  Saxons  that's  a  wee  by 
ordinar,  they  dink  ye  down  for  a  wager  as  &8t  as  a  Lowland  smith 
would  hammer  shoon  on  a  Highland  shelty.  An'  so  the  Laiid 
behoved  either  to  gae  back  o'  his  word  or  wager  twa  hunder  merks; 
and  so  he  e'en  took  the  wager,  rather  than  be  shamed  wi'  the  like  o' 
them.  And  now  he 's  like  to  get  it  to  pay,  and  I  'm  thinking  that's 
what  makes  him  sae  swear  to  come  hame  at  e'en." 

*'  Lideed,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  '^  from  my  idea  of  your  family  plate, 
Donald,  your  master  is  certain  to  lose  such  a  wager." 

*^  Your  honour  may  swear  that ;  an'  where  he 's  to  get  the  siller  I 
kenna,  although  he  borrowed  out  o'  twenty  purses.  I  advised  him  to 
pit  the  twa  Saxon  gentlemen  and  their  servants  cannily  into  the  pit 
o'  the  tower  till  they  gae  up  the  bargain  o'  free  gude  v^l,  bat  the 
Laird  winna  hear  reason." 

Allan  here  started  up,  strode  forward,  and  interrupted  the  conver- 
sation, saying  to  the  domestic  in  a  voice  like  thunder, "  And  how 
dared  you  to  give  my  brother  such  dishonourable  advice?  or  how 
dare  you  to  say  that  he  will  lose  thi^  or  any  other  wager  which  it  is 
his  pleasure  to  lay?" 

"  Troth,  Allan  M'  AiQay,"  answered  the  old  man,  **  it 's  no  for  my 
father's  son  to  gainsay  what  your  father's  son  thinks  fit  to  say,  an'  so 
the  Laird  may  no  doubt  win  his  wager.  A'  that  I  ken  against  it  is^ 
that  the  teil  a  candlestick,  or  onything  like  it,  is  in  the  house,  except 
the  auld  aim  branches  that  hae  been  here  since  Laird  Kenneth's 
time,  and  the  tin  sconces  that  your  fetther  garr'd  be  made  by  auld 
Willie  Winkie  the  tinkler,  mair  be  token  that  deil  an  unce  of  siller 
plate  is  about  the  house  at  a',  forby  the  lady's  auld  posset  dish,  that 
wants  the  cover  and  ane  o'  the  lugs." 

^*  Peace,  old  man  !"  said  Allan  fiercely  ;  ''and  do  you,  gentlemen, 
if  your  refection  is  finished,  leave  this  apartment  clear;  I  must 
prepare  it  for  the  reception  of  these  southern  guests." 

^*  Come  away,"  said  the  domestic,  pulling  Lord  Menteith  by  the 
sleeve ;  *'  his  hour  is  on  him,"  said  he,  looking  towards  Allan,  "  and 
he  will  not  be  controlled." 

They  left  the  haU  accordingly,  Lord  Menteith  and  the  Captain 
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being  ushered  one  way  by  old  Donald,  and  the  two  attendants 
conducted  elsewhere  by  another  Highlander.  The  former  had  scarcely 
reached  a  sort  of  withdrawing  apartment  ere  they  were  joined  by  the 
lord  of  the  mansion,  Angus  M^Aulay  by  name,  and  his  English 
guests.  Great  joy  was  expressed  by  all  parties,  for  Lord  Menteith 
and  the  English  gentlemen  were  well  known  to  each  other ;  and  on 
Lord  Menteith'fi  introduction,  Captain  Dalgetty  was  well  received  by 
the  Laird.  But,  after  the  first  burst  of  hospitable  congratulation  was 
over.  Lord  Menteith  could  observe  that  there  was  a  shade  of  sadness 
on  the  brow  of  his  Highland  Mend. 

''You  must  have  heard,"  said  Sir  Christopher  Hall,  ''that  our  fine 
undertaking  in  Cumberland  is  all  blown  up.  The  militia  would 
not  march  into  Scotland,  and  your  prick-ear'd  Covenanters  have 
been  too  hard  for  our  friends  in  the  southern  shires.  And  so,  under- 
standing there  is  some  stirring  work  here,  Musgrave  and  I,  rather 
than  sit  idle  at  home,  are  come  to  have  a  campaign  among  your  kilts 
and  plaids." 

"  I  hope  you  have  brought  arms,  men,  and  money  with  you,"  said 
Lord  Menteith,  smiling. 

"  Only  some  dozen  or  two  of  troopers,  whom  we  left  at  the  last 
Lowland  village,"  said  Musgrave,  "  and  trouble  enough  we  had  to 
get  them  so  far." 

"As  for  money,"  said  his  companion,  "we  expect  a  small  supply 
from  our  friend  and  host  here." 

The  Laird,  now  colouring  highly,  took  Menteith  a  little  apart, 
and  expressed  to  him  his  regret  that  he  had  fallen  into  a  foolish 
blunder. 

"I  heard  it  from  Donald,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  scarce  able  to 
suppress  a  smile. 

"  Devil  take  that  old  man,"  said  M'Aulay,  "  he  would  tell  every 
thing,  were  it  to  cost  one's  life ;  but  it 's  no  jesting  matter  to  you 
neither,  my  lord,  for  I  reckon  on  your  Mendly  and  fraternal  benevo- 
lence, as  a  near  kinsman  of  our  house,  to  help  me  out  with  the 
money  due  to  these  pock-puddings ;  or  else,  to  be  plain  wi'  ye,  the 
deil  a  M'Aulay  will  there  be  at  the  muster,  for  curse  me  if  I  do  not 
turn  Covenanter  rather  than  fo^  these  fellows  without  paying  them; 
and  at  the  best,  I  shall  be  ill  enough  off,  getting  both  the  scaith  and 
the  scorn." 

"  You  may  suppose,  cousin,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  "  I  am  not  too 
well  equipt  just  now ;  but  you  may  be  assured  I  shall  endeavour  to 
help  you  as  well  as  I  can,  for  the  sake  of  old  kindred,  neighbourhood, 
and  alliance." 

*'  Thank  ye — thank  ye— thank  ye,"  reiterated  M*Aule,Y\"  ^2sA^j>s^ 
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they  are  to  spend  the  money  in  the  King's  service,  what  signifies 
whether  you^  they,  or  I  pay  it  ? — ^we  are  a'  one  man's  bairns,  I  hope  ? 
But  you  must  help  me  out  too  with  some  reasonable  excuse,  or  else 
I  shall  be  for  taking  to  Andrew  Ferrara ;  for  I  like  not  to  be  treated 
like  a  liar  or  a  braggart  at  my  own  board-end,  when,  Gk)d  knows^ 
I  only  meant  to  support  my  honour  and  that  of  my  family  and 
counia^.** 

Donald,  as  tbey  were  speaking,  entered,  with  rather  a  blither  fEtee 
than  he  might  have  been  expected  to  wear,  considering  the  impend- 
ing fate  of  his  master's  purse  and  credit.  **  Gkntlemens,  her  dinner 
is  ready,  cmd  her  candles  a/re  lighted  too"  said  Donald,  with  a  strong 
guttural  emphasis  on  the  last  clause  of  his  speech. 

''What  the  devil  can  he  meanl"  said  Musgrave,  looking  to  his 
countryman. 

Lord  Menteith  put  the  same  question  with  his  eyes  to  the  Laird, 
which  M'Aulay  answered  by  shaking  his  head. 

A  short  dispute  about  precedence  somewhat  delayed  their  leaving 
the  apartment.  Lord  Menteith  insisted  upon  yielding  up  that  which 
belonged  to  his  rank,  on  consideration  of  his  being  in  his  own 
country,  and  of  his  near  connection  with  the  family  in  which  they 
found  themselves.  The  two  English  strangers,  therefore,  were  fin^ 
ushered  into  the  hall,  where  an  unexpected  display  awaited  them. 
The  large  oaken  table  was  spread  with  substantial  joints  of  meat^ 
and  seats  were  placed  in  order  for  the  guests.  Behind  every,  seat 
stood  a  gigantic  Highlander,  completely  dressed  and  armed  after  the 
fashion  of  his  country,  holding  in  his  right  hand  his  drawn  sword, 
with  the  point  turned  downwards,  and  in  the  left  a  blazing  torch 
made  of  the  bog-pine.  This  wood,  found  in  the  morasses,  is  so  full 
of  turpentine  that,  when  split  and  dried,  it  is  frequently  used  in 
the  Highlands  instead  of  candles.  The  unexpected  and  somewhat 
startling  apparition  was  seen  by  the  red  glare  of  the  torches,  whieh 
displayed  the  wild  features,  unusual  dress,  and  glittering  arms  of 
those  who  bore  them,  while  the  smoke,  eddying  up  to  the  roof  of  the 
hall,  over-canopied  them  with  a  volume  of  vapour.  Ere  the  strangers 
had  recovered  from  their  surprise,  Allan  stept  forward,  tfnd  pointing 
with  his  sheathed  broadsword  to  the  torch-bearers,  said,  in  a  deep 
and  stem  tone  of  voice,  ''  Behold,  gentlemen  cavaliers,  the  chande- 
liers of  my  brother's  house,  the  ancient  fashion  of  our  ancient  name; 
not  one  of  these  men  knows  any  law  but  their  Chiefs  command. 
Would  you  dare  to  compare  to  them  in  value  the  richest  ore  that 
ever  was  dug  out  of  the  mine  ?  How  say  you,  cavaliers  ? — ^is  your 
wager  won  or  lost  1" 

**Lo8t,  lost,"  said  Musgrave,  gaily — "my  own  silver  candlesticks 


A  LEGEND  OF  MONTROSE.  341 

are  all  melted  and  riding  on  horseback  by  this  time,  and  I  wish  the 
fellows  that  enlisted  were  half  as  trusty  as  these.  Here,  sir/'  he 
added  to  the  Chie^  **  is  your  money ;  it  impairs  Hall's  finances  and 
mine  somewhat,  but  debts  of  honour  must  be  settled." 

**  My  father's  curse  upon  my  father's  son/'  said  Allan,  interrupting 
him,  *^  if  he  receive  from  you  one  penny !  It  is  enough  that  you 
claim  no  right  to  exact  &om  him  what  is  his  own." 

Lord  Menteith  eagerly  supported  Allan's  opinion,  and  i  the  elder 
M^Aulay  readily  joined,  declaring  the  whole  to  be  a  fool's  business^t 
and  not  worth  speaking  more  about.  The  Englishmen,  after  some, 
courteous  opposition,  were  persuaded  to  regard  the  whole  as  a  joke. 

^*  And  now,  Allan,"  said  the  Laird,  '*  please  to  remove  your  candles; 
for,  since  the  Saxon  gentlemen  have  seen  them,  they  will  eat  their 
dinner  as  comfortably  by  the  light  of  the  old  tin  sconces,  without 
scomfishing  them  with  so  much  smoke." 

Accordingly,  at  a  sign  from  Allan,  the  living  chandeliers,  recover- 
ing their  broadswords,  and  holding  the  point  erect,  marched  out  of 
the  hall,  and  left  the  guests  to  enjoy  their  refreshmeuUf 


CHAPTER    V. 

Thareby  so  fearlesse  and  so  fell  he  grew. 

That  his  own  syre  and  maister  of  his  guise 

Did  often  tremble  at  his  horrid  view; 

And  if  for  dread  of  hurt  would  him  advise, 

The  angry  beastes  not  rashly  to  despise, 

I? or  too  much  to  provoke;  for  he  would  learne 

The  lion  stoup  to  him  in  lowly  wise 

(A  lesson  hard),  and  make  the  libbard  steme 

Leave  roaring,  when  in  rage  he  for  revenge  did  earue. 

SF£NSEB. 

Notwithstanding  the  proverbial  epicurism  of  the  English — ^pro- 
verbial, that  is  to  say,  in  Scotland  at  the  period — the  English  visitors 
made  no  figure  whatever  at  the  entertainment,  compared  with  the 
portentous  voracity  of  Captain  Dalgetty,  although  that  gallant  soldier 
had  already  displayed  much  steadiness  and  pertinacity  in  his  attack 
upon  the  lighter  refreshment  set  before  them  at  their  entrance,  by 
way  of  forlorn  hope.  He  spoke  to  no  one  during  the  time  of  his 
meal;  and  it  was  not  until  the  victuals  were  nearly  withdrawn 
from  the  table  that  he  gratified  the  rest  of  the  company,  who  had 

t  Such  a  bet  M  that  mentioned  in  the  text  is  said  to  have  been  taken  bv  M]afiI^\i'32A 
of  Eeppoch,  who  extricated  himself  in  the  maimer  thete  naKitXa^ 
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wstdied  Mm.  wi&  aonw  suipiiae^  wi&  an.  aoeoimft  of  tiiie  mtMifUi  why 
lie  ate  h>  TSy  iSnt  and.  so  tczj'  loo^ 

«*TIte  fbrmer  qrafiftj/  ^  aaid,  *he  favi  acqinFed  wkile  he  filled 
a  ^aee  at  the  iHsaai's  table  at  Ae  Mazesdtal-CoUcge  of  Abcxdeen ; 
wlien,*  aaid  he,  *^xf  Toa  did  net  inoTe  joar  jaws  as  fiaai  as  a  pair  of 
Castanet^  yoit  vece  toj*  ttiiTfkely  to  get  aafthiB^  to  pvt  between 
them.  And  aa  fiir  tite  qfoniikw  of  wrf  food,  he  it  known  to  tibia 
honomahle  rtwn^MUiy,*  cuntlniied  the  Gkptaiay  ^thait  it's  the  duty  of 

aa  mneh  mnitioii  aad  ilieu  aa  their  magaantes  can  poasil^  hold, 
not  knowing  when  they  may  hare  to  tnatain  a  aege  or  a  blockade. 
Upon  which  princq^ei,  geBflemen,*  said  he^  "when  a  earalier  finds 
that  prorant  ia  good  and  ahandant,  he  wxD,  is  my  estimatioii,  do 
wisely  to  Tictmd  himediffiir  at  least  tinee  daysy  as  tiiere  is  no  knowing 
when  he  may  come  by  another  meaL* 

The  Ijaiid  expt eased  his  atqucseeBce  in  the  prudence  of  this  pain- 
ciple,  and  reconmiended  to  the  leteian  to  add  a  taes  of  brandy  and  a 
flagon  of  daret  to  tlw  substantial  ptorisions  he  had  already  laid  in, 
to  which  proposal  the  Captain  readily  agreed. 

When  dinner  was  remoTed,  and  the  serrants  had  withdrawn, 
excepting  the  Laird's  pege^  or  henchman,  who  remained  in  the 
apartment  to  call  for  or  bring  whatsTer  was  wanted,  or,  in  a  wend, 
to  answer  the  pnrpoacs  of  a  modem  bell-wire^  the  convezsation  began 
to  torn  npon  politici^  and  the  state  of  the  oonntzy ;  and  Lord  Men- 
teith  inquired  anxioosly  and  particolazly  what  clans  were  expected 
to  join  the  propoasd  mnster  of  the  King^s  fiienda. 

**  That  depends  mnch,  my  lord,  on  the  penon  who  lilts  the  banner," 
said  the  Laird;  ^for  yon  know  we  Highlanders^  wben  a  few  dans 
are  assembled,  are  not  easily  commanded  by  one  of  our  own  Chie^ 
or,  to  say  the  tmth,  by  any  other  body.  We  haTe  heard  a  mmoor, 
indeed,  that  Golldtto — that  is,  jroong  CoUdtto,  or  Alasler  McDonald, 
is  come  over  the  Kyle  from  Ireland,  with  a  body  of  the  Earl  of 
Antrim's  people,  and  that  they  had  got  as  &r  as  Ardnamnrchan. 
They  might  have  been  here  before  now,  bnt,  I  suppose,  they  loitered 
to  phmder  the  country  as  they  came  along." 

**  Will  Colkitto  not  serre  you  for  a  leader,  thai  T  said  Lord  Menteith. 

<" CoUdtto  !"  said  Allan  M'Aulay,  scornfully;  '^who  talks  of  Col* 
kitto  f  There  lives  butjone  man  whom  we  will  follow,  and  that  is 
Montrose.^ 

^But  Montrose,  sir,"  said  Sir  Christopher  Hall,  "has  not  been 
heard  of  since  our  ineffectual  attempt  to  riae  in  the  norUi  of  ISnglaadL 
It  iM  thought  he  baa  returned  to  the  King  at  Oxford  for  iiuther 
hutmedouM/* 
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^  Returned !''  said  Allan,  with  a  scomfal  laugh ;  "  I  could  tell  ye, 
but  it  is  not  worth  my  while ;  ye  will  know  soon  enough." 

*'  By  my  honour,  ^an,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  ''you  will  weary  out 
your  Mends  with  this  intolerable,  froward,  and  sullen  humour.  But 
I  know  the  reason,"  added  he,  laughing;  ''you  have  not  seen  Annot 
Lyle  to-day." 

^  Whom  did  you  say  I  had  not  seen  t"  said  Allan,  sternly. 

"Annot  Lyle,  the  fairy  queen  of  song  and  minstrelsy,"  said  Lord 
Menteith. 

"  Would  to  Qod  I  were  never  to  see  her  again,"  said  Allan  sighing, 
**  on  condition  the  same  weird  were  laid  on  you  1" 

"  And  why  on  me  )"  said  Lord  Menteith,  carelessly. 

"Because,"  said  Allan,  "it is  written  on  your  forehead  that  you 
are  to  be  the  ruin  of  each  other."  So  saying,  he  rose  up  and  left  the 
room. 

"  Has  he  been  long  in  this  way  f "  asked  Lord  Menteith,  addressing 
his  brother. 

"About  three  days,"  answered  Angus;  "the  fit  is  well-nigh  over, 
be  will  be  better  to-morrow.  But  come,  gentlemen,  don't  let  the 
tappit-hen  scraugh  to  be  emptied.  The  King's  health.  King 
Charles's  health  I  and  may  the  covenanting  dog  that  refuses  it  go  to 
Heaven  by  the  road  of  the  Grassmarket  I" 

The  health  was  quickly  pledged,  and  as  hat  succeeded  by  another, 
and  another,  and  another,  all  of  a  party  cast,  and  enforced  in  an 
earnest  manner.  Captain  Dalgetty,  however,  thought  it  necessary  to 
enter  a  protest. 

"Gentlemen  cavaliers,"  he  said,  "I  drink  these  healths,  primo^ 
both  out  of  respect  to  this  honourable  and  hospitable  roof-tree,  and 
secumdoy  because  I  hold  it  not  good  to  be  preceese  in  such  matters, 
inter  pocula;  but  I  protest^  agreeable  to  the  warrandice  granted  by 
this  honourable  lord,  that  it  shall  be  free  to  me,  notwithstanding  my 
present  complaisance,  to  take  service  with  the  Covenanters  to-morrow, 
provided  I  shall  be  so  minded." 

M'Aulay  and  his  English  guests  stared  at  this  declaration,  which 
would  have  certainly  bred  new  disturbance,  if  Lord  Menteith  had  not 
taken  up  the  affair,  and  explained  the  circumstances  and  conditions; 
"  I  trust,"  he  concluded,  "  we  shall  be  able  to  secure  Captain  Dal- 
getty's  assistance  to  our  own  party." 

"  And  if  not "  said  the  Laii^,  "  I  protest,  as  the  Captain  says,  that 
nothing  that  has  passed  this  evening,  not  even  his  having  eaten  my 
biread  and  salt,  and  pledged  me  in  brandy,  Bourdeaux,  or  usquebaugh, 
ahail  prejuc^oe  my  eleaving  him  to  the  neck-bone." 
^    "  You  shall  b«  htKrtUy  waleome,"  Mid  V\ift  C^^Xai^^  ^  ^tcsrv^^^css) 
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sword  cannot  keep  my  head,  which  it  has  done  in  worse  dangers 
than  your  feud  is  likely  to  make  for  me/' 

Here  Lord  Menteith  again  interposed,  and  the  concord  of  the 
company  heing  with  no  small  difficulty  restored,  was  cemented  by 
some  deep  carouses.  Lord  Menteith,  however,  contrived  to  break  up 
the  party  earlier  than  was  the  usage  of  the  castle,  under  pretence  of 
fatigue  and  indisposition.  This  was  somewhat  to  the  disappoint- 
ment of  the  valiant  Captain,  who,  among  other  habits  acquired  in 
the  Low  Countries,  had  acquired  both  a  disposition  to  drink  and  a 
capacity  to  bear  an  exorbitant  quantity  of  strong  liquors. 

Their  landlord  ushered  them  in  person  to  a  sort  of  sleeping  gallery, 
in  which  there  was  a  four-post  bed,  with  tartan  curtains,  and  a 
number  of  cribs  or  long  hampers  placed  along  the  wall,  three  of 
which,  well  stuffed  with  blooming  heather,  were  prepared  for  the 
reception  of  guests. 

« I  need  not  tell  your  lordship,*  said  M'Aulay  to  Lord  Menteltk,  a 
little  apart,  '*our  Highland  mode  of  quartering.  Only  that,  not 
liking  you  should  sleep  in  the  room  alone  with  this  German  land- 
louper, I  have  caused  your  servants'  beds  to  be  made  here  in  the 
gallery.  By  G — d,  my  lord,  these  are  times  when  men  go  to  bed 
with  a  throat  hale  and  sound  as  ever  swallowed  brandy,  and  before 
next  morning  it  may  be  gaping  like  an  oyster-shell." 

Lord  Menteith  thanked  him  sincerely,  saying,  ''It  was  just  the 
arrangement  he  would  have  requested ;  for,  although  he  had  not  the 
least  apprehension  of  violence  from  Captain  Dalgetty,  yet  Anderson 
was  a  better  kind  of  person,  a  sort  of  gentleman  whom  he  always 
liked  to  have  near  his  person." 

'*  I  have  not  seen  this  Anderson,''  said  M'Aulay ;  "  did  you  hire 
him  in  England  ?" 

'*  I  did  so,"  said  Lord  Menteith ;  *'you  will  see  the  man  to-morrow; 
in  the  meantime  I  wish  you  good-night." 

His  host  left  the  apartment  after  the  evening  salutation,  and  was 
about  to  pay  the  same  compliment  to  Captain  Dalgetty,  but  observing 
him  deeply  engaged  in  the  discussion  of  a  huge  pitcher  ffUed  with 
brandy-posset,  he  thought  it  a  pity  to  disturb  him  in  so  laudable  an 
employment,  and  took  his  leave  without  farther  ceremony. 

Lord  Menteith's  two  attendants  entered  the  apartment  almost 
immediately  after  his  departure.  The  good  Captain,  who  was  now 
somewhat  encumbered  with  his  good  cheer,  began  to  find  the  undoing 
of  the  clasps  of  his  armour  a  task  somewhat  difficult,  and  addressed 
Anderson  in  these  words,  interrupted  by  a  slight  hiccup — ^'i^nderson 
my  good  friend,  you  may  read  in  Scripture  that  he  that  putteth  off 
Mb  armour  should  not  boast  bimaeli  UkA  he  that  putteth  it  on — I 
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believe  that  is  not  the  right  word  of  command ;  but  the  plain  truth 
of  it  is,  I  am  like  to  sleep  in  my  corslet,  like  many  an  honest  fellow 
that  never  waked  again,  unless  you  unloose  this  buckle." 

**  Undo  his  armour,  Sibbald,"  said  Anderson  to  the  other  servant. 

''By  St.  Andrew!"  exclaimed  the  Captain,  turning  round  in  great 
astonishment,  '^ here's  a  common  fellow — a  stipendiary  with  four 
pounds  a-year  and  a  livery-cloak,  thinks  himself  too  good  to  serve 
Bitt-master  Dugald  Dalgetty  of  Drumthwacket,  who  has  studied 
humanity  at  the  Mareschal-CoU^e  of  Aberdeen,  and  served  half  the 
princes  of  Europe !" 

**  Captain  Dalgetty/'  said  Lord  Menteith,  whose  lot  it  was  to  stand 
peacemaker  throughout  the  evening,  ''please  to  understand  that 
Anderson  waits  upon  no  one  but  myself;  but  I  will  help  Sibbald  to 
undo  your  corslet  with  much  pleasure." 

"  Too  much  trouble  for  you,  my  lord,"  said  Dalgetty;  '*and  yet  it 
would  do  you  no  harm  to  practise  how  a  handsome  harness  is  put  on 
and  put  off.  I  can  step  in  and  out  of  mine  like  a  glove;  only 
to-night,  although  not  ebrvusy  I  am,  in  the  classic  phrase,  vino  ciboqtte 
gnwcUus." 

By  this  time  he  was  unshelled,  and  stood  before  the  fire  musing 
with  a  face  of  drunken  wisdom  on  the  events  of  the  evening.  What 
seemed  chiefly  to  interest  him  was  the  character  of  Allan  M'Aulay. 
"  To  come  over  the  Englishmen  so  cleverly  with  his  Highland  torch- 
bearers — eight  bare-breeched  Bories  for  six  silver  candlesticks ! — ^it 
was  a  master-piece — a  tour  de  passe — it  was  perfect  legerdemain — and 
to  be  a  madman  after  all !  I  doubt  greatly,  my  lord"  (shaking  his 
head),  'Hhat  I  must  allow  him,  notwithstanding  his  relationship 
to  your  lordship,  the  privileges  of  a  rational  person,  and  either  batoon 
him  sufficiently  to  expiate  the  violence  offered  to  my  person,  or  else 
bring  it  to  a  matter  of  mortal  arbitrement^  as  becometh  an  insulted 
cavalier." 

"  If  you  care  to  hear  a  long  story,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  "  at  this 
time  of  night,  I  can  tell  you  how  the  circumstances  of  Allan's  birth 
account  so  well  for  his  singular  character,  as  to  put  such  satisfaction 
entirely  out  of  the  question." 

''A  long  story,  my  lord,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  "is,  next  to  a 
good  evening  draught  and  a  warm  nightcap,  the  best  shoeing-hom 
for  drawing  on  a  sound  sleep.  And  since  your  lordship  is  pleased  to 
take  the  trouble  to  tell  it,  I  shall  rest  your  patient  and  obliged  auditor." 

"  Anderson,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  "  and  you,  Sibbald,  are  dying  to 
hear,  I  suppose,  of  this  strange  man  too;  and  I  believe  I  must 
indulge  your  curiosity,  that  you  may  know  how  to  behave  to  him  in 
time  of  need.    You  had  better  step  to  t]i<^  ^"~"  ^^-^  " 
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Having  thus  aaMtabled  an  andienoe  abont  him,  Lord  Usnteitli  nt 
down  upon  the  edge  of  the  fonr-post  bed,  while  Captain  Dalgett?, 
wiping  the  leliu  of  the  posset  fFom  his  beard  and  mnitaohios,  and 

Tepeating  the  first  Terse  of  the  Lntheian  •pealm,  AU«  gitter  geiittr  kbm 
den  Herm,  &c.,  rolled  himself  into  one  of  the  places  of  repose,  and 
tbmsting  his  shock  pate  fe>m  between  the  blanketB,  listened  to  Loiid 
Menteitb's  lelation  in  a  most  loxarioiu  state,  between  sleeping  and 

"The  fatber,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  "of  the  two  brotbeit,  Angn* 
and  Allan  M'Anlay,  was  a  gentleman  of  cou^deration  and  family. 


b^g  the  chief  of  a  Highland  clan  of  good  account,  thoi^h  not 
nnmerons ;  hia  lady,  the  mother  of  these  young  men,  was  a  gentle- 
woman of  good  family,  if  I  ma;  be  permitted  to  say  so  of  one  nearly 
conneated  with  my  own.  Her  brother,  an  hononrable  and  spirited 
yoong  man,  obtained  from  James  the  Bizth  a  grant  of  forestry  and 
other  privil^es  over  a  royal  ohase  adjacent  to  this  castle ;  and,  in 
ezercidng  and  defending  theea  lighta,  he  was  so  onfortunate  as  to 
involve  himself  in  a  qnairel  with  some  of  our  Highland  freebooters 
or  oatenuu,  of  whom,  J  think,  Captain  Dalgetty,  yon  most  have 

"And  ihat  I  have,"  said  Uw  Oaptain,  exerting  himaalf  to  anawet 
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the  appeal.  ''Before  I  left  the  Mareschal-College  of  Aberdeen, 
Dugald  Garr  was  playing  the  devil  in  the  Qarioch,  and  the  Farqu- 
harsons  on  Dee-side,  and  the  Clan  Chattan  on  the  Gordons'  lands, 
and  the  Grants  and  Camerons  in  Moray-land.  And  since  that,  I 
have  seen  the  Cravats  and  Pandours  in  Pannonia  and  Transylvania, 
and  the  Cossacks  from  the  Polish  frontier,  and  robbers,  banditti,  and 
barbarians  of  all  countries  besides,  so  that  I  have  a  distinct  idea  of 
your  broken  Highlandmen." 

''The  clan,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  ''with  whom  the  maternal  uncle 
of  the  M'Aulays  had  been  placed  in  feud  was  a  small  sept  of  banditti, 
called,  from  their  houseless  state,  and  their  incessantly  wandering 
among  the  mountains  and  glens,  the  Children  of  the  Mist.  They 
are  a  fierce  and  hardy  people,  with  all  the  irritability  and  wild  and 
vengeful  passions  proper  to  men  who  have  never  known  the  restraint 
of  civilised  society.  A  party  of  them  lay  in  wait  for  the  unfortunate 
Warden  of  the  Forest,  surprised  him  while  hunting  alone  and 
unattended,  and  slew  him  with  every  circumstance  of  inventive 
cruelty.  They  cut  off  his  head,  and  resolved,  in  a  bravado,  to 
exhibit  it  at  the  castle  of  his  brother-in-law.  The  laird  was  absent, 
and  the  lady  reluctantly  received  as  guests  men  against  whom, 
perhaps,  she  was  a&aid  to  shut  her  gates.  Refreshments  were  placed 
before  the  Children  of  the  Mist,  who  took  an  opportimity  to  lake  the 
head  of  their  victim  from  the  plaid  in  which  it  was  wrapt,  placed  it 
on  the  table,  put  a  piece  of  bread  between  the  lifeless  jaws,  bidduag 
them  do  their  office  now,  since  many  a  good  meal  they  had  eaten  at 
that  table.  The  lady,  who  had  been  absent  for  some  household 
purpose,  entered  at  this  moment,  and,  upon  beholding  her  brothel's 
head,  fled  like  an  arrow  out  of  the  house  into  the  woods^  uttering 
shriek  upon  shriek.  The  ruffians,  satisfied  with  this  savage  triumph, 
withdrew.  The  terrified  menials,  after  overcoming  the  alarm  to 
which  they  had  been  subjected,  sought  their  unfortunate  mistress  in 
every  direction,  but  she  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  The  miserable 
husband  returned  next  day,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  his  people, 
undertook  a  more  anxious  and  distant  search,  but  to  equally  little 
purpose.  It  was  believed  universally  that,  in  the  ecstasy  of  her 
terror,  she  must  either  have  thrown  herself  over  one  of  the  numerous 
precipices  which  overhang  the  river,  or  into  a  deep  lake  about  a 
mile  from  the  castle.  Her  loss  was  the  more  lamented  as 
she  was  six  months  advanced  in  her  pregnancy ;  Angus  M'Aulay, 
her  eldest  son,  having  been  bom  about  eighteen  months  before. 
But  I  tire  you.  Captain  Dalgetty,  and  you  seem  inclined  to 
sleep." 

" By  no  means,**  answered  the  aoldiw •, ^1  whtl'^ •^\b&.  %««sas^«j^\ 
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I  always  hear  best  with  my  eyes  shut.  It  is  a  fashion  I  learned  when 
I  stood  sentinel.'' 

'*And  I  daresay/'  said  Lord  Menteith,  aside  to  Anderson,  'Hhe 
weight  of  the  halberd  of  the  sergeant  of  the  round  often  made  him 
open  them." 

Being  apparently,  however,  in  the  hnmour  of  story-telling,  the 
young  nobleman  went  on,  addressing  himself  chiefly  to  his  servants, 
without  minding  the  slumbering  veteran. 

"  Every  baron  in  the  country,"  said  he,  "  now  swore  revenge  for 
this  dreadful  crime.  They  took  arms  with  the  relations  and  brother- 
in-law  of  the  murdered  person,  and  the  Children  of  the  Mist  were 
hunted  down,  I  believe,  with  as  little  mercy  as  they  had  themselves 
manifested.  Seventeen  heads,  the  bloody  trophies  of  their  vengeance, 
were  distributed  among  the  allies,  and  fed  the  crows  upon  the  gates 
of  their  castles.  The  survivors  sought  out  more  distant  wildernesses, 
to  which  they  retreated." 

"  To  your  right  hand  counter-march,  and  retreat  to  your  former 
ground,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  the  military  phrase  having  produced 
the  corresponding  word  of  command;  and  then  starting  up,  professed 
he  had  been  profoundly  attentive  to  every  word  that  had  been  spoken. 

*'It  is  the  custom  in  summer,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  without 
attending  to  his  apology,  '*  to  send  the  cows  to  the  upland  pastures  to 
have  the  benefit  of  the  grass ;  and  the  maids  of  the  village  and  of  the 
family  go  there  to  milk  them  in  the  morning  and  evening.  While 
thus  employed,  the  maids  of  this  family,  to  their  great  terror,  per- 
ceived that  their  motions  were  watched  at  a  distance  by  a  pale,  thin, 
meagre  figure,  bearing  a  strong  resemblance  to  their  deceased  mistress, 
and  passing,  of  course,  for  her  apparition.  When  some  of  the  boldest 
resolved  to  approach  this  faded  form,  it  fled  from  them  into  the  woods 
with  a  wild  shriek.  The  husband,  informed  of  this  circumstance, 
came  up  to  the  glen  with  some  attendants,  and  took  his  measures  so 
well  as  to  intercept  the  retreat  of  the  unhappy  fugitive,  and  to  secure 
the  person  of  his  unfortunate  lady,  though  her  intellect  proved  to  be 
totally  deranged.  How  she  supported  herself  during  her  wandering 
in  the  woods  could  not  be  known — some  supposed  she  lived  upon 
roots  and  wild  berries,  with  which  the  woods  at  that  season  abounded ; 
but  the  greater  part  of  the  vulgar  were  satisfied  that  she  must  have 
subsisted  upon  the  milk  of  the  wild  does,  or  been  nourished  by  the 
fairies,  or  supported  in  some  manner  equally  marvellous.  Her 
re-appearance  was  more  easily  accounted  for.  She  had  seen  from  the 
thicket  the  milking  of  the  cows,  to  superintend  which  had  been  her 
favourite  domestic  employment,  and  the  habit  had  prevailed  even  in 
her  deranged  atate  of  mind. 
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**  In  due  season  the  unfortunate  lady  was  delivered  of  a  boy,  who 
not  only  showed  no  appearance  of  having  suffered  from  his  mother's 
calamities,  but  appeared  to  be  an  infant  of  uncommon  health  and 
strength.  The  unhappy  mother,  after  her  confinement,  recovered 
her  reason — at  least  in  a  great  measure,  but  never  her  health  and 
spirits.  Allan  was  her  only  joy.  Her  attention  to  him  was  unre- 
mitting; and  unquestionably  she  must  have  impressed  upon  his 
early  mind  many  of  those  superstitious  ideas  to  which  his  moody 
and  enthusiastic  temper  gave  so  ready  a  reception.  She  died  when 
he  was  about  ten  years  old.  Her  last  words  were  spoken  to  him  in 
private ;  but  there  is  little  doubt  that  they  conveyed  an  injunction  of 
vengeance  upon  the  Children  of  the  Mist,  with  which  he  has  since 
amply  complied. 

''From  this  moment  the  habits  of  Allan  M'Aulay  were  totally 

changed.    He  had  hitherto  been  his  mother's  constant  companion, 

listening  to  her  dreams  and  repeating  his  own,  and  feeding  his 

imagination,  which,  probably  from  the  circumstances  preceding  his 

birth,  was  constitutionally  deranged,  with  all  the  wild  and  terrible 

superstitions  so  common  to  the  mountaineers,  to  which  his  unfor^ 

tunate  mother  had  become  much  addicted  since  her  brother's  death. 

By  living  in  this  manner  the  boy  had  gotten  a  timid,  wild,  startled 

look,  loved  to  seek  out  solitary  places  in  the  woods,  and  was  never  so 

much  terrified  as  by  the  approach  of  children  of  the  same  age.    I 

remember,  although  some  years  younger,  being  brought  up  here  by 

my  father  upon  a  visit,  nor  can  I  forget  the  astonishment  with 

which  I  saw  this  infant-hermit  shun  every  attempt  I  made  to  engage 

him  in  the  sports  natural  to  our  age.    I  can  remember  his  father 

bewailing  his  disposition  to  mine,  and  alleging,  at  the  same  time, 

that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  take  from  his  wife  the  company  of 

the  boy,  as  he  seemed  to  be  the  only  consolation  that  remained  to  her 

in  this  world,  and  as  the  amusement  which  Allan's  society  afforded 

her  seemed  to  prevent  the  recurrence,  at  least  in  its  full  force,  of 

that  fearful  malady  by  which  she  had  been  visited.     But  after  the 

death  of  his  mother  the  habits  and  manners  of  the  boy  seemed  at 

once  to  change.     It  is  true  he  remained  as  thoughtful  and  serious  as 

before ;  and  long  fits  of  silence  and  abstraction  showed  plainly  that 

his  disposition  in  this  respect  was  in  no  degree  altered.     But  at  other 

times  he  sought  out  the  rendezvous  of  the  youth  of  the  clan,  which 

he  had  hitherto  seemed  anxious  to  avoid.    He  took  share  in  all  their 

exercises ;  and,  from  his  very  extraordinary  personal  strength,  soon 

excelled  his  brother  and  other  youths,  whose  age  considerably  exceeded 

his  own.     They  who  had  hitherto  held  him  in  contempt  now  feared, 

if  they  did  not  love  him ;  and,  instead  of  Allan's  bem%  ^'e^Xsawsi!^  ^ 
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dreaming,  womaniah,  and  feeble-minded  hoy,  those  who  enooontered 
him  in  sports  or  nulitary  exeroise  now  complained  that,  when  heated 
by  the  strife,  he  was  too  apt  to  turn  game  into  earnest,  and  to  foi^t 
that  he  was  only  engaged  in  a  friendly  trial  of  strength.  But  I  speak 
to  regardless  ears,''  said  Lord  Menteith,  interrapting  himself,  for  the 
Captain's  nose  now  gave  the  most  indisputable  signs  that  he  was  fast 
locked  in  the  arms  of  oblivion. 

"  If  you  mean  the  ears  of  that  snorting  swine,  my  lord,"  said 
Anderson,  ''they  are,  indeed,  ahut  to  anything  that  you  can  say; 
nevertheless,  this  place  being  unfit  for  more  private  conference,  I 
hope  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  proceed,  for  Sibbald's  benefit  and 
for  mine.  The  history  of  this  poor  young  fallow  has  a  deep  and  wild 
interest  in  it." 

-"  You  must  know,  then,"  proceeded  Lord  Menteith,  *'  that  Allan 
continued  to  increase  in  strength  and  activity  till  his  fifteenth  year, 
about  which  time  Ke  assumed  a  total  independence  of  character  and 
impatience  of  control,  which  much  alarmed  his  surviving  parent. 
He  was  absent  in  the  woods  for  whole  days  and  nights,  under 
pretence  of  hunting,  though  he  did  not  always  bring  home  game. 
His  father  was  the  more  alarmed  because  several  of  the  Children 
of  the  Mist,  encouraged  by  the  increasing  troubles  of  the  state,  had 
ventured  back  to  their  old  haunts,  nor  did  he  think  it  altogether  safe 
to  renew  any  attack  upon  them.  The  risk  of  Allan  in  his  wanderings 
sustaining  injury  from  these  vindictive  freebooters  was  a  perpetual 
source  of  apprehension. 

''  I  was  myself  upon  a  visit  to  the  castle  when  this  matter  was 
brought  to  a  crisis.  Allan  had  been  absent  since  daybreak  in  the 
woods,  where  I  had  sought  for  him  in  vain ;  it  was  a  dark  stormy 
night,  and  he  did  not  return.  His  father  expressed  the  utmost 
anxiety,  and.  spoke  of  detaching  a  party  at  the  dawn  of  morning  in 
quest  of  him ;  when,  as  we  were  sitting  at  the  supper-table,  the  door 
suddenly  opened,  and  Allan  entered  the  room  with  a  proud,  firm,  and 
confident  air.  His  intractability  of  temper,  as  well  as  the  unsettled 
state  of  his  mind,  had  such  an  influence  over  his  father,  that  he  sup- 
pressed all  other  tokens  of  displeasure  excepting  the  observation  that 
I  had  killed  a  fat  buck  and  had  returned  before  sunset,  while  he  sup- 
posed Allan,  who  had  been  on  the  hill  till  midnight,  had  returned 
with  empty  hands.  'Are  you  sure  of  that?'  said  Allan  fiercely; 
'  here  is  something  will  tell  you  another  tale.' 

"  We  new  observed  his  hands  were  bloody,  and  that  there  were 
spots  of  blood  on  his  face,  and  waited  the  issue  with  impatience ; 
when,  suddenly  imdoing  the  comer  of  his  plaid,  he  rolled  down  on 
the  table  a  human  head,  bloody  and  new  severed,  saying  at  the  same 
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time, 'lie  thon  when  the  hesd  of  Abetter  man  l&jbafon  70.'  Ftom 
the  ha^ud  featnna  and  matted  led  hur  and  beard,  partly  grizzled 
tritb  e^  hia  father  and  othera  presaat  recogaiaed  the  head  of  Hector 
of  the  Mist,  a  well-known  leader  ainong  the  outlaw*,  redonbted  for 
atrength  and  ferocity,  who  had  been  active  in  tha  mnzdei  of  the 
onfottiuiBte  Poreetec,  unole  to  Allan,  and  had  escaped  by  a  desperate 
defence  and  extraordinary  agility,  when  so  many  of  his  compaoions 
were  destroyed.  We  were  all,  it  may  be  belisTed,  struck  with 
Burpriae,  but  Allan  i«fiued  to  gratify  our  curiosity;  and  we  only 
conjectured  that  he  must  hare  overcome  the  outlaw  after  a  deepeiate 
struggle,  beeanse  we  discovered  that  he  had  suatoiaed  several  wounds 
firom  the  contest.    All  measures  wen  now  taken  to  ensure  bun 


against  the  vengeance  of  the  freebooters;  but  neither  hia  wounds  not 
the  positive  command  of  his  lather,  noi  even  the  locking  of  the  gates 
-of  the  castle  and  the  doors  of  his  apartment  were  precautions  adequate 
to  prevent  Allan  from  seeking  out  the  very  persons  to  whom  he  waa 
peculiarly  obnoiioaa.  Be  made  his  escape  by  night  £n>m  the  window 
of  the  apartment,  and,  laughing  at  his  father's  vain  care,  produced  on 
one  occasion  the  head  of  one,  and  npou  anothei  those  of  two,  of  the 
Children  of  the  Mist.  At  length  these  men,  fierce  aa  they  were^ 
became  appalled  by  the  inveterate  animosity  and  audacity  with 
irhich  Allan  sought  oat  their  recesses.  Aa  he  never  hesitated  to 
encounter  any  odd%  they  concluded  that  he  mnst  bear  a  charmed 
life,  or  fight  under  the  guardianship  of  some  supernatural  infl.u.ea.w.. 
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Neither  gnu,  dirk,  nor  donrkch,t  they  said,  availed  aught  against 
him.  They  imputed  this  to  the  remarkable  circumstancee  under 
which  he  was  bom ;  and  at  length  five  or  six  of  the  stoutest  caterans  of 
the  Highlands  would  have  fled  at  Allan's  halloo,  or  the  blast  of  his  horn. 

^  In  the  meanwhile,  however,  the  Children  of  the  Mist  carried  on 
their  old  trade,  and  did  the  M'Anlays,  as  weU  as  their  kinsmen  and 
allies,  as  much  mischief  as  they  could.  This  provoked  another 
expedition  against  the  tribe,  in  which  I  had  my  share ;  we  surprised 
them  effectually  by  besetting  at  once  the  upper  and  under  passes  of 
the  country,  and  made  such  clean  work  as  is  usual  on  these  occasions, 
burning  and  slaying  right  before  us.  In  this  terrible  species  of  war 
even  the  females  and  the  helpless  do  not  always  escape.  One  little 
maiden  alone,  who  smiled  upon  Allan's  drawn  dirk,  escaped  his 
vengeance  upon  my  earnest  entreaty.  She  was  brought  to  the  castle, 
and  here  bred  up  under  the  name  of  Annot  Lyle,  the  most  beautiful 
little  fairy  certainly  that  ever  danced  upon  a  heath  by  moonlight 
It  was  long  ere  Allan  could  endure  the  presence  of  the  child,  until 
it  occurred  to  his  imagination,  &om  her  features  perhaps,  that  she 
did  not  belong;^  to  the  hated  blood  of  his  enemies,  but  had  become 
their  captive  in  some  of  their  incursions ;  a  circumstance  not  in  itself 
impossible,  but  in  which  he  believes  as  firmly  as  in  holy  writ  He 
is  particularly  delighted  by  her  skill  in  music,  which  is  so  exquisite 
that  she  far  exceeds  the  best  performers  in  this  country  in  playing 
on  the  clairshach,  or  harp.  It  was  discovered  that  this  produced 
upon  the  disturbed  spirits  of  Allan,  in  his  gloomiest  moods,  beneficial 
effects,  similar  to  those  experienced  by  the  Jewish  monarch  of  old ; 
and  so  engaging  is  the  temper  of  Annot  Lyle,  so  fascinating  the 
innocence  and  gaiety  of  her  disposition,  that  she  is  considered  and 
treated  in  the  castle  rather  as  the  sister  of  the  proprietor  than  as  a 
dependant  upon  his  charity.  Indeed,  it  is  impossible  for  any  one  to 
see  her  without  being  deeply  interested  by  the  ingenuity,  liveliness, 
and  sweetness  of  her  disposition." 

''  Take  care,  my  lord,''  said  Anderson,  smiling ;  ''  there  is  danger 
in  such  violent  commendations.  Allan  M'Aulay,  as  your  lordship 
describes  him,  would  prove  no  very  safe  rivaL" 

**  Pooh !  pooh !"  said  Lord  Menteith,  laughing,  yet  blushing  at 
the  same  time ;  ''  Allan  is  not  accessible  to  the  passion  of  love ;  and 
for  myself,"  said  he  more  gravely,  **Annofs  unknown  birth  is  a 
sufficient  reason  against  serious  designs,  and  her  unprotected  state 
precludes  every  other." 

"It  is  spoken  like  yourself,  my  lord,"  said  Anderson.     **Bnt  I 
trust  you  will  proceed  with  your  interesting  story." 
f  Dourlaehr-qaiyn;  tttcnlly  satchel— of  airowi. 
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**  It  is  well-nigh  finished,"  said  Lord  Menteith ;  '*  I  have  only  to 
add  that  from  the  great  strength  and  courage  of  Allan  M'Aolay,  &om 
his  energetic  and  nncontrollable  disposition,  and  from  an  opinion 
generally  entertained  and  encouraged  by  himself,  that  he  holds  com- 
munion with  supernatural  beings,  and  can  predict  future  events,  the 
clan  pay  a  much  greater  degree  of  deference  to  him  than  even  to 
hi»  brother,  who  is  a  bold-hearted,  rattling  Highlander,  but  with 
nothing  which  can  possibly  rival  the  extraordinary  character  of  his 
younger  brother.*' 

**  Such  a  character,"  said  Anderson,  "  cannot  but  have  the  deepest 
efifect  on  the  minds  of  a  Highland  host.  We  must  secure  Allan, 
my  lord,  at  all  events.  What  between  his  bravery  and  his  second 
Bight *' 

''  Hush !''  said  Lord  Menteith,  ''  that  owl  is  awaking," 

''Do  you  talk  of  the  second  sight,  or  deiUeroioopia?*'  said  the 
soldier;  '<!  remember  memorable  Major  Munro  telling  me  how 
Murdoch  Mackenzie,  born  in  Assint,  a  private  gentleman  in  a 
company,  and  a  pretty  soldier,  foretold  the  death  of  Donald  Tough, 
«  Lochaber  man,  and  certain  other  persons,  as  well  as  the  hurt  cf  the 
major  himself  at  a  sudden  onfall  at  the  siege  of  Trailsund." 

**  I  have  often  heard  of  this  faculty,"  observed  Anderson,  **  but  I 
have  always  thought  those  pretending  to  it  were  either  enthusiasts 
or  impostors." 

*'  I  should  be  loath,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  '^  to  apply  either  character 
to  my  kinsman,  Allan  M'Aulay.  He  has  shown  on  many  occasions 
too  much  acuteness  and  sense,  of  which  you  this  night  had  an 
instance,  for  the  character  of  an  enthusiast ;  and  his  high  sense  of 
honour,  and  manliness  of  disposition,  free  him  from  the  charge  of 
imposture." 

''Your  lordship,  then,"  said  Anderson,  ''is  a  believer  in  his  8Upe]>- 
natural  attributes  1" 

"By  no  means,"  said  the  young  nobleman;  "I  think  that  he 
persuades  himself  that  the  ^predictions,  wMoh  are,  in  reality,  thiB 
result  of  judgment  and  reflection,  are  supernatural  impressions  on 
his  mind,  just  as  fanatics  conceive  the  workings  of  their  own  imagi- 
nation to  be  divine  inspiration — at  least,  if  this  will  not  serve  you, 
Anderson,  I  have  no  better  explanation  to  give ;  and  it  is  time  we 
were  all  asleep  after  the  toilsome  journey  of  the  day." 
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CHAPTER    VI. 

Ck>mmg  events  cast  their  shadows  before. 

Campbell. 
At  an  early  hour  in  the  morning  the  guests  of  the  castle  sprung  from 
their  repose;  and,  after  a  moment's  private  conversation  with  his 
attendants.  Lord  Menteith  addressed  the  soldier,  who  was  seated  in 
a  comer  burnishing  his  corslet  with  rot-stone  and  chamois-leather, 
while  he  hummed  the  old  song  in  honour  of  the  victorious  Qustavus 
Adolphus — 

**  When  cannons  are  roaring,  and  bnllets  are  flying, 
The  lad  that  would  have  honour,  boys,  must  never  fear  dying." 

**  Captain  Dalgetty,''  said  Lord  Menteith,  *'  the  time  is  come  that 
we  must  part,  or  become  comrades  in  service.'' 

**  Not  before  breakfast,  I  hope,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty. 

'<  I  should  have  thought,"  replied  his  lordship,  <<  that  your  garrison 
was  victualled  for  three  days  at  least." 

r  ''  I  have  still  some  stowage  left  for  beef  and  bannocks,"  said  the 
Captain ;  **  and  I  never  miss  a  favourable  opportunity  of  renewing 
my  supplies." 

"  But,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  "  no  judicious  commander  allows  either 
flags  of  truce  or  neutrals  to  remain  in  Ms  camp  longer  than  is  prudent; 
and  therefore  we  must  know  your  mind  exactly,  according  to  which 
you  shall  either  have  a  safe-conduct  to  depart  in  peace  or  be  welcome 
to  remain  with  us." 

*'  Truly,"  said  the  Captain,  "  that  being  the  case,  I  will  not  attempt 
to  protract  the  capitulation  by  a  counterfeited  parley  (a  thing  excel- 
lently practised  by  Sir  James  Bamsay  at  the  siege  of  Hannau,  in  the 
year  of  God  1636),  but  I  will  frankly  own  that  if  I  like  your  pay  as 
well  as  your  provant  and  your  company,  I  care  not  how  soon  I  take 
the  oath  to  your  colours." 

''  Our  pay,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  **  must  at  present  be  small,  since 
it  is  paid  out  of  the  common  stock  raised  by  the  few  amongst  us  who 
can  command  some  funds.  As  major  and  adjutant,  I  dare  not  promise 
Captain  Dalgetty  more  than  half-a-dollar  a-day." 

"  The  devil  take  all  halves  and  quarters !"  said  the  Captain;  *'  were 
it  in  my  option,  I  could  no  more  consent  to  the  halving  of  that  dollar 
than  the  woman  in  the  Judgment  of  Solomon  to  the  disseverment  of 
the  child  of  her  bowels." 

"  The  parallel  will  scarce  hold.  Captain  Dalgetty,  for  I  think  you 
would  rather  consent  to  the  dividing  of  the  dollar  than  give  it  up 
entire  to  your  competitor.  However,  in  the  way  of  arrears,  I  may 
promise  you  the  other  half-dollar  at  the  end  of  the  compaign." 
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''Ah  1  these  arrearages!''  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  '^that  are  always 
promised,  and  always  go  for  nothing  !  Spain,  Austria,  and  Sweden 
all  sing  one  song.  *0h !  long  life  to  the  Hoganmogans  1  if  they  were 
no  officers  or  soldiers,  they  were  good  paymasters  And  yet,  my 
lord,  if  I  could  but  be  made  certiorate  that  my  natural  heredita- 
ment of  Drumthwacket  had  fallen  into  possession  of  any  of  these 
loons  of  Covenanters,  who  could  be,  in  the  event  of  our  success, 
conveniently  made  a  traitor  of,  I  have  so  much  value  for  that 
fertile  and  pleasant  spot,  that  I  would  e'en  take  on  with  you  for  the 
campaign." 

''I  can  resolve  Captain  Dalgetty's  question,"  said  Sibbald,  Lord 
Menteith's  second  attendant ;  *'  for  if  his  estate  of  Drumthwacket  be, 
as  I  conceive,  the  long  waste  moor  so  called,  that  lies  five  miles  south 
of  Aberdeen,  I  can  tell  him  it  was  lately  purchased  by  Elias  Strachan, 
as  rank  a  rebel  as  ever  swore  the  Covenant." 

"  The  crop-eared  hound  !"  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  in  a  rage ;  '*  what 
the  devil  gave  him  the  assurance  to  purchase  the  inheritance  of  a 
family  of  four  hundred  years'  standing  ?  Oynthitu  awrem  vellet,  as 
we  used  to  say  at  Mareschal-College ;  that  is  to  say,  I  will  pull  him 
out  of  my  father's  house  by  the  ears.  And  so,  my  Lord  Menteith,  I 
am  yours,  hand  and  sword,  body  and  soul,  till  death  do  us  part,  or 
to  the  end  of  the  next  campaign,  whichever  event  shall  first  come  to 
pass." 

<*  And  I,"  said  the  young  nobleman,  "  rivet  the  bargain  by  a  month's 
pay  in  advance." 

"  That  is  more  than  necessary,"  said  Dalgetty,  pocketing  the  money, 
however.  **  But  now  I  must  go  down,  look  after  my  war-saddle  and 
abuilziements,  and  see  that  Gustavus  has  his  morning,  and  tell  him 
we  have  taken  new  service." 

''There  goes  your  precious  recruit,"  said  Lord  Menteith  to  Anderson, 
as  the  Captain  left  the  room ;  ''  I  fear  we  shall  have  little  credit  of 
him." 

"He  is  a  man  of  the  times,  however,"  said  Anderson;  ''and 
without  such  we  should  hardly  be  able  to  carry  on  our  enter^ 
prise." 

"  Let  us  go  down,"  answered  Lord  Menteith,  "  and  see  how  our 
muster  is  likely  to  thrive,  for  I  hear  a  good  deal  of  bustle  in  the 
castle." 

When  they  entered  the  hall,  the  domestics  keeping  modestly  in 
the  back-ground,  morning  greetings  passed  between  Lord  Menteith, 
Angus  M'Aulay,  and  his  English  guests,  while  Allan,  occupying  the 
same  settle  which  he  had  filled  the  preceding  evening,  paid  no  atten- 
tion whatever  to  any  one. 
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Old  Donald  hastily  rnslied  into  the  apartment.  ''  A  message  from 
Vich  Alister  More  ;t  he  is  coming  np  in  the  evening." 

''With  how  many  attendants  1''  said  M'Aulay.' 

"Some  fiye-and-twenty  or  thirty,"  said  Donald,  "his  ordinary 
retinue." 

''Shake  down  plenty  of  straw  in  the  great  ham,"  said  the  Laird. 

Another  servant  here  stomhled  hastily  in,  annonncing  the  ex- 
pected approach  of  Sir  Hector  M'Lean,  "  who  is  arriving  with  a  large 
following." 

"  Put  them  in  the  malt-kiln,"  said  M'Aulay ;  "  and  keep  the  hreadth 
of  the  middenstead  hetween  them  and  the  M'Donalds ;  they  are  but 
unMends  to  each  other." 

Donald  now  reentered,  his  visage  considerably  lengthened.    ^  The 

.teil's  r  the  folk,"  he  said;  "the  haill  Hielands  are  asteer,  I  think. 

Evan  Dhu,  of  Lochiel,  will  be  here  in  an  hour,  with  Lord  kens  how 

many  gillies." 

i  "  Into  the  great  bam  with  them  beside  the  McDonalds,"  said  the  Laird. 

More  and  more  chiefs  were  announced,  the  least  of  whom  would 
have  accounted  it  derogatory  to  his  dignity  to  stir  without  a  retinue 
of  six  or  seven  persons.  To  every  new  annunciation,  Angus  M^Aulay 
answered  by  naming  some  place  of  accommodation — ^the  stables,  the 
Idft,  the  cow-house,  the  sheds,  every  domestic*  office,  were  destined 
for  the  night  to  some  hospitable  purpose  or  other.  At  length  the 
arrival  of  M'Dougal  of  Lorn,  after  all  his  means  of  accommodation 
were  exhausted,  reduced  him  to  some  perplexity.  "  What  the  devil 
is  to  be  done,  Donald  1"  said  he;  "the  great  bam  would  hold  fifty 
more,  if  they  would  lie  heads  and  thraws ;  but  there  would  be  drawn 
dirks  amang  them  which  should  lie  uppermost,  and  so  we  i^ould 
have  bloody  puddings  before  morning  !" 

"  What  needs  all  this?"  said  Allan,  starting  up,  and  coming  forward 
with  the  stem  abruptness  of  his  usual  manner ;  "  are  the  Gael  to-day 
of  softer  flesh  or  whiter  blood  than  their  fathers  were  ?  Knock  the 
head  out  of  a  cask  of  usquebae ;  let  that  be  their  night-gear — ^their 
plaids  their  bed»clothes— the  blue  sky  their  canopy,  and  the  heather 
their  couch.  Gome  a  thousand  more,  and  they  would  not  quarrel  on 
the  broad  heath  for  want  of  room !" 

"  Allan  is  right,"  said  Ms  brother ;  "  it  is  very  odd  how  Allan,  who, 
between  ourselves,"  said  he  to  Musgrave,  "  is  a  little  wo wf,]:  seems 
at  times  to  have  more  sense  than  us  all  put  together.  Observe  him 
now." 

'*  Tes,"  continued  Allan,  fixing  his  eyes  with  a  ghastly  stare  upon 

t  Tho  patronymic  of  UaoDonell  of  Glengarry. 
/  fTouf/,  i.6.f  orafed. 
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the  opposite  side  of  the  hall,  "  thej  may  well  begin  as  they  are  to 
end ;  many  a  man  will  sleep  this  night  upon  the  heath,  that  when 
the  Martinmas  wind  shall  blow  shall  lie  there  stark  enongh,  and  reck 
little  of  cold  or  lack  of  covering." 

** Do  not  forespeak  ns,  brother,''  said  Angus;  ''that  is  not  lucky." 

''And  what  luck  is  it  then  that  you  expect)"  said  Allan;  and 
straining  his  eyes  until  they  almost  started  from  their  sockets,  he  fell 
with  a  conyulsive  shudder  into  the  arms  of  Donald  and  his  brother, 
who,  knowing  the  nature  of  his  fits,  had  come  near  to  prevent  his 
falL  They  seated  him  upon  a  bench,  and  supported  him  until  he 
came  to  himself,  and  was  about  to  speak. 

"  For  Qod's  sake,  Allan,"  said  his  brother^  who  knew  the  impres- 
sion his  mystical  words  were  likely  to  make  on  many  of  the  guests, 
"  say  nothing  to  discourage  us,'' 

"Am  I  he  who  discourages  you?"  said  Allan;  ^let  every  man 
face  his  weird  as  I  shall  face  mine.  That  which  must  come,  will 
come ;  and  we  shall  stride  gallantly  over  many  a  field  of  victory  ere 
we  reach  yon  fatal  slaughter-place,  or  tread  yon  sable  scaffolds." 

"  What  slaughter-place  ?  what  soscffolds  ?"  exclaimed  several  voices ; 
for  Allan's  renown  as  a  seer  was  generally  established  in  the  Highlands, 

"  Tou  will  know  that  but  too  soon,"  answered  Allan.  "  Speak  to 
me  no  more,  I  am  weary  of  your  questions."  He  then  pressed  his. 
hand  against  his  brow,  rested  his  elbow  upon  his  knee,  and  sunk 
into  a  deep  reverie. 

"  Send  for  Annot  Lyle  and  the  harp,"  said  Angus,  in  a  whisper,  to 
his  servant ;  "and  let  those  gentlemen  follow  me  who  do  not  fear  a 
Highland  breakfast." 

All  accompanied  their  hospitable  landlord  excepting  only  Lord 
Menteith,  who  lingered  in  one  of  the  deep  embrasures  formed  by  the 
windows  of  the  hall.  Annot  Lyle  shortly  after  glided  into  the  room, 
not  ill  described  by  Lord  Menteith  as  being  the  lightest  and  most 
fairy  figure  that  ever  trod  the  turf  by  moonlight.  Het^  stature,  con- 
siderably less  than  the  ordinary  size  of  women,  gave  her  the  appear- 
ance of  extreme  youth,  insomuch  that  although  she  was  near 
eighteen,  she  might  have  passed  for  four  years  younger.  Her  figure, 
hands,  and  feet  were  formed  upon  a  model  of  exquisite  symmetry 
with  the  size  and  lightness  of  her  person,  so  that  Titania  herself 
could  scarce  have  found  a  more  fitting  representative.  Her  hair  was 
a  dark  shade  of  the  colour  usually  termed  flaxen,  whose  clustering 
ringlets  suited  admirably  with  her  fair  complexion,  and  with  the 
playful,  yet  simple,  expression  of  her  features.  When  we  add  to 
these  charms  that  Annot,  in  her  orphan  state,  seemed  the  gayest  and 
happiest  of  maidens,  the  reader  must  allow  us  to  claim  foe  h&^  ^\2^<^ 
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interest  of  almort  all  who  looked  oa  her.  lu  lact^  it  was  impoBnUA 
to  find  a  more  nniveraal  fftvourite,  and  she  often  came  anumg  the 
rude  inhabitants  of  the  castle,  as  Allan  himself,  in  a  poetical  mood, 
expressed  it,  "  like  a  sunbeam  on  a  sullen  sea,"  commnnioaldiig  to  all 
others  the  cheerfulness  that  filled  her  own  mind. 

Annot^  such  as  we  have  described  her,  smiled  and  bliuhed  irlifln, 
on  entering  the  apartment,  Lord  Menteith  came  from  hia  plaoe  of 
retirement,  and  kindly  wished  her  good-morning. 

.  ^And  good-morning  to  you,  my  lord,"  returned  she,  extending  her 
hand  to  her  firiend ;  "  we  have  seJdom  seen  you  of  late  at  the  c— tla^ 
and  now  I  fear  it  is  with  no  peaceful  purpose.'' 

**  At  leasts  let  me  not  interrupt  your  harmony,  Annoti"  aaid  Lord 
Menteith,  *' though  my  arrival  may  breed  discord  elsewhere.  II7 
c6usin  Allan  needs  the  assistance  of  your  voice  and  musia" 

''My  preserver,"  said  Annot  Lyle,  "has  a  right  to  my  poor  ezertioint; 
and  you,  too,  my  lord — ^you,  too,  are  my  preserver,  and  were  the 
most  active  to  /save  a  life  that  is  worthless  enough,  unless  it  em 
benefit  my  protectors.'' 

So  saying,  she  sat  down  at  a  little  distance  upon  the  bench  on 
whidi  Allan  M'Aulay  was  placed,  and  tuning  her  clairshach,  a  small 
harp,  about  thirty  inches  in  height,  she  accompanied  it  with  her 
voice.  The  air  was  an  ancient  Qaelio  melody,  and  the  words,  whidi 
were  supposed  to  be  very  old,  were  in  the  same  language ;  but  we 
subjoin  a  translation  of  them,  by  Secundus  Maopherson,  Esq.,  of 
Glenforgen,  which,  although  submitted  to  the  fetters  of  English 
rhythm,  we  trust  will  be  found  nearly  as  genuine  as  the  version  of 
Ossian  by  his  celebrated  namesake. 

"Birds  of  omen  dark  and  fool, 
Night-crow,  raven,  bat,  and  owl, 
Leave  the  sick  man  to  his  dream — 
All  night  long  he  heard  your  scream — 
Haste  to  cave  and  rain'd  tower. 
Ivy,  tod,  or  dingled  bower. 
There  to  wink  and  mope,  for,  hark  ! 
In  the  mid  air  sings  the  lark. 

"  Hie  to  moorish  gills  and  rocks, 
Prowling  wolf  and  wily  fox — 
Hie  yon  fast,  nor  turn  your  view. 
Though  the  lamb  bleats  to  the  ewe. 
Couch  your  trains,  and  speed  your  flight. 
Safety  parts  with  parting  night ; 
And  on  distant  echo  borne, 
Comes  the  hunter's  early  horn. 
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**  The  moon's  wan  crescent  scarcely  gleams, 
Ghost-like  she  fades  in  morning  beams ; 
Hie  hence  each  peevish  imp  and  fay, 
That  scare  the  pilgrim  on  his  way: — 
Quench,  kelpy !  quench,  in  bog  and  fen. 
Thy  torch  that  cheats  benighted  men; 
Thy  dance  is  o'er,  thy  reign  is  done, 
For  Benyieglo  hath  seen  the  sun. 

"Wild  thoughts  that,  sinful,  dark,  and  deep. 
Overpower  the  passiye  mind  in  sleep, 
Pass  from  the  slumberer's  soul  away, 
like  night-mists  from  the  brow  of  day : 
Foul  hag,  whose  blasted  visage  grim 
Smothers  the  pulse,  unnerves  the  limb, 
Spur  thy  dark  palfrey,  and  begone  ! 
Thou  dar'st  not  face  the  godlike  sun." 

As  the  strain  proceeded,  Allan  M^Anlay  gradually  gave  signs  of 
recovering  his  presence  of  mind,  and  attention  to  the  objects  around 
him.  The  deep-knit  furrows  of  his  brow  relaxed  and  smoothed 
themselves ;  and  the  rest  of  his  features,  which  had  seemed  contorted 
with  internal  agony,  relapsed  into  a  more  natural  state.  When  he 
raised  his  head  and  sat  upright,  his  countenance,  though  still  deeply 
melancholy,  was  divested  of  its  wUdness  and  ferocity;  and  in  its 
composed  state,  although  by  no  means  handsome,  the  expression  of 
his  features  was  striking,  manly,  and  even  noble.  His  thick,  brown 
eyebrows,  which  had  hitherto  been  drawn  close  together,  were  now 
slightly  separated,  as  in  the  natural  state ;  and  his  grey  eyes,  which 
had  rolled  and  flashed  from  under  them  with  an  unnatural  and 
portentous  gleam,  now  recovered  a  steady  and  determined  expression. 

''Thank  God!''  he  said,  after  sitting  silent  for  about  a  minute, 
until  the  very  last  sounds  of  the  harp  had  ceased  to  vibrate,  ''  my 
soul  is  no  longer  darkened — the  mist  hath  passed  from  my  spirit."  • 

"You  owe  thanks,  cousin  Allan,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  coming 
forward,  '^to  Annot  Lyle,  as  well  as  to  Heaven,  for  this  happy 
change  in  your  melancholy  mood." 

**  My  noble  cousin  Menteith,"  said  Allan,  rising  and  greeting  him 
very  respectfully,  as  well  as  kindly,  **has  known  my  unhappy 
circumstances  so  long,  that  his  goodness  will  require  no  excuse  for 
my  being  thus  late  in  bidding  him  welcome  to  the  castle." 

''  We  are  too  old  acquaintances,  Allan,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  ''  and 
too  good  friends,  to  stand  on  the  ceremonial  of  outward  greeting ; 
but  half  the  Highlands  will  be  here  to-day,  and  you  know,  with  our 
mountain  Chiefs,  ceremony  must  not  be  neglected.    Wljkftfc  'SR^ik  ^kss\. 
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give  little  Annot  for  making  you  fit  company  to  meet  Evan  Dhn,  and 
I  know  not  how  many  bonnets  and  feathers  V* 

<<What  will  he  give  met''  said  Annot,  smiling;  ^'nothing  less,  I 
hope,  than  the  best  ribbon  at  the  Fair  of  Doune." 

"  The  Fair  of  Donne,  Annot  V*  said  Allan,  sadly ;  *'  there  will  be 
bloody  work  before  that  day,  and  I  may  never  see  it ;  but  you  have 
well  reminded  me  of  what  I  have  long  intended  to  do/' 

Having  said  this,  he  left  the  room. 

*'  Should  he  talk  long  in  this  manner,"  said  Lord  Menteith, ''  you 
must  keep  your  harp  in  tune,  my  dear  Annot." 

"I  hope  not,"  said  Annot,  anxiously;  ''this  fit  has  been  a  long 
one,  and  probably  will  soon  return.  It  is  fearful  to  see  a  mind, 
naturally  generous  and  affectionate^  afflicted  by  this  constitutional 
malady." 

As  she  spoke  in  a  low  and  confidential  tone.  Lord  Menteith 
naturally  drew  close,  and  stooped  forward,  that  he  might  the  better 
catch  the  sense  of  what  she  said*  When  Allan  suddenly  entered  the 
apartment,  they  as  naturally  drew  back  from  each  other  with  a 
manner  expressive  of  consciousness,  as  if  surprised  in  a  conversation 
which  they  wished  to  keep  secret  from  him.  This  did  not  escape 
Allan's  observation ;  he  stopt  short  at  the  door  of  the  apartment — 
his  brows  were  contracted — ^his  eyes  rolled;  but  it  was  only  the 
paroxysm  of  a  moment.  He  passed  his  broad  sinewy  hand  across  his 
brow,  as  if  to  obliterate  these  signs  of  emotion,  and  advanced  towards 
Annot,  holding  in  his  hand  a  very  small  box,  made  of  oak-wood, 
curiously  inlaid*  **  I  take  you  to  witness,"  he  said,  ''  cousin  Men- 
teith, that  I  give  this  box  and  its  contents  to  Annot  Lyle.  It 
contains  a  few  ornaments  that  belonged  to  my  poor  mother— of 
trifling  value,  you  may  guess,  for  the  wife  of  a  Highland  laird  has 
seldom  a  rich  jewel-casket'' 

''But  these  ornaments,"  said  Annot  Lyle,  gently  and  timidly 
refusing  the  box,  "  belong  to  the  feunily — I  cannot  accept ** 

"They  belong  to  me  alone,  Annot,"  said  Allan,  interrupting  her; 
"they  were  my  mother's  dying  beq^uest.  They  are  all  I  can  call  my 
own,  except  my  plaid  and  my  claymore.  Take  them,  therefore — they 
are  to  me  valueless  trinkets — and  keep  them  for  my  sake->^should  I 
never  return  from  these  wars." 

So  saying,  he  opened  the  case,  and  presented  it  to  Annot.  "  If," 
said  he,  "they  are  of  any  value,  dispose  of  them  for  your  own 
support,  when  this  house  has  been  consumed  with  hostile  fire,,  and 
can  no  longer  afford  you  protection.  But  keep  one  ring  in  memory 
of  Allan,  who  has  done,  to  requite  your  kindness,  if  not  all  he 
fimhed,  at  least  all  he  could." 
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Annot  Lyle  endeavoored  in  vain  to  resteain  the  gatheiing  tears, 
when  she  said^  *'One  nng,  Allan,  I  will  accept  from  you  as  a 
memorial  of  yoxir  goodness  to  a  poor  orphan,  but  do  not  press  me  to 
take  more,  for  I  cannot,  and  will  not,  accept  a  gift  of  such  dispro* 
portioned  value.'' 

''Make  youz  choice,  then,"  said  Allan;  "your  delicacy  may  be 
well  founded ;  the  others  will  assume  a  shape  in  which  th^  may  be 
more  useful  to  you." 

**  Think  not  of  it,"  said  Annot,  choosing  from  the  contents  of  the 
casket  a  ring,  apparently  the  most  trifling  in  value  which  it  con- 
tained ; ''  keep  them  for  your  own,  or  your  brothez^s  bride.  But,  good 
heavens  1"  she  said,  interrupting  herself,  and  looking  at  the  ring, 
*'  what  is  this  that  I  have  chosen  V* 

Allan  hastened  to  look  upon  it,  with  eyes  of  gloomy  apprehension ; 
it  bore,  in  enamel,  a  death's  head  above  two  crossed  daggers.  When 
Allan  recognised  the  device,  he  uttered  a  sigh  so  deep  that  she 
dropped  the  ring  &om  her  hand,  which  rolled  upon  the  floor.  Lord 
Menteith  picked  it  up,  and  returned  it  to  the  terrified  Annot 

''  I  take  God  to  witness,"  said  Allan,  in  a  solemn  tone,  *'  that  yot^r 
hand,  young  lord,  and  not  mine,  has  again  delivered  to  her  thJB 
ill-omened  gift.  It  was  the  mourning  ring  worn  by  my  mother  in 
memorial  of  her  murdered  brother." 

*'  I  fear  no  omens,"  said  Annot,  smiling  through  her  tears;  ''and 
nothing  coming  through  the  hands  of  my  two  patrons" — so  she  was 
wont  to  call  Lord  Menteith  and  Allan — "  can  bring  bad  luck  to  the 
poor  orphan." 

She  put  the  ring  on  her  finger,  and,  turning  to  her  harp,  sung  to  a 
lively  air  the  following  verses  of  one  of  the  fieishionable  songs  of  the 
period,  which  had  found  its  way,  marked  as  it  was  with  the  quaint 
hyperbolical  taste  of  King  Charles's  time,  &om  some  court  masque  to 
the  wilds  of  Perthshire : — 

"  Gaze  not  upon  the  stars,  fond  sage, 
In  them  no  influence  lies; 
To  read  the  fate  of  youth  or  age. 
Look  on  my  Helen's  eyes. 

**  Yet,  rash  astrologer,  refrain ! 
Too  dearly  would  be  won 
The  prescience  of  another's  pain, 
If  purchased  by  thine  own." 

"She  is  right,  Allan,",  said  Lord  Menteith;  "and  this  end  of 
an  old  song  is  worth  all  we  shall  gain  by  our  attempt  to  look  into 
futurity." 
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**  She  is  WBONa,  my  lord,"  said  Allan  sternly,  "  though  you,  who 
treat  with  lightness  the  warnings  I  have  given  you,  may  not  live  to 
see  the  event  of  the  omen.  ''  Laugh  not  so  scornfully,"  he  added, 
interrupting  himself,  **  or  rather  laugh  on  as  loud  and  as  long  as  you 
will ;  your  term  of  laughter  will  find  a  pause  ere  long." 

"  I  care  not  for  your  visions,  Allan,''  said  Lord  Menteith ;  *'  how- 
ever short  my  span  of  life,  the  eye  of  no  Highland  seer  can  see  its 
termination." 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,"  said  Annot  Lyle,  interrupting  him,  "  you 
know  his  nature,  and  how  little  he  can  endure " 

*'  Fear  me  not,"  said  Allan,  interrupting  her ;  *'  my  mind  is  now 
constant  and  calm.  But  for  you,  young  lord,"  said  he,  turning  to 
Lord  Menteith,  ''my  eye  has  sought  you  through  fields  of  battle, 
where  Highlanders  and  Lowlanders  lay  strewed  as  thick  as  ever  the 
rooks  sat  on  those  ancient  trees,"  pointing  to  a  rookery  which  was 
seen  from  the  window — "  my  eye  sought  you,  but  your  corpse  was 
not  there — ^my  eye  sought  you  among  a  train  of  unresisting  and  dis- 
armed captives,  drawn  up  within  the  bounding  walls  of  an  ancient 
and  rugged  fortress — ^flash  after  flash — ^platoon  after  platoon — the 
hostile  shot  fell  amongst  them,  they  dropped  like  the  dry  leaves  in 
autumn,  but  you  were  not  among  their  ranks ;  scaffolds  were  pre- 
pared, blocks  were  arranged,  saw-dust  was  spread — ^the  priest  was 
ready  with  his  book,  the  headsman  with  his  axe — ^but  there,  too, 
mine  eye  found  you  not." 

**The  gibbet,  then,  I  suppose,  must  be  my  doom?"  said  Lord 
Menteith.  "  Yet  I  wish  they  had  spared  me  the  halter^  were  it  but 
for  the  dignity  of  the  peerage." 

He  spoke  this  scornfully,  yet  not  without  a  sort  of  curiosity,  and 
a  wish  to  receive  an  answer ;  for  the  desire  of  prying  into  futurity 
frequently  has  some  influence  even  on  the  minds  of  those  who  dis- 
avow all  belief  in  the  possibility  of  such  predictions. 

"Your  rank,  my  lord,  will  suffer  no  dishonour  in  your  person, 
or  by  the  manner  of  your  death.  Three  times  have  I  seen  a 
Highlander  plant  his  dirk  in  your  bosom — and  such  will  be  your  fate." 

"  I  wish  you  would  describe  him  to  me,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  **  and 
I  shall  save  him  the  trouble  of  iulfilling  your  prophecy,  if  his  plaid 
be  passable  to  sword  or  pistol." 

"  Your  weapons,"  said  Allan,  "  would  avail  you  little ;  nor  can  I 
give  you  the  information  you  desire.  The  face  of  the  vision  has  been 
ever  averted  from  me." 

**  So  be  it  then,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  *'  and  let  it  rest  in  the  uncer- 
tainty in  which  your  augury  has  placed  it.  I  shall  dine  not  the  less 
merrily  among  plaids,  and  diiks,  and  kilts  to-day." 
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"  It  may  be  so,"  said  Allan ;  *'  and,  it  may  be,  you  do  well  to  enjoy 
these  moments,  which  to  me  are  poisoned  by  an^ries  of  future  evlL 
But  I/'  he  continued — **  I  repeat  to  you  that  this  weapon — ^that  is, 
such  a  weapon  as  this/'  touching  the  hilt  of  the  dirk  which  he  wore, 
"  carries  your  fate." 

*^In  the  meanwhile,''  said  Lord  Menteith,  ''you,  Allan,  have 
frightened  the  blood  from  the  cheeks  of  Annot  Lyle — let  us  leaye 
this  discourse,  my  friend,  and  go  to  see  what  we  both  understand — 
the  progress  of  our  military  preparations.'' 

They  joined  Angus  M'Aulay  and  his  English  guests,  and,  in  the 
military  discussion  which  immediately  took  place,  Allan  showed  a 
clearness  of  mind,  strength  of  judgment,  and  precision  of  thought 
totally  inconsistent  with  the  mystical  light  in  which  his  character 
has  been  hitherto  exhibited. 


CHAPTER    VII. 

When  Albin  her  claymore  indignantly  draws. 

When  her  bonneted  chieftains  aroand  her  shall  crowd, 

Clan-Ranald  the  dauntless,  and  Moray  the  proud, 

Ail  plaided  and  plumed  in  their  tartan  array 

LochieVs  Warning, 

Whoever  saw  that  morning  the  Castle  of  Damlinvarach  beheld  a 
busy  and  gallant  sight. 

The  various  Chiefs,  arriving  with  their  different  retinues,  which, 
notwithstanding  their  numbers,  formed  no  more  than  their  usual 
equipage  and  body-guard  upon  occasions  of  solemnity,  saluted  the 
lord  of  the  castle  and  each  other  with  overflowing  kindness,  or  with 
haughty  and  distant  politeness,  according  to  the  circumstances  of 
friendship  and  hostility  in  which  their  clans  had  recently  stood  to 
each  other.  Each  Chief,  however  small  his  comparative  importance, 
showed  the  full  disposition  to  exact  from  the  rest  the  deference  due 
to  a  separate  and  independent  prince ;  while  the  stronger  and  more 
powerful,  divided  among  themselves  by  recent  contentions  or  ancient 
feuds,  were  constrained  in  policy  to  use  great  deference  to  the  feelings 
of  their  less  powerful  brethren,  in  order,  in  case  of  need,  to  attach  as 
many  well-wishers  as  might  be  to  their  own  interest  and  standard. 
Thus  the  meeting  of  Chiefs  resembled  not  a  little  those  ancient  Diets 
of  the  Empire,  where  the  smallest  Frey-Qraf,  who  possessed  a  castle 
perched  upon  a  barren  crag,  with  a  few  hundred  acres  around  it, 
claimed  the  state  and  honours  of  a  sovereign  prince,  and  a  seat 
according  to  his  rank  among  the  dignitaries  oi  Wi^'^m^xs^ 
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The  foUowen  of  the  different  leoderB  irere  aepatatolj  arranged 
tati  aocommodalad,  as  room  and  oircnmatancea  best  permitted, 
each  retaining,  howexer,  hia  henohman,  who  waited,  close  as  the 
shadow,  upon  his  peraon,  to  execute  whatever  might  be  required  I^ 
his  patron. 

The  exterior  of  the  castle  afforded  a  ungnlai  scene.  The  Eigh- 
landeta  from  ditbient  islands,  glens,  and  strathH,  eyed  each  other  at 
a  distance  with  looks  of  emolation,  inqnisitiTe  cuiiositj,  or  hostile 
malevolence ;  bat  the  moat  aatoonding  part  of  the  aaaembly,  at  least 
to  a  IiOwland  ear,  was  the  rival  performance  of  the  bagpipers.  These 
WBilike  minstrels,  who  had  the  highest  opinion,  each,  of  the  sape- 
norilf  of  hia  own  tribe,  joined  to  the  moat  overweening  idea  of  the 


importance  connected  with  hia  profession,  at  first  performed  their 
TUiona  pibrochs  in  &ont  each  of  bis  own  clan.  At  length,  however, 
a*  the  black-cocks  towarda  the  end  of  the  season,  when,  in  sporta- 
man's  language,  they  are  said  to  flock  or  cniwd,  attracted  together  by 
the  sonnd  of  each  other's  triumphant  crow,  even  so  did  the  pipen^ 
swelling  their  plaids  and  tertans  in.  the  same  triumphant  manner  in 
which  the  biids  mfQe  up  their  feathers,  begin  to  approach  each  other 
within  anch  distance  as  might  give  to  their  brethren  a  sample  of 
their  skill.  Walking  within  a  short  interval,  and  eyeing  each  other 
with  looks  in  which  self-importance  and  defiance  might  be  traced, 
they  strutted,  puffed,  and  plied  their  screaming  instruments,  each 
placing  bi»  own  favoarita  bme  with  such  a  din  that,  if  an  Italian 
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musician  had  lain  buried  within  ten  miles  of  them,  he  must  have 
risen  from  the  dead  to  run  out  of  hearing. 

The  Chieftains  meanwhile  had  assembled  in  close  conclave  in  the 
great  hall  of  the  castle.  Among  them  were  the  persons  of  the  greatest 
consequence  in  the  Highlands,  some  of  them  attracted  by  zeal  for  the 
ro^ral  cause,  and  many  by  aversion  to  that  severe  and  general  domi- 
nation which  the  Marquis  of  Argyle,  since  his  rising  to  such  influence 
in  the  state,  had  exercised  over  his  Highland  neighbours.  That 
statesman,  indeed,  though  possessed  of  considerable  abilities  and 
great  power,  had  failings  which  rendered  him  unpopular  among  the 
Highland  chiefs.  The  devotion  which  he  professed  was  of  a  morose 
and  fanatical  character ;  his  ambition  seemed  to  be  insatiable,  and 
inferior  chiefs  complained  of  his  want  of  bounty  and  liberality. 
Add  to  this,  that  although  a  Highlander,  and  of  a  family  distin- 
guished for  valour  before  and  since,  Gillespie  Grumachf  (which, 
from  an  obliquity  in  his  eyes,  was  the  personal  distinction  he  bore  in 
the  Highlands,  where  titles  of  rank  are  unknown)  was  suspected  of 
being  a  better  man  in  the  cabinet  than  in  the  fleld.  He  and  his  tribe 
were  particularly  obnoxious  to  the  McDonalds  and  the  M'Leans,  two 
numerous  septs,  who,  though  disunited  by  ancient  feuds,  agi^eed  in  ah 
intense  dislike  to  the  Campbells,  or,  as  they  were  called,  the  Children 
of  Diarmid. 

For  some  time  the  assembled  Chiefs  remained  silent,  until  some 
one  should  open  the  business  of  the  meeting.  At  length  one  of  the 
most  powerful  of  them  commenced  the  diet  by  saying — "  We  have 
been  summoned  hither,  M^Aulay,  to  consult  of  weighty  matters  con- 
cerning the  King's  aflPaiiB  and  those  of  the  state ;  and  we  crave  to 
know  by  whom  they  are  to  be  explained  to  us  V 

M'Aulay,  whose  strength  did  not  lie  in  oratory,  intimated  his  wish 
that  Lord  Menteith  should  open  the  business  of  the  council.  With 
great  modesty,  and  at  the  same  time  with  spirit,  that  young  lord  said 
^he  wished  what  he  was  about  t6  propose  had  come  from  some 
person  of  better  known  and  more  established  character.  Since,  how- 
ever, it  lay  with  him  to  be  spokesman,  he  had  to  state  to  the  Chiefs 
assembled,  that  those  who  wished  to  throw  off  the  base  yoke  which 
fanaticism  had  endeavoured  to  wreathe  round  their  necks  had  not  a 
moment  to  lose.  The  Covenanters,"  he  said,  "after  having  twice 
made  war  upon  their  sovereign,  and  having  extorted  from  him  every 
request,  reasonable  or  unreasonable,  which  they  thought  proper  to 
demand — after  their  Chiefs  had  been  loaded  with  dignities  and 
favours — after  having  publicly  declared,  when  his  Majesty,  after  a 
gracious  visit  to  the  land  of  his  nativity,  was  on  his  return  to  England, 

t  Ommoel^ffl-fltTOTUtd. 


366  A  LEGEND  OF  MONTROSE. 

that  he  returned  a  contented  king  j&om  a  contented  people — after  all 
this,  and  without  even  the  pretext  for  a  national  grievance,  the  same 
men  have,  upon  doubts  and  suspicions  equally  dishonourable  to  the 
Eling  and  groundless  in  themselves,  detached  a  strong  army  to  assist 
his  rebels  in  England,  in  a  quarrel  with  which  Scotland  had  no  more 
to  do  than  she  has  with  the  wars  in  Germany.  It  was  well,''  he  said, 
"  that  the  eagerness  with  which  this  treasonable  purpose  was  pursued 
had  blinded  the  junta  who  now  usurped  the  government  of  Scotland 
to  the  risk  which  they  were  about  to  incur.  The  army  which  they 
had  despatched  to  England  under  old  Leven  comprehended  their 
veteran  soldiers,  the  strength  of  those  armies  which  had  been  levied 
in  Scotland  during  the  two  former  wars^ " 

Here  Captain  Dalgetty  endeavoured  to  rise,  for  the  purpose  of 
explaining  how  many  veteran  officers,  trained  in  the  German  wars, 
were,  to  his  certain  knowledge,  in  the  army  of  the  Earl  of  Leven. 
But  Allan  M'Aulay,  holding  him  down  in  his  seat  with  one  hand, 
pressed  the  fore-finger  of  the  other  upon  his  own  lips,  and,  though 
with  some  difficulty,  prevented  his  interference.  Captain  Dalgetty 
looked  upon  him  with  a  very  scornful  and  indignant  air,  by  which 
the  other's  gravity  was  in  no  way  moved,  and  Lord  Menteith  pro- 
ceeded without  farther  interruption. 

**  The  moment,"  he  said,  *^  was  most  fieivourable  for  all  true-hearted 
and  loyal  Scotsmen  to  show  that  the  reproach  their  country  had 
lately  undergone  arose  from  the  selfish  ambition  of  a  few  turbulent 
and  seditious  men,  joined  to  the  absurd  fanaticism  which,  dissemi- 
nated from  five  hundred  pulpits,  had  spread  like  a  land-flood  over 
the  Lowlands  of  Scotland.  He  had  letters  from  the  Marquis  of 
Huntly  in  the  north,  which  he  should  show  to  the  Chiefs  separately. 
That  nobleman,  equally  loyal  and  powerful,  was  determined  to  exert 
liis  utmost  energy  in  the  common  cause,  and  the  powerful  Earl  of 
Seaforth  was  prepared  to  join  the  same  standard.  From  the  Earl  of 
Airly,  and  the  Ogilvies  in  Angusshire,  he  had  had  communications 
equally  decided ;  and  there  was  no  doubt  that  these,  who,  with  the 
Hays,  Leiths,  Bumets,  and  other  loyal  gentlemen,  would  be  soon  on 
horseback,  would  form  a  body  far  more  than  sufficient  to  overawe 
the  northern  Covenanters,  who  had  already  experienced  their  valour 
in  the  well-known  rout  which  was  popularly  termed  the  Trot  of 
TuriE  South  of  Forth  and  Tay,"  he  said,  ''the  King  had  many 
friends,  who,  oppressed  by  enforced  oaths,  compulsatory  levies,  heavy 
taxes,  unjustly  imposed  and  unequally  levied,  by  the  tyranny  of  the 
Committee  of  Estates,  and  the  inquisitorial  insolence  of  the  Presby- 
terian divines,  waited  but  the  waving  of  the  royal  banner  to  take  up 
aims,    Douglas,  Traquair,  Eoxburgh,  Hume,  all  friendly  to  the  royal 
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cause,  would  counterbalance/'  he  said,  **  the  Covenanting  interest  in 
the  south ;  and  two  gentlemen  of  name  and  quality,  here  present, 
from  the  north  of  England,  would  answer  for  the  zeal  of  Cumber- 
land, Westmoreland,  and  Northumberland.  Against  so  many  gallant 
gentlemen  the  southern  Coyenanters  could  but  arm  raw  levies ;  the 
Whigamores  of  the  western  shires,  and  the  ploughmen  and  mechanics 
of  the  Low-country.  For  the  West  Highlands,  he  knew  no  interest 
which  the  Covenanters  possessed  there,  except  that  of  one  individual, 
as  well  known  as  he  was  odious.  But  was  there  a  single  man  who, 
on  casting  his  eye  round  this  hall,  and  recognising  the  power,  the 
gallantry,  and  the  dignity  of  the  Chiefe  assembled,  could  entertain 
a  moment's  doubt  of  their  success  against  the  utmost  force  which 
Gillespie  Grumach  could  collect  against  them  1  He  had  only  fjEirther 
to  add  that  considerable  funds,  both  of  money  and  ammunition,  had 
been  provided  for  the  army"  (here  Dalgetty  pricked  up  his  ears) — 
''  that  officers  of  ability  and  experience  in  the  foreign  wars,  one  of 
whom  was  now  present"  (the  Captain  drew  himself  up,  and  looked 
round),  **  had  engaged  to  train  such  levies  as  might  require  to  be 
disciplined;  and  that  a  numerous  body  of  auxiliary  forces  from 
Ireland,  having  been  detached  from  the  Earl  of  Antrim,  from  Ulster, 
had  successfully  accomplished  their  descent  upon  the  mainland,  and, 
with  the  assistance  of  Clanranald's  people,  having  taking  and  fortiHed 
the  Castle  of  Mingarry,  in  spite  of  Argyle's  attempts  to  intercept 
them,  were  in  full  march  to  this  place  of  rendezvous.  It  only 
remained,"  he  said,  **tha,t  the  .noble  Chiefe  assembled,  laying  aside 
every  lesser  consideration,  should  unite,  heart  and  hand,  in  the 
common  cause ;  send  the  fiery  cross  through  their  clans,  in  order  to 
collect  their  utmost  force,  and  form  their  junction  with  such  celerity 
as  to  leave  the  enemy  no  time,  either  for  preparation  or  recovery 
from  the  panic  which  would  spread  at  the  first  sound  of  their  pibroch. 
He  himself,"  he  said,  'Hhough  neither  among  the  richest  nor  the 
most  powerful  of  the  Scottish  nobility,  felt  that  he  had  to  support 
the  dignity  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  house,  the  independence 
of  an  ancient  and  honourable  nation,  and  to  that  cause  he  was  deter- 
mined to  devote  both  life  and  fortune.  If  those  who  were  more 
powerful  were  equally  prompt,  he  trusted  they  would  deserve  the 
thanks  of  their  King  and  the  gratitude  of  posterity." 

Loud  applause  followed  this  speech  of  Lord  Menteith,  and  testified 
the  general  acquiescence  of  all  present  in  the  sentiments  which  he 
had  expressed ;  but  when  the  shout  had  died  away,  the  assembled 
Chiefs  continued  to  gaze  upon  each  other  as  if  something  yet 
remained  to  be  settled.  After  some  whispers  among  themselves,  an 
aged  man,  whom  his  grey  hairs  rendered  re&^Q\A.VA&^  ^iS^'C2ra^>^ 
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was  not  of  the  highest  order  of  Chiefs,  replied  to  what  had  been 
said. 

''Thane  of  Menteith,''  he  said,  "you  have  well  spoken;  nor  is 
there  one  of  lis  in  whose  bosom  the  same  sentiments  do  not  bom 
like  fire.  Bat  it  is  not  strength  alone  that  wins  the  fight ;  it  is  the 
head  of  the  commander  as  well  as  the  arm  of  the  soldier  that  brings 
victory.  I  ask  of  yon,  who  is  to  raise  and  sustain  the  banner  under 
which  we  are  invited  to  rise  and  muster  ourselves  1  Will  it  be 
expected  that  we  should  risk  our  children,  and  the  flower  of  our 
kinsmen,  ere  we  know  to  whose  guidance  they  are  to  be  intrusted  ? 
This  were  leading  those  to  slaughter  whom,  by  the  laws  of  Gk>d  and 
man,  it  is  our  duty  to  protect.  Where  is  the  royal  commission  under 
which  the  lieges  are  to  be  convocated  in  arms  ?  Simple  and  rude  as 
we  may  be  deemed,  we  know  something  of  the  established  rules  of 
war,  as  well  as  of  the  laws  of  our  country ;  not  will  we  arm  ourselves 
against  the  general  peace  of  Scotland,  unless  by  the  express  commands 
of  the  Eling,  and  under  a  leader  fit  to  command  such  men  as  are  here 
assembled." 

«  Where  would  you  find  such  a  leader,"  said  another  Chief^  starting 
up,  ''  saving  the  representative  of  the  Lord  of  the  Isles,  entitled  by 
birth  and  hereditary  descent  to  lead  forth  the  array  of  every  clan  of 
the  Highlands ;  and  where  is  that  dignity  lodged,  save  in  the  house 
ofVichAlisterMore?"  * 

"  I  acknowledge/'  said  another  Chief,  eagerly  interrupting  the 
speaker,  ^  the  truth  in  what  has  been  first  said,  but  not  the  infer- 
ence. If  Yich  Alister  More  desires  to  be  held  representative  of 
the  Lord  of  the  Isles,  let  him  first  show  his  blood  is  redder  than 
mine.'' 

''That  is  soon  tried,"  said  Yich  Alister  More,  laying  his  hand 
upon  the  basket  hilt  of  his  claymore.  Lord  Menteith  threw  himself 
between  them,  entreating  and  imploring  each  to  remember  that  the 
interests  of  Scotland,  the  liberty  of  their  country,  and  the  cause  of 
their  Eling,  ought  to  be  superior  in  their  eyes  to  any  personal  dis- 
putes respecting  descent,  rank,  and  precedence.  Several  of  the  High- 
land Chiefis,  who  had  no  desire  to  admit  the  claims  of  either  chieftain, 
interfered  to  the  same  purpose,  and  none  with  more  emphasis  than 
the  celebrated  Evan  Dhu. 

"  I  have  come  from  my  lakes,''  he  said,  ^'  as  a  stream  descends  from 
the  hills,  not  to  turn  again,  but  to  accomplish  my  course.  It  is  not 
by  looking  back  to  our  own  pretensions  that  we  shall  serve  Scotland 
or  King  Charles.  My  voice  shall  be  for  that  general  whom  the  King 
ihall  name,  who  will  doubtless  possess  those  qualities  which  are 
necesaaxy  to  command  men  like  us.    High«bom  he  must  be,  or  we 
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BholL  lose  our  rank  in  obeyii^  him — wise  and  akiUnl,  at  we  slull 
encUnger  the  safety  of  oni  people — brtiTeit  among  the  bcave,  or  we 
ahall  peril  onr  own  honour — terapenite,  firm,  manly,  to  keep  us 
united.  Such  ia  the  man.  that  moat  commajid  ns.  Are  you  pre- 
pared, Thane  of  Menteith,  to  eay  where  aach  a  general  ia  to  he 

"There  is  bat  osi,"  said  Allan  M'Aulay;  "and  here,"  he  said, 
laying  his  hand  upon  the  ahouldei  of  Anderson,  who  stood  behind 
Lord  Menteith,  "  here  he  stands  I" 

The  general  aarpriM  of  the  meeting  was  ezpresBed  by  an  impatient 
murmor;  when  Anderson,  throwing  bock  the  cloak  in  which  his 
face  waa  muffled,  and  stepping  forward,  spoke  thus — "  I  did  not  long 


>e  a  silent  spectator  of  this  inteiesting  acene,  although  my 
haaty  friend  has  obliged  me  to  discloee  myself  somewhat  eoonei  than 
was  my  intention.  Whether  I  deserve  the  honour  reposed  in  me  by 
thia  parchment  will  heat  appear  from  what  I  ahall  he  able  to  do  lor 
the  King's  aervlce.  It  is  a  commission,  under  the  great  seal,  to  James 
Oiaham,  Eatl  of  Montrose,  to  command  those  fotoee  which  aie  to  b« 
assembled  for  the  service  of  hia  Uc^esty  in  this  kit^^dom." 

A  lond  about  of  approbation  bunt  from  the  assembly.    There  wai, 

in  fact,  no  other  peraon  to  whom,  in  point  of  rank,  theae  puud 

mountaineers  would  have  been  dispoaed  to  submit.    His  inveterate 

and  hereditary  hoatilitf  to  the  Uarqnis  of  Aigfla  uuiix«d.Vi&«NStf^Kti 

Sa 
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in  the  war  with  sufficient  energy,  while  his  well-known  military 
talents,  and  his  tried  valour,  afforded  every  hope  of  his  bringing  it  to 
a  favourable  conclusion. 


CHAPTER    VIII. 

Onr  plot  is  as  good  a  plot  as  ever  was  laid:  our  friends  true  and  constant: 

a  good  plot,  good  fiiends,  and  full  of  expectation:  an  excellent  plot,  very 

good  Mends. 

Hewry  IV.,  PaH  I, 

No  sooner  had  the  general  acclamation  of  joyful  surprise  subsided, 
than  silence  was  eagerly  demanded  for  reading  the  royal  commission; 
and  the  bonnets,  which  hitherto  each  Chief  had  worn,  probably 
because  unwilling  to  be  the  first  to  uncover,  were  now  at  once  veiled 
in  honour  of  the  royal  warrant.  It  was  couched  in  the  most  fall 
and  ample  terms,  authorising  the  Earl  of  Montrose  to  assemble  the 
subjects  in  arms,  for  the  putting  down  of  the  present  rebellion,  which 
divers  traitors  and  seditious  persons  had  levied  against  the  Eling,  to 
the  manifest  forfaulfture,  as  it  stated,  of  their  allegiance,  and  to  the 
breach  of  the  pacification  between  the  two  kingdoms.  It  enjoined 
all  subordinate  authorities  to  be  obedient  and  assisting  to  Montrose 
in  his  enterprise;  gave  him  the  power  of  making  ordinances  and 
proclamations,  punishing  misdemeanours,  pardoning  criminals,  plac- 
ing and  displacing  governors  and  commanders.  In  fine,  it  was  as 
large  and  full  a  commission  as  any  with  which  a  prince  could  intrust 
a  subject.  As  soon  as  it  was  finished,  a  shout  burst  from  the  assem- 
bled Chiefe,  in  testimony  of  their  ready  submission  to  the  will  of 
their  sovereign.  Not  contented  with  generally  thanking  them  for  a 
reception  so  favourable,  Montrose  hastened  to  address  himself  to 
individuals.  The  most  important  Chiefs  had  already  been  long  per- 
sonally known  to  him,  but  even  to  those  of  inferior  consequence  he 
now  introduced  himself,  and  by  the  acquaintance  he  displayed  with 
their  peculiar  designations,  and  the  circumstances  and  history  of 
their  clans,  he  showed  how  long  he  must  have  studied  the  character 
of  the  mountaineers,  and  prepared  himself  for  such  a  situation  as  he 
now  held. 

While  he  was  engaged  in  these  acts  of  courtesy,  his  graceful 
manner,  expressive  features,  and  dignity  of  deportment  made  a 
singular  contrast  with  the  coarseness  and  meanness  of  his  dress. 
Montrose  possessed  that  sort  of  form  and  face  in  which  the  beholder, 
at  the  first  glance,  sees  nothing  extraordinary,  but  of  which  the 
interest  becomes  more  impressive  the  longer  we  gaze  upon  them. 
Bia  Btatnre  was  very  little  above  the  middle  size,  but  in  person  he 
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was  uncommonly  well-bnilt,  and  capable  both  of  exerting  great 
force  and  enduring  much  fatigue.  In  fact,  he  enjoyed  a  constitution 
of  iron,  without  which  he  could  not  haye  sustained  the  trials  of  hie 
extraordinary  campaigns,  through  all  of  which  he  subjected  himself 
to  the  hardships  of  the  meanest  soldier.  He  was  perfect  in  all 
exercises,  whether  peaceful  or  martial,  and  possessed,  of  course,  that 
graceful  ease  of  deportment  proper  to  those  to  whom  habit  has 
rendered  all  postures  easy. 

His  long  brown  hair,  according  to  the  custom  of  men  of  quality 
among  the  Boyalists,  was  parted  on  the  top  of  his  head,  and  trained 
to  hang  down  on  each  side  in  curled  locks,  one  of  which,  descending 
two  or  three  inches  lower  than  the  others,  intimated  Montrose's  com- 
pliance with  that  fEUshion  against  which  it  pleased  Mr.  Prynne,  the 
puritan,  to  write  a  treatise  entitled,  ''The  Unloyeliness  of  Love- 
locks.'' The  features  which  these  tresses  enclosed  were  of  that  kind 
which  derive  their  interest  from  the  character  of  the  man,  rather 
than  from  the  regularity  of  their  form.  But  a  high  nose,  a  full, 
decided,  well-opened,  quick,  grey  eye,  and  a  sanguine  complexion, 
made  amends  for  some  coarseness  and  irregularity  in  the  subordinate 
parts  of  the  face;  so  that,  altogether,  Montrose  might  be  termed 
rather  a  handsome  than  a  hard-featured  man.  But  those  who  saw 
him  when  his  soul  looked  through  those  eyes  with  all  the  energy 
and  fire  of  genius — ^those  who  heard  him  speak  with  the  authority  of 
talent  and  the  eloquence  of  nature,  were  impressed  with  an  opinion 
even  of  his  external  form,  more  enthusiastically  favourable  than  the 
portraits  which  still  survive  would  entitle  us  to  ascribe  to  it.  Such, 
at  least,  was  the  impression  he  made  upon  the  assembled  Chiefs  of 
the  mountaineers,  over  whom,  as  upon  all  persons  in  their  state  of 
society,  personal  appearance  has  no  small  influence. 

In  the  discussions  which  followed  his  discovering  himself  Mon- 
trose explained  the  various  risks  which  he  had  run  in  his  present 
undertaking.  His  first  attempt  had  been  to  assemble  a  body  of 
loyalists  in  the  north  of  England,  who,  in  obedience  to  the  orders  of 
the  Marquis  of  Newcastle,  he  expected  would  have  marched  into 
Scotland ;  but  the  disinclination  of  the  English  to  cross  the  Border, 
and  the  delay  of  the  Earl  of  Antrim,  who  was  to  have  landed  in  the 
Solway  Firth  with  his  Irish  army,  prevented  his  executing  this 
design.  Other  plans  having  in  like  manner  failed,  he  stated  that  he 
found  himself  under  the  necessity  of  assuming  a  disguise  to  render 
his  passage  secure  through  the  Lowlands,  in  which  he  had  been 
kindly  assisted  by  his  kinsman  of  Menteith.  By  what  means  Allan 
M'Aulay  had  come  to  know  him,  he  could  not  pretend  to  explain. 
Those  who  knew  Allan's  prophetic  pretensions  smiled  myatficy^\vs^  \ 
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bat  he  himBelf  only  replied^ ''  that  the  Earl  of  Montrose  need  not  be 
surprised  if  be  was  known  to  thousands,  of  whom  be  himself  could 
retain  no  memory." 

''  By  the  honour  of  a  cavalier/'  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  finding  at 
length  an  opportunity  to  thrust  in  his  word, "  I  am  proud  and  happy 
in  having  an  opportunity  of  drawing  a  sword  under  your  lordship's 
command ;  and  I  do  forgive  all  grudge,  malecontent,  and  malice  of 
my  heart  to  Mr.  Allan  M'Aulay,  for  having  thrust  me  down  to  the 
lowest  seat  of  the  board  yestreen.  Certes,  he  hath  this  day  spoken 
so  like  a  man  having  fall  command  of  his  senses,  that  I  had  resolved 
in  my  secret  purpose  that  he  was  no  way  entitled  to  claim  the  privi- 
lege of  insanity.  But  since  I  was  only  postponed  to  a  noble  earl, 
my  future  commander-in-chie^  I  do,  before  you  all,  recognise  the 
justice  of  the  preference,  and  heartily  salute  Allan  as  one  who  is  to 
be  his  bon-camaaudoJ* 

Having  made  this  speech,  which  was  little  understood  or  attended 
to,  without  putting  off  his  military  glove,  he  seized  on  Allan's  hand^ 
and  began  to  shake  it  with  violence,  which  Allan,  with  a  gripe  like 
a  smith's  vice,  returned  with  such  force  as  to  drive  the  iron  splents 
of  the  gauntlet  into  the  hand  of  the  wearer. 

Captain  Dalgetty  might  have  construed  this  into  a  new  affront, 
had  not  his  attention,  as  he  stood  blowing  and  shaking  the  injured 
member,  been  suddenly  called  by  Montrose  himself. 

<*Hear  this  news,"  he  said,  ''Captain  Dalgetty — I  should  say 
Major  Dalgetty — ^the  Irish,  who  are  to  profit  by  your  military 
experience,  are  now  within  a  few  leagues  of  us." 

''  Our  deer-stalkers,"  said  Angus  M'Aulay,  '^  who  were  abroad  to 
bring  in  venison  for  this  honourable  party,  have  heard  of  a  band  of 
strangers,  speaking  neither  Saxon  nor  pure  Qaelic,  and  with  difficulty 
making  themselves  understood  by  the  people  of  the  country,  who  are 
marching  this  way  in  arms,  under  the  leading,  it  is  said,  of  Alaster 
McDonald,  who  is  commonly  called  Young  Colkitto." 

''These  must  be  our  men,"  said  Montrose;  ''we  must  hasten  to 
send  messengers  forward,  both  to  act  as  guides  and  to  relieve  their 
wants." 

«  The  last,"  said  Angus  M'Aulay,  "  will  be  no  easy  matter ;  for  I 
am  informed  that,  excepting  muskets  and  a  very  little  ammunition, 
they  want  everything  that  soldiers  should  have;  and  they  are 
particularly  deficient  in  money,  in  shoes,  and  in  raiment" 

''  There  is  at  least  no  use  in  saying  so,"  said  Montrose,  "  in  so  loud 
a  tone.  The  puritan  weavers  of  Glasgow  shall  provide  them  with 
plenty  of  broad-cloth,  when  we  make  a  descent  from  the  Highlands ; 
and  if  the  miniatera  could  formerly  preach  the  old  women  of  the 
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ScottiBh  boroughs  out  of  their  webs  of  naperj,  to  make  tents  to  the 
fellows  on  Dunse  Law,t  I  will  try  whether  I  have  not  a  little 
interest  both  to  make  these  godly  dames  renew  their  patriotic  gift, 
and  the  prick-eared  knaves,  their  husbands,  open  their  purses." 

''And  respecting  arms,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  ''if  your  lordship 
will  permit  an  old  cavalier  to  speak  his  mind,  so  that  the  one-third 
have  muskets,  my  darling  weapon  would  be  the  pike  for  the 
remainder,  whether  for  resisting  a  charge  of  horse  or  for  breaking  the 
infjEuitry.  A  common  smith  will  make  a  hundred  pike-heads  in  a 
day;  here  is  plenty  of  wood  for  shafts;  and  I  will  uphold  that, 
according  to  the  best  usages  of  war,  a  strong  battalion  of  pikes, 
drawn  up  in  the  fashion  of  the  Lion  of  the  North,  the  immortal 
Gustavus,  would  beat  the  Macedonian  phalanx,  of  which  I  used  to 
read  in  the  Mareschal-College,  when  I  studied  in  the  ancient  town  of 
Bon-accord ;  and  farther,  I  will  venture  to  predicate " 

The  Captain's  lecture  upon  tactics  was  here  suddenly  interrupted 
by  Allan  M'Aulay,  who  said,  hastily — "  Boom  for  an  unexpected  and 
unwelcome  guest ! " 

At  the  same  moment,  the  door  of  the  hall  opened,  and  a  grey- 
haired  man,  of  a  very  stately  appearance,  presented  himself  to  the 
assembly.  There  was  much  dignity,  and  even  authority,  in  his 
manner.  His  stature  was  above  the  common  size,  and  his  looks  such 
as  were  used  to  command.  He  cast  a  severe  and  almost  stem  glance 
upon  the  assembly  of  Chiefs.  Those  of  the  higher  rank  among  them 
returned  it  with  scornful  indifference;  but  some  of  the  western 
gentlemen  of  inferior  power  looked  as  if  they  wished  themselves 
elsewhere. 

"To  which  of  this  assembly,"  said  the  stranger,  "am  I  to  address 
myself  as  leader  ?  or  have  you  not  fixed  upon  the  person  who  is  to 
hold  an  office  at  least  as  perilous  as  it  is  honourable  I** 

"  Address  yourself  to  me.  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,"  said  Montrose, 
stepping  forward. 

"  To  you  i"  said  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  with  some  scorn. 

"Yes,  to  me,"  repeated  Montrose — "to  the  Earl  of  Montrose,  if 
you  have  forgotten  him." 

"I  should  now,  at  least,"  said  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  "have  had 
some  difficulty  in  recognising  him  in  the  disguise  of  a  groom.  And 
yet  I  might  have  guessed  that  no  evil  influence  inferior  to  your  lord- 
ship's, distinguished  as  one  who  troubles  Israel,  could  have  collected 
together  this  rash  assembly  of  misguided  persons." 

"  I  will  answer  unto  you,"  said  Montrose,  "  in  the  manner  of  your 
own  Puritans.  I  have  not  troubled  Israel,  but  thou  and  thy  father's 
t  The  Covenanters  encamped  on  Danse  Law  d\ai&f^\Ibft\xQrqi2(iii^^tVJ^ 
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house.  But  let  us  leaye  an  altercation  whicli  is  of  little  consequence 
but  to  ourselves,  and  hear  the  tidings  you  have  brought  from  your 
Chief  of  Argyle;  for  I  must  conclude  that  it  is  in  his  name  that  you 
have  come  to  this  meeting." 

''It  is  in  the  name  of  the  Marquis  of  Argyle/'  said  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell — '^  in  the  name  of  the  Scottish  Convention  of  Estates,  that 
I  demand  to  know  the  meaning  of  this  singular  convocation.  If  it 
is  designed  to  disturb  the  peace  of  the  country,  it  were  but  acting 
like  neighbours  and  men  of  honour  to  give  us  some  intimation  to 
stand  upon  our  guard." 

'*It  is  a  singular  and  new  state  of  affairs  in  Scotland,"  said 
Montrose,  turning  from  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  to  the  assembly, 
''when  Scottish  men  of  rank  and  fiEunily  cannot  meet  in  the  house  of 
a  common  friend  without  an  inquisitorial  visit  and  demand  on  the 
part  of  our  rulers  to  know  the  subject  of  our  conference.  Methinks 
our  ancestors  were  accustomed  to  hold  Highland  huntings,  or  other 
purposes  of  meeting,  without  asking  the  leave  either  of  the  great 
M*Callum  More  himself,  or  any  of  his  emissaries  or  dependants." 

'^The  times  have  been  such  in  Scotland,"  answered  one  of  the 
Western  Chiefs,  "  and  such  they  will  again  be,  when  the  intruders 
on  our  ancient  possessions  are  again  reduced  to  be  Lairds  of  Lochow, 
instead  of  overspreading  us  like  a  band  of  devouring  locusts." 

"Am  I  to  understand,  then,"  said  Sir  Duncan,  "that  it  is  against 
my  name  alone  that  these  preparations  are  directed  ?  or  are  the  race 
of  Diarmid  only  to  be  sufferers  in  common  with  the  whole  of  the 
peaceful  and  orderly  inhabitants  of  Scotland  V* 

"I  would  ask,"  said  a  wild-looking  Chief,  starting  hastily  up, 
"  one  question  of  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr,  ere  he  proceeds  farther 
in  his  daring  catechism.  Has  he  brought  more  than  one  life  to  this 
castle,  that  he  ventures  to  intrude  among  us  for  the  purposes  of 
insult  ?" 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Montrose,  "let  me  implore  your  patience;  a 
messenger  who  comes  among  us  for  the  purpose  of  embassy  is  entitled 
to  freedom  of  speech  and  a  safe-conduct.  And  since  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell  is  so  pressing,  I  care  not  if  I  inform  him,  for  his  guidance, 
that  he  is  in  an  assembly  of  the  King's  loyal  subjects,  convoked  by 
me  in  his  Majesty's  name  and  authority,  and  as  empowered  by  his 
Majesty's  royid  commission." 

"  We  are  to  have,  then,  I  presume,"  said  Sir  Duncan  Campbell, 

"a  civil  war  in  all  its  forms  ?    I  have  been  too  long  a  soldier  to  view 

its  approach  with  anxiety;  but  it  would  have  been  for  my  Lord 

of  Montrose's  honour,  if,  in  this  matter,  he  had  consulted  his  own 

ambition  leaa  and  the  peace  of  the  country  more  " 
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''Those  consulted  their  own  ambition  and  self-inteiest,  Sir 
Duncan/'  answered  Montrose,  ''who  brought  the  country  to  the 
pass  in  which  it  now  stands,  and  rendered  necessary  the  sharp 
remedies  which  we  are  now  reluctantly  about  to  use.** 

"And  what  rank  among  these  self-seekers/'  said  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell,  "  shall  we  assign  to  a  noble  Earl,  so  violently  attached 
to  the  Coyenant,  that  he  was  the  first,  in  1639,  to  cross  the  Tyne, 
wading  middle  deep,  at  the  head  of  his  regiment,  to  charge  the 
royal  forces?  It  was*  the  same,  I  think,  who  imposed  the  Covenant 
upon  the  burgesses  and  colleges  of  Aberdeen,  at  the  point  of  sword 
and  pike.'' 

"  I  understand  your  sneer,  Sir  Duncan,"  said  Montrose  temperately; 
"and  I  can  only  add  that  if  sincere  repentance  can  make  amends  for 
youthful  error,  and  for  yielding  to  the  artful  representation  of  am- 
bitious hypocrites,  I  shall  be  pardoned  for  the  crimes  with  which 
you  taunt  me.  I  will  at  least  endeavour  to  deserve  forgiveness,  for  I 
am  here,  with  my  sword  in  my  hand,  willing  to  spend  the  best  blood 
of  my  body  to  make  amends  for  my  error ;  and  mortal. man  can  do  no 
more." 

"  Well,  my  lord,"  said  Sir  Duncan,  "  I  shall  be  sorry  to  carry  back 
this  language  to  the  Marquis  of  Argyle.  I  had  it  in  farther  charge 
from  the  Marquis  that,  to  prevent  the  bloody  feuds  which  must 
necessarily  follow  a  Highland  war,  his  lordship  will  be  contented  if 
terms  of  truce  could  be  arranged  to  the  north  of  the  Highland  line, 
as  there  is  ground  enough  in  Scotland  to  fight  upon,  without  neigh- 
bours destroying  each  other's  families  and  inheritances." 

"It  is  a  peaceful  proposal,"  said  Montrose,  smiling,  "such  as  it 
should  be,  coming  from  one  whose  personal  actions  have  always  been 
more  peaceful  than  his  measures.  Yet,  if  the  terms  of  such  a  truce 
could  be  equally  fixed,  and  if  we  can  obtain  security — ^for  that,  Sir 
Duncan,  is  indispensable — that  your  Marquis  will  observe  these 
terms  with  strict  fidelity,  I,  for  my  part,  should  be  content  to  leave 
peace  behind  us,  since  we  must  needs  carry  war  before  us.  But,  Sir 
Duncan,  you  are  too  old  and  experienced  a  soldier  for  us  to  permit 
you  to  remain  in  our  leaguer  and  witness  our  proceedings :  we  shall, 
therefore,  when  you  have  refreshed  yourself,  recommend  your  speedy 
return  to  Inverary,  and  we  shall  send  with  you  a  gentleman  on  our 
part  to  adjust  the  terms  of  the  Highland  armistice,  in  case  the 
Marquis  shall  be  found  serious  in  proposing  such  a  measure."  Sir 
Duncan  Campbell  assented  by  a  bow. 

'^My  Lord  of  Menteith/'  continued  Montrose,  "will  you  have 
the  goodness  to  attend  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  of  Ardenvohr,  while 
we  determine  who  shall  return  with  him  to  hia  Chief  1    W&kso!^ 
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will  penoit  us  to  requeat  that  he  be  entertained  with  suitable 
hospitality." 

^I  will  give  oiders  for  that,"  said  Allan  M'Anlay,  rising  and 
coming  forward.  "I  love  Sir  Duncan  Campbell;  we  have  been 
joint  sufferers  in  former  days,  and  I  do  not  forget  it  now." 

''  My  Lord  of  Menteith,"  said  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  *^  I  am  grieved 
to  see  you,  at  your  early  age,  engaged  in  such  desperate  and  rebellious 
courses." 

*^  I  am  young,"  answered  Menteith,  '^  yet  old  enough  to  distinguish 
between  right  and  wrong,  between  loyalty  and  rebellion ;  and  the 
sooner  a  good  course  is  begun,  the  longer  and  the  better  have  I  a 
chance  of  running  it." 

"And  you  too,  my  friend,  Allan  M'Aulay,"  said  Sir  Duncan, 
taking  his  hand,  "  must  we  also  call  each  other  enemies,  that  have 
been  so  often  allied  against  a  common  foe  1"  Then  turning  round 
to  the  meeting,  he  said,  "  Farewell,  gentlemen ;  there  are  so  many 
of  you  to  whom  I  wish  well,  that  your  rejection  of  all  terms  of 
mediation  gives  me  deep  affliction.  May  Heaven,"  he  said,  looking 
upwards,  "judge  between  our  motives  and  those  of  the  movers  of 
this  civil  commotion !" 

"Amen,"  said  Montrose;  'to  that  tribunal  we  all  submit  us." 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell  left  the  hall,  accompanied  by  Allan  M'Aulay 
and  Lord  Menteith.  "There  goes  a  true-bred  Campbell,"  said 
Montrose,  as  the  envoy  departed,  "  for  they  are  ever  fair  and  false." 

"  Pardon  me,  my  lord,"  said  Evan  Dhu ;  "  hereditary  enemy  as  I 
am  to  their  name,  I  have  ever  found  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr  brave 
in  war,  honest  in  peace,  and  true  in  counciL" 

"  Of  his  own  disposition,''  said  Montrose,  "  such  he  is  undoubtedly; 
but  he  now  acts  as  the  organ  or  mouth-piece  of  his  Chief,  the  Marquis, 
the  falsest  man  that  ever  drew  breath.  And,  M'Aulay,"  he  continued 
in  a  whisper  to  his  host,  "  lest  he  should  make  some  impression  upon 
the  inexperience  of  Menteith,  or  the  singular  disposition  of  your 
brother,  you  had  better  send  music  into  their  chamber,  to  prevent 
his  inveigling  them  into  any  private  conference." 

"The  devil  a  musician  have  I,"  answered  M'Aulay,  "excepting 
the  piper,  who  has  nearly  broke  his  wind  by  an  ambitious  contention 
for  superiority  with  three  of  his  own  craft ;  but  I  can  send  Annot 
Lyle  and  her  harp."  And  he  left  the  apartment  to  give  orders 
accordingly. 

Meanwhile  a  warm  discussion  took  place,  who  should  undertake 
the  perilous  task  of  returning  with  Sir  Dancan  to  Inverary.  To 
the  higher  dignitaries,  accustomed  to  consider  themselves  upon  an 
eqaalitjr  even  with  M'Callum  More,  this  was  an  office  not  to  be  pro- 
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posed;  onto  othen  who  could  not  plead  the  same  exdue,  it  was 
altogether  unacceptable.  One  would  have  thought  Inverary  had 
been  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death,  the  inferior  Ohiefs  showed 
such  reluctance  to  approach  it.  After  a  considerable  hesitation,  the 
plain  reason  was  at  length  spoken  out,  namely,  that  whatever  High* 
lander  should  undertake  an  office  so  distasteful  to  M^Callum  More, 
he  would  be  sure  to  treasure  the  offence  in  his  remembrance,  and  one 
day  or  other  to  make  him  bitterly  repent  of  it. 

In  this  dilemma,  Montrose,  who  considered  the  proposed  armistice 
as  a  mere  stratagem  on  the  part  of  Argyle,  although  he  had  not 
ventured  bluntly  to  reject  it  in  presence  of  those  whom  it  concerned 
so  nearly,  resolved  to  impose  the  danger  and  dignity  upon  Captain 
Dalgetty,  who  had  neither  clan  nor  estate  in  the  Highlands  upon 
which  the  wrath  of  Argyle  could  wreak  itself. 

"  But  I  have  a  neck,  though,''  said  Dalgetty,  bluntly ;  '^  and  what 
if  he  chooses  to  avenge  himself  upon  that  ?  I  have  known  a  case 
where  an  honourable  ambassador  has  been  hanged  as  a  spy  before 
now.  Neither  did  the  Bomans  use  ambassadors  much  more  merci- 
fully at  the  siege  of  Capua,  although  I  read  that  they  only  cut  off 
their  hands  and  noses,  put  out  their  eyes,  and  suffered  them  to  depart 
in  peace." 

'<By  my  honour,  Captain  Dalgetty,"  said  Montrose,  ''should  the 
Marquis,  contrary  to  the  rules  of  war,  dare  to  practise  any  atrocity 
against  you,  you  may  depend  upon  my  taking  such  signal  vengeance 
that  all  Scotland  shall  ring  of  it." 

"  That  will  do  but  little  for  Dalgetty,"  returned  the  Captain ;  "  but, 
oorragio !  as  the  Spaniard  says.  With  the  Land  of  Promise  full  in 
view,  the  Moor  of  Drumthwacket  mea  pcmpera  regna,  as  we  said  at 
Mareschal-College,  I  will  not  refuse  your  Excellency's  commission, 
being  conscious  it  becomes  a  cavalier  of  honour  to  obey  his  com- 
mander's orders,  in  defiance  both  of  gibbet  and  sword." 

**  Gallantly  resolved,"  said  Montrose ;  ''  and  if  you  will  come  apart 
with  me,  I  will  furnish  you  with  the  conditions  to  be  laid  before 
M'Callum  More,  upon  which  we  ore  willing  to  grant  him  a  truce  for 
his  Highland  dominions." 

With  these  we  need  not  trouble  our  readers.  They  were  of  an 
evasive  nature,  calculated  to  meet  a  proposal  which  Montrose  con- 
sidered to  have  been  made  only  for  the  purpose  of  gaining  time. 
When  he  had  put  Captain  Dalgetty  in  complete  possession  of  his 
instructions,  and  when  that  worthy,  making  his  military  obeisance, 
was  near  the  door  of  his  apartment,  Montrose  made  him  a  sign  to 
return. 

*'  I  presume,"  said  he^  **  I  need  not  remind  osi  oi&&^  ^\L<(^'^aa 
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under  the  great  Gustayus,  that  a  little  more  is  required  of  a  person 
sent  with  a  flag  of  truce  than  mere  discharge  of  his  instructions,  and 
that  his  general  will  expect  from  him,  on  his  return,  some  account 
of  the  state  of  the  enemy's  affairs,  as  far  as  they  come  under  his 
observation.  In  short,  Captain  Dalgetty,  you  must  be  wn  peu  clait' 
voycmtJ* 

**  Ah  ha !  your  Excellency,''  said  the  Captain,  twisting  his  hard 
features  into  an  inimitable  expression  of  cunning  and  intelligence, 
''  if  they  do  not  put  my  head  in  a  poke,  which  I  have  known  prac- 
tised upon  honourable  soldados  who  have  been  suspected  to  come 
upon  such  errands  as  the  present,  your  Excellency  may  rely  on  a 
preceese  narration  of  whatever  Dugald  Dalgetty  shall  hear  or  see, 
were  it  even  how  many  turns  of  tune  there  are  in  M^Callum  More's 
pibroch,  or  how  many  checks  in  the  sett  of  his  plaid  and  trews." 

'^  Enough,"  answered  Montrose ;  **  farewell.  Captain  Dalgetty :  and 
as  they  say  that  a  lady's  mind  is  always  expressed  in  her  postscript, 
so  I  would  have  you  think  that  the  most  important  part  of  your 
commission  lies  in  what  I  have  last  said  to  you." 

Dalgetty  once  more  grinned  intelligence,  and  withdrew  to  victual 
his  charger  and  himself  for  the  fatigues  of  his  approaching  mission. 

At  the  door  of  the  stable — ^for  Gustavus  always  claimed  his  first 
care — ^he  met  Angus  M'Aulay  and  Sir  Miles  Musgrave,  who  had 
been  looking  at  his  horse ;  and,  after  praising  his  points  and  carriage, 
both  united  in  strongly  dissuading  the  Captain  from  taking  an 
animal  of  such  value  with  him  upon  his  present  very  fatiguing 
journey. 

Angus  painted  in  the  most  alarming  colours  the  roads,  or  rather 
wild  tracks,  by  which  it  would  be  necessary  for  him  to  travel  into 
Argyleshire,  and  the  wretched  huts  or  bothies  where  he  would  be 
condemned  to  pass  the  night,  and  where  no  forage  could  be  procured 
for  his  horse,  unless  he  could  eat  the  stumps  of  old  heather.  In 
short,  he  pronounced  it  absolutely  impossible  that,  after  undertaking 
such  a  pilgrimage,  the  animal  could  be  in  any  case  for  military 
service.  The  Englishman  strongly  confirmed  all  that  Angus  had 
said,  and  gave  himself,  body  and  soul,  to  the  devil,  if  he  thought  it 
was  not  an  act  little  short  of  absolute  murder  to  carry  a  horse  worth 
a  farthing  into  such  a  waste  and  inhospitable  desert.  Captain  Dal- 
getty for  an  instant  looked  steadily,  first  at  one  of  the  gentlemen  and 
next  at  the  other,  and  then  asked  them,  as  if  in  a  state  of  indecision, 
what  they  would  advise  him  to  do  with  Gustavus  under  such  cir* 
cumstances. 

**  By  the  hand  of  my  father,  my  dear  friend,"  answered  M'Aulay, 
^If  you  leave  the  beast  in  my  keeping,  you  may  rely  on  his  being 
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fed  and  sorted  according  to  bis  worth  and  quality,  and  that  upon 
your  happy  return  you  will  find  him  as  sleek  as  an  onion  boiled  in 
butter." 

''Or/'  said  Sir  Miles  Musgrave,  ''if  this  worthy  cayalier  chooses 
to  part  with  his  charger  for  a  reasonable  sum,  I  have  some  part  of 
the  silver  candlesticks  still  dancing  the  heys  in  my  purse,  which  I 
shall  be  very  willing  to  transfer  i;o  his.'' 

"  In  brief,  mine  honourable  finends,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  again 
eyeing  them  both  with  an  air  of  comic  penetration,  "  I  find  it  would 
not  be  altogether  unacceptable  to  either  of  you  to  have  some  token  to 
remember  the  old  soldier  by,  in  case  it  shall  please  M^Callum  More 
to  hang  him  up  at  the  gate  of  his  own  castle.  And  doubtless  it 
would'  be  no  small  satisfaction  to  me,  in  such  an  event,  that  a 
noble  and  loyal  cavalier  like  Sir  Miles  Musgrave,  or  a  worthy  and 
hospitable  chieftain  like  our  excellent  landlord,  should  act  as  my 
executor." 

Both  hastened  to  protest  that  they  had  no  such  object,  and  insisted 
again  upon  the  impassable  character  of  the  Highland  paths.  Angus 
M'Aulay  mumbled  over  a  number  of  hard  Gaelic  names,  descriptive 
of  the  difficult  passes,  precipices,  corries,  and  beals,  through  which 
he  said  the  road  lay  to  Inverary,  when  old  Donald,  who  had  now 
entered,  sanctioned  his  master's  account  of  these  difficulties  by  holding 
up  his  hands,  and  elevating  his  eyes,  and  shaking  his  head  at  every 
guttural  which  M'Aulay  pronounced.  But  all  this  did  not  move  the 
inflexible  Captain. 

"  My  worthy  friends,"  said  he, "  Gustavus  is  not  new  to  the  dangers 
of  travelling  and  the  mountains  of  Bohemia;  and  (no  disparagement 
to  the  beals  and  corries  Mr.  Angus  is  pleased  to  mention,  and  of 
which  Sir  Miles,  who  never  saw  them,  confirms  the  horrors)  these 
mountains  may  compete  with  the  vilest  roads  in  Europe.  In  fact, 
my  horse  hath  a  most  excellent  and  social  quality ;  for  although  he 
cannot  pledge  in  my  cup,  yet  we  share  our  loaf  between  us,  and  it 
will  be  hard  if  he  suffers  famine  where  cakes  or  bannocks  are  to  be 
found.  And,  to  cut  this  matter  short,  I  beseech  you,  my  good  friends, 
to  observe  the  state  of  Sir  Duncan  Campbell's  palfrey,  which  stands 
in  that  stall  before  us,  fat  and  fair ;  and,  in  return  for  your  anxiety 
on  my  account,  I  give  you  my  honest  asseveration,  that  while  we 
travel  the  same  road,  both  that  palfrey  and  his  rider  shall  lack  for 
food  before  either  Gustavus  or  I." 

Having  said  this,  he  filled  a  large  measure  with  com  and  walked 
up  with  it  to  his  charger,  who,  by  his  low  whinnying  neigh,  his 
pricked  ears,  and  his  pawing,  showed  how  close  the  alliance  was 
betwixt  him  and  his  rider.    Nor  did  lH  taste  bi&  catql-vtcM^  V^\!a^ 
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returned  his  master^s  careises  by  licking  his  hands  and  face.  After 
this  interchange  of  greeting  the  steed  began  to  his  provender  with 
an  eager  despatch  which  showed  old  military  habits;  and  the 
master,  after  looking  on  the  animal  with  great  complacency  for 
about  five  minutes,  said — "  Much  good  may  it  do  your  honest  hearty 
Gustavus;  now  must  I  go  and  lay  in  proyant  myself  for  the  campaign." 

He  then  departed,  having  first  saluted  the  Englishman  and  Angus 
M'Aulay,  who  remained  looking  at  each  other  for  some  time  in 
silence,  and  then  burst  out  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

^*  That  fellow,"  said  Sir  Miles  Musgrave,  *^  is  formed  to  go  through 
the  world." 

'*I  shall  think  so  too,"  said  M'Aulay,  ''if  he  can  slip  through 
M'Callum  More's  fingers  as  easily  as  he  has  done  through  ours." 

<<  Do  you  think,"  said  the  Englishman,  *'  that  the  Marquis  will  not 
respect,  in  Captain  Dalgetty's  person,  the  laws  of  civilised  war  V* 

''No  more  than  I  would  respect  a  Lowland  proclamation,"  said 
Angus  M'Aulay.  ^'  But  come  along,  it  is  time  I  were  returning  to 
my  guests." 


CHAPTEE    IX. 


In  a  rebellion, 


When  what  *b  not  meet,  but  what  must  be,  was  law, 
Then  were  they  chosen ;  in  a  better  hour, 
Let  what  is  meet  be  said  it  most  be  meet, 
And  throw  their  power  i'  the  dust. 

Ooriolanus, 

In  a  small  apartment,  remote  from  the  rest  of  the  guests  assembled 
at  the  castle,  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  was  presented  with  every  species 
of  refreshment,  and  respectfully  attended  by  Lord  Menteith  and  by 
Allan  M'Aulay.  His  discourse  with  the  latter  turned  upon  a  sort  of 
hunting  campaign,  in  which  they  had  been  engaged  together  against 
the  Children  .of  the  Mist,  with  whom  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr, 
as  well  as  the  M'Aulays,  had  a  deadly  and  irreconcilable  feud.  Sir 
Duncan,  however,  speedily  endeavoured  to  lead  back  the  conversa- 
tion to  the  subject  of  his  present  errand  to  the  castle  of  Damlinvaiaoh. 
"It  grieved  him  to  the  very  heart,"  he  said,  "to  see  that  friends 
and  neighbours,  who  should  stand  shoulder  to  shoulder,  were  likely 
to  be  engaged  hand  to  hand  in  a  cause  which  so  little  concerned 
them.  What  signifies  it,"  he  said,  "  to  the  Highland  Chiefs,  whether 
King  or  Parliament  got  uppermost]  Were  it  not  better  to  let  them 
settle  their  own  di£ferences  nithout  interference,  while  the  Chiefii,  in 
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the  meantime,  took  the  opportunity  of  establishing  their  own 
authority  in  a  manner  not  to  be  called  in  question  hereafter  by 
either  King  or  Parliament?"  He  reminded  Allan  M'Aulay  that  the 
measures  taken  in  the  last  reign  to  settle  the  peace,  as  was  alleged,  of 
the  Highlands,  were,  in  fiEtct,  levelled  at  the  patriarchal  power  of  the 
Chieftains ;  and  he  mentioned  the  celebrated  settlement  of  the  Fife 
Undertakers,  as  they  were  called  in  the  Lewis,  as  part  of  a  deliberate 
plan  formed  to  introduce  strangers  among  the  Celtic  tribes,  to  destroy 
by  degrees  their  ancient  customs  and  mode  of  gorernment,  and  to 
despoil  them  of  the  inheritance  of  their  fiathers.t  ''And  yet,"  he 
continued,  addressing  Allan,  **  it  is  for  the  purpose  of  giving  despotic 
authority  to  the  monarch  by  whom  these  designs  have  .been  nursed 
that  so  many  Highland  Chiefs  are  on  the  point  of  quarrelling  with, 
and  drawing  the  sword  against,  their  neighbours,  allies,  and  ancient 
confederates.'' 

''  It  is  to  my  brother,"  said  Allan — **  it  is  to  the  eldest  son  of  my 
father's  house  that  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr  must  address  these 
remonstrances.  I  am,  indeed,  the  brother  of  Angus ;  but,  in  being 
so,  I  am  only  the  first  of  his  clansmen,  and  bound  to  show  an 
example  to  the  others  by  my  cheerful  and  ready  obedience  to  his 
commands." 

''The  cause,  also,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  interposing,  "is  far  more 
general  than  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  seems  to  suppose  it.  It  is  neither 
limited  to  Saxon  nor  to  Gael,  to  mountain  nor  to  strath,  to  Highlands 
nor  to  Lowlands.  The  question  is,  if  we  will  continue  to  be  governed 
by  the  unlimited  authority  assumed  by  a  set  of  persons  in  no  respect 
superior  to  ourselves,  instead  of  returning  to  the  natural  government 
of  the  Prince  against  whom  they  have  rebelled.  And  respecting  the 
interest  of  the  Highlands  in  particular,"  he  added,  "  I  crave  Sir 
Duncan  Campbell's  pardon  for  my  plainness ;  but  it  seems  very  clear 
to  me  that  the  only  effect  produced  by  the  present  usurpation  will  be 
the  aggrandisement  of  one  overgrown  clan  at  the  expense  of  every 
independent  Chief  in  the  Highlands." 

"  I  will  not  reply  to  you,  my  lord,"  said  Sir  Duncan  .Campbell, 
"  because  I  know  your  prejudices,  and  from  whom  they  are  borrowed ; 
yet  you  will  pardon  my  saying,  that  being  at  the  head  of  the  rival 
branch  of  the  House  of  Graham,  I  have  both  read  of  and  known 

t  In  the  reign  of  James  VI.,  an  attempt  of  rather  an  extraordinary  kind  was  made  to 
civilise  the  extreme  northern  part  of  the  Hebridean  Archipelago.  That  monarch 
granted  the  property  of  the  Island  of  Lewis,  as  if  it  had  been  an  unknown  and  savage 
conntry,  to  a  number  of  LowUnd  gentlemen,  called  nndertakera,  chie^  natives  of  the 
shire  of  Fife,  that  they  might  colonise  and  settle  there.  The  enterprise  was  at  Qist 
snccessful,  but  the  natives  of  the  island,  MacLeods  and  MaoKenzies,  rose  on  the 
Lowland  adventmtxs,  and  pst  matt  of  th«m  to  the  swoid. 
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an  Earl  of  Menteith  who  would  have  disdained  to  have  been 
tutored  in  politics,  or  to  have  been  commanded  in  war,  by  an  Earl  of 
Montrose." 

''You  will  find  it  in  vain,  Sir  Duncan/'  said  Lord  Menteith 
haughtily,  *'  to  set  my  vanity  in  arms  against  my  principles.  The 
King  gave  my  ancestors  their  title  and  rank ;  and  these  shall  never 
prevent  my  acting  in  the  royal  cause  under  any  one  who  is  better 
qualified  than  myself  to  be  a  commander-in-chie£  Least  of  all,  shall 
any  miserable  jealousy  prevent  me  from  placing  my  hand  and  sword 
under  the  guidance  of  the  bravest,  the  most  loyal,  the  most  heroic 
spirit  among  our  Scottish  nobility.'' 

''  Pity/'  said  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  **  that  you  cannot  add  to  his 
panegyric  the  futher  epithets  of  the  most  steady  and  the  most  con- 
sistent But  I  have  no  purpose  of  debating  these  points  with  you, 
my  lord,''  waving  his  hand  as  if  to  avoid  farther  discussion ;  ^  the  die 
is  cast  with  you ;  allow  me  only  to  express  my  sorrow  for  the  disas- 
trous fate  to  which  Angus  M'Aulay's  natural  rashness,  and  your 
lordship's  influence,  are  drat^ging  my  gallant  friend  Allan  here,  with 
his  father  dan  and  manyTbZe  In  besides." 

''  The  die  is  cast  for  us  all,  Sir  Duncan,"  replied  Allan,  looking 
gloomy,  and  arguing  on  his  own  hypochondriac  feelings ;  <<  the 
iron  hand  of  destiny  branded  our  fate  upon  our  forehead  long  ere 
we  could  form  a  wish  or  raise  a  finger  in  our  own  behalf.  Were 
this  otherwise,  by  what  means  does  the  Seer  ascertain  the  future 
from  those  shadowy  presages  which  haunt  his  waking  and  his 
sleeping  eye?  Nought  can  be  foreseen  but  that  which  is  certain  to 
happen." 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell  was  about  to  reply,  and  the  darkest  and 
most  contested  point  of  metaphysics  might  have  been  brought  into 
discussion  betwixt  two  Highland  disputants,  when  the  door  opened, 
and  Annot  Lyle,  with  her  clairshach  in  her  hand,  entered  the  apart- 
ment. The  freedom  of  a  Highland  maiden  was  in  her  step  and 
in  her  eye ;  for,  bred  up  in  the  closest  intimacy  with  the  Laird  of 
M'Aulay  fmd  his  brother,  with  Lord  Menteith,  and  other  young 
men  who  frequented  Darnlinvarach,  she  possessed  none  of  that 
timidity  which  a  female  educated  chiefly  among  her  own  sex  would 
either  have  felt  or  thought  necessary  to  assume  on  an  occasion  like 
the  present. 

Her  dress  partook  of  the  antique,  for  new  fashions  seldom  pene- 
trated into  the  ffighlands,  nor  would  they  easily  have  found  their 
way  to  a  castle  inhabited  chiefly  by  men  whose  sole  occupation  was 
war  and  the  chase.  Yet  Annof  s  garments  were  not  only  becoming, 
hat  even  rich.    Her  open  jacket,  with  a  high  collar,  was  composed  of 
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blue  cloth,  richly  embroidered,  and  had  silver  clasps  to  fasten^  when 
it  pleased  the  wearer.  Its  aleeyes,  which  were  wide,  came  no  lower 
than  the  elbow,  and  terminated  in  a  golden  fringe ;  under  this  upper 
coat,  if  it  can  be  so  termed,  she  wore  an  under  dress  of  blue  satin, 
also  richly  embroidered,  but  which  was  several  shades  lighter  in 
colour  than  the  upper  garment  The  petticoat  was  formed  of  tartan 
silk,  in  the  set,  or  pattern,  of  which  the  colour  of  blue  greatly  pre- 
dominated, so  as  to  remove  the  tawdry  effect  too  frequently  produced 
in  tartan  by  the  mixture  and  strong  opposition  of  colours.  An  antique 
silver  chain  hung  round  her  neck,  and  supported  the  wresty  or  key, 
with  which  she  tuned  her  instrument.  A  small  ruff  rose  above  her 
collar,  and  was  secured  by  a  brooch  of  some  value,  an  old  keepsake 
of  Lord  Menteith.  Her  profusion  of  light  hair  almost  hid  her 
laughing  eyes,  while,  with  a  smile  and  a  blush,  she  mentioned  that 
she  had  M'Aulay's  directions  to  ask  them  if  they  chose  music.  Sir 
Duncan  Campbell  gazed  with  considerable  surprise  and  interest  at 
the  lovely  apparition  which  thus  interrupted  his  debate  with  Allan 
M*Aulay. 

**  Can  this,"  he  said  to  him  in  a  whisper,  ''a  creature  so  beautiful  and 
so  elegant,  be  a  domestic  musician  for  your  brother's  establishment?" 

"By  no  means,'*  answered  Allan  hastily,  yet  with  some  hesita- 
tion; "she  is  a — a — ^near  relation  of  our  family — ^and  treated,"  he 
added  more  firmly,  "  as  an  adopted  daughter  of  our  father's  house.'' 

As  he  spoke  thus  he  rose  from  his  seat,  and  with  that  air  of  courtesy 
which  every  Highlander  can  assume  when  it  suits  him  to  practise  it, 
he  resigned  it  to  Annot,  and  offered  to  her,  at  the  same  time,  what- 
ever refreshments  the  table  afforded,  with  an  assiduity  which  was 
probably  designed  to  give  Sir  Duncan  an  impression  of  her  rank  and 
consequence.  If  such  was  Allan's  purpose,  however,  it  was  unneces- 
sary. Sir  Duncan  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  Annot  with  an  expression 
of  much  deeper  interest  than  could  have  arisen  from  any  impression 
that  she  was  a  person  of  consequence.  Annot  even  felt  embarrassed 
under  the  old  knight's  steady  gaze;  and  it  was  not  without  con- 
siderable hesitation  that,  tuning  her  instrument,  and  receiving  an 
assenting  look  from  Lord  Menteith  and  Allan,  she  executed  the 
following  ballad,  which  our  friend,  Mr.  Secundus  M'Pherson,  whose 
goodness  we  had  before  to  acknowledge,  has  thus  translated  into  the 
English  tongue : — 

THE  ORPHAN  MAID. 

November's  hail-cload  drifts  away, 

November's  sunbeam  wan 
Looks  coldly  on  the  castle  grey, 

When  forth  comes  Lady  Anne. 
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The  orphan  by  the  oak  was  set 

Her  arms,  her  feet,  were  bare. 
The  hail-drops  had  not  melted  yet, 

Amid  her  raven  hair. 

*' And,  Dame,"  she  said,  **  by  all  the  ties 
That  child  and  mother  know, 
Aid  one  who  never  knew  these  joys, 
Relieve  an  orphan's  woe." 

The  lady  said,  **  An  orphan's  state 

Is  hard  and  sad  to  bear; 
Yet  worse  the  widow'd  mother's  fate 

Who  mourns  both  lord  and  heir. 

**  Twelve  times  the  rolling  year  has  sped, 
Since,  when  from  vengeance  wild 
Of  fierce  Strathallan's  Chief  I  fled, 
Forth's  eddies  whelm'd  my  child." 

*'  Twelve  times  the  year  its  coarse  has  borne," 

The  wandering  maid  replied, 
*' Since  fishers  on  St.  Bridget's  morn 

Drew  nets  on  Campsie  side. 

"  St.  Bridget  sent  no  scaly  spoil — 
An  infant,  well-nigh  dead, 
They  saved,  and  reared  in  want  and  toil. 
To  beg  from  you  her  bread." 

That  orphan  maid  the  lady  kiss'd — 

**  My  husband's  looks  you  bear, 
St.  Bridget  and  her  morn  be  bless'd  I 

You  are  his  widow's  heir. " 

They  've  robed  that  maid  so  poor  and  pale, 

In  silk  and  sandals  rare ; 
And  pearls,  for  drops  of  frozen  hail, 

Are  glistening  in  her  hair.* 

While  the  song  proceeded,  Lord  Menteith  observed,  with  some 
surprise,  that  it  appeared  to  produce  a  much  deeper  effect  upon  the 
mind  of  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  than  he  could  possibly  haye  antici- 
pated from  his  age  and  character.  He  well  knew  that  the  High- 
landers of  that  period  poBsessed  a  much  greater  sensibility  both  for 
tale  and  song  than  was  found  among  their  Lowland  neighboors ;  but 
even  this,  he  thought,  hardly  aceounted  for  the  embarrassment  with 
which  the  old  man  withdrew  hit  eyes  from  the  songstress,  as  if  nnwil- 
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ling  to  suffer  them  to  rest  on  an  object  so  interesting.  Still  leas  was 
it  to  be  expected  that  features  which  expressed  pride,  stem  common 
sense,  and  the  austere  habit  of  authority,  should  have  been  so  much 
agitated  by  so  trivial  a  circumstance.  As  the  Chief's  brow  became 
clouded,  he  drooped  his  large  shaggy  grey  eyebrows  until  they 
almost  concealed  his  eyes,  on  the  lids  of  which  something  like  a  tear 
might  be  seen  to  glisten.  He  remained  silent  and  fixed  in  the  same 
posture  for  a  minute  or  two  after  the  last  note  had  ceased  to  vibrate. 
He  then  raised  his  head,  and  having  looked  at  Annot  Lyle,  as  if 
purposing  to  speak  to  her,  he  as  suddenly  changed  that  purpose,  and 
was  about  to  address  Allan,  when  the  door  opened,  and  the  Lord  of 
the  Castle  made  his  appearance. 


CHAPTER    X. 

Dark  on  their  journey  lour'd  the  gloomy  day, 
"Wild  were  the  hills,  and  doubtfal  grew  the  way ; 
More  dark,  more  gloomy,  and  more  doubtfal,  show'd 
The  mansion  whidi  received  them  from  the  road. 

The  TravellerSi  a  Bomanee, 

Angus  M^Aulat  was  charged  with  a  message  which  he  seemed  to 
find  some  difficulty  in  communicating ;  for  it  was  not  till  after  he 
had  framed  his  speech  several  different  ways,  and  blundered  them 
all,  that  he  succeeded  in  letting  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  kn6w  that  the 
cavalier  who  was  to  accompany  him  was  waiting  in  readiness,  and 
that  all  was  prepared  for  his  return  to  Inverary.  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell  rose  up  very  indignantly ;  the  af&ont  which  this  message 
implied  immediately  driving  out  of  his  recollection  the  sensibility 
which  had  been  awakened  by  the  music. 

<*I  little  expected  this,"  he  said,  looking  indignantly  at  Angus 
M*Aulay.  **I  little  thought  that  there  was  a  Chief  in  the  West 
Highlands  who,  at  the  pleasure  of  a  Saxon,  would  have  bid  the  Knight 
of  Ardenvohr  leave  his  castle  when  the  sun  was  declining  from  the 
meridian,  and  ere  the  second  cup  had  been  filled.  But  farewell,  sir, 
the  food  of  a  churl  does  not  satisfy  the  appetite ;  when  I  next  revisit 
Damlinvarach,  it  shall  be  with  a  naked  sword  in  one  hand  and  a 
firebrand  in  the  other.'' 

**  And  if  you  so  come,"  said  Angus,  "  I  pledge  myself  to  meet  you 
fairly,  though  you  brought  five  hundred  Campbells  at  your  back,  and 
to  afford  you  and  them  such  entertainment  that  you  shall  not  again 
complain  of  the  hospitality  of  Damlinvarach.'' 

**  Threatened  men,**  said  Sir  Duncan,  **  livft  loTk!^!^.    "^waHssKfetk^ 
2b 
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gaseonadingy  Laizd  of  M^AxLlay,  is  too  well  known  that  men  of  bonont 
ahonld  regard  jour  vaunts.  To  you,  my  lord,  and  to  Allani  who 
have  snpplied  the  place  of  my  churlish  host,  I  leave  my  thanks. 
And  to  you,  pretty  mistress/'  he  said,  addressing  Annot  Lyle^  '^  this 
little  token,  for  having  opened  a  fountain  which  hath  been  dry  for 
many  a  year.''  So  saying  he  left  the  apartment^  and  commanded  his 
attendants  to  be  summoned.  Angus  M'Aulay,  equally  embarrassed 
and  incensed  at  the  charge  of  inhospitality,  which  was  the  greatest 
possible  affiront  to  a  Highlander,  did  not  follow  Sir  Duncan  to  the 
oourtyard,  where,  mounting  his  palfrey,  which  was  in  readiness^ 
followed  by  six  mounted  attendants,  and  accompanied  by  the  noble 
Captain  Dalgetty,  who  had  also  awaited  him,  holding  Gustavns  ready 
for  action,  though  he  did  not  draw  his  girths  and  mount  till  Sir 
Duncan  appeared,  the  whole  cavalcade  left  the  castle. 

The  journey  was  long  and  toilsome,  but  without  any  of  the  extreme 
privations  which  the  Laird  of  M'Aulay  had  prophesied.  In  truth, 
Sir  Duncan  was  very  cautious  to  avoid  those  nearer  and  more  secret 
paths  by  means  of  which  the  county  of  Argyle  was  accessible  from 
the  westward ;  for  his  relation  and  chief,  the  Marquis,  was  used  to 
boast  that  he  would  not  for  a  hundred  thousand  crowns  any  mortal 
should  know  the  passes  by  which  an  armed  force  could  penetrate  into 
his  country. 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  therefore,  rather  shunned  the  Highlands^ 
and,  falling  into  the  Low-country,  made  for  the  nearest  seaport  in  the 
vicinity,  where  he  had  several  half-decked  galleys,  or  birlings,  as 
they  were  called,  at  his  conmiand.  In  one  of  these  they  embarked, 
with  Qustavus  in  company,  who  was  so  seasoned  to  adventure  that 
land  and  sea  seemed  as  indifferent  to  him  as  to  Ms  master. 

The  wind  being  favourable,  they  pursued  their  way  rapidly  with 
sails  and  oars;  and  early  the  next  morning  it  was  announced  to 
Captain  Dalgetty,  then  in  a  small  cabin  beneath  the  half-deck,  that 
the  galley  was  under  the  walls  of  Sir  Duncan  Campbell's  castle. 

Ardenvohr  accordingly  rose  high  above  him  when  he  came  upon 
the  deck  of  the  galley.  It  was  a  gloomy  square  tower,  of  considerable 
size  and  great  height  situated  upon  a  headland  projecting  into  the 
salt-water  lake,  or  arm  of  the  sea,  which  they  had  entered  on  the 
preceding  evening.  A  wall,  with  flanking  towers  at  each  angle^ 
surrounded  the  castle  to  hmdward;  but,  towards  the  lake,  it  was 
built  so  near  the  brink  of  the  precipice  as  only  to  leave  room  for  a 
battery  of  seven  guns,  designed  to  protect  the  fortress  from  any  insult 
from  that  side,  although  situated  too  high  to  be  of  any  effectual  use 
according  to  the  modem  system  of  warfare. 

The  pastern  ^nn,  rising  behind  the  old  tower,  flung  its  shadow  fax 
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on  the  lake,  dukeniiif;  tha  deok.ol  the  gtilof,  on  wbioh  Captain 
D&lgetty  now  walked,  waiting  witli  some  impatience  the  ugnal  to 
land.  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  as  he  was  informed  by  his  attendant*, 
woa  already  within  the  woUa  of  the  castle ;  but  no  one  enconiaged 
the  Captain's  propoeal  of  following  him  ashoie,  until,  as  they  stated, 
they  slioald  receive  the  dinct  permiaaion  or  otdar  of  the  Knight  of 
Aidenvohc. 

In  a  short  time  afterwards  the  mandate  arrived,  while  a  boat,  with 
a  piper  in  the  bow,  bearing  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr's  crest  in  silver 
upon  his  left  arm,  and 
playing  with  all  his  i|||M','' 
might  the  family  march 
entitled  "  The  Campbella 
are  coming,"  approached 
to  conduct  the  envoy  of 
Montrose  to  the  coatte  of 
Aidenvohi.  The  dis- 
tance between  the  galley 
and  the  beach  was  so 
short  as  scarce  to  require 
the  aaeistance  of  the  eight 
sturdy  rowers  in  bonnets, 
short  coats  and  trews, 
whose  efforts  seat  the 
boat  to  the  Lttle  ereek  '. 
in  wh  ch  they  usually 
landed,  before  one  could 
have  conceived  that  i 
bad  left  the  side  of  the 
bitlu^  Two  of  the 
boatmen  in  sp  to  of 
Dalgelty's  tesulance 
horsed  the  Captain  on  ' 
the  back  of  a  third  : 
Highlander,  and,  wading  ' 
through  the  surf  with 
him,  landed  him  high 
and  dry  upon  the  beach  beneath  the  castle  rook.  In  the  face  of  this  rock 
there  appeared  something  like  the  entrance  of  a  low-browed  caverQ, 
towards  which  the  aasistanls  were  preparing  to  hnriy  our  &iend 
Dalgetty,  when,  "li'Viig  himself  loose  from  them  with  some 
difficulty,  ba  insisted  upon  seeing  Oustavus  safely  landed  before  he 
proceeded  one  step  farther.    The  Highlaadera  could  not  ea'Ea.\it.«hie«.\ 
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K^at  he  meant,  until  one  who  had  picked  up  a  little  English,  or 
rather  Lowland  Scotch,  exclaimed,  ^'Houts !  it's  a'  about  her  horse, 
ta  useless  baste.**  Farther  remonstrance  on  the  part  of  Captain 
balgetty  was  interrupted  by  the  appearance  of  Sir  Duncan  Camp- 
bell himself,  from  the  mouth  of  the  cavern  which  we  have  described, 
for  the  purpose  of  inviting  Captain  Dalgetty  to  accept  of  the 
hospitality  of  Ardenvohr,  pledging  his  honour  at  the  same  time  that 
Gustavus  should  be  treated  as  became  the  hero  from  whom  he  derived 
his  name,  not  to  mention  the  important  person  to  whom  he  now 
belonged.  Notwithstanding  this  satisfactory  guarantee.  Captain 
Dalgetty  would  still  have  hesitated,  such  was  his  anxiety  to  witness 
the  fate  of  hlb  companion  Gustavus,  had  not  two  Highlanders  seized 
him  by  the  arms,  two  more  pushed  him  on  behind,  while  a  fifth 
exclaimed,  *'  Hout  awa  wi'  the  daft  Sassenach !  does  she  no  hear  the 
Laird  bidding  her  up  to  her  ain  castle,  wi'  her  special  voice,  and  isna 
that  very  muckle  honour  for  the  like  o'  her." 

Thus  impelled,  Captain  Dalgetty  could  only  for  a  short  space  keep 
a  reverted  eye  towards  the  gaUey  in  which  he  had  left  the  partner  of 
his  military  toils.  In  a  few  minutes  afterwards  he  found  himself 
involved  in  the  total  darkness  of  a  staircase,  which,  entering  from 
the  low-browed  cavern  we  have  mentioned,  winded  upwards  through 
the  entrails  of  the  living  rock. 

''The  cursed  Highland  salvages!*'  muttered  the  Captain,  half 
aloud;  ''what  is  to  become  of  me  if  Gustavus,  the  namesake  of  the 
invincible  Lion  of  the  Protestant  League,  should  be  lamed  among 
their  untenty  hands !" 

"Have  no  fear  of  that,"  said  the  voice  of  Sir  Duncan,  who  was 
nearer  to  him  than  he  imagined ;  "  my  men  are  accustomed  to  handle 
horses,  both  in  embarking  and  dressing  them,  and  you  will  soon  see 
Gustavus  as  safe  as  when  you  last  dismounted  from  his  back." 

Captain  Dalgetty  knew  the  world  too  well  to  offer  any  farther 
remonstrance,  whatever  uneasiness  he  might  suppress  within  his 
own  bosom.  A  step  or  two  higher  up  the  stair  showed  light  and  a 
door,  and  an  iron-grated  wicket  led  him  out  upon  a  gallery  cut  in  the 
open  face  of  the  rock,  extending  a  space  of  about  six  or  eight  yards, 
until  he  reached  a  second  door,  where  the  path  re-entered  the  rock^ 
and  which  was  also  defended  by  an  iron  portcullis.  "  An  admirable 
traverse,"  observed  the  Captain;  "and  if  commanded  by  a  field- 
piece,  or  even  a  few  muskets,  quite  sufficient  to  ensure  the  place 
against  a  storming  party." 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell  made  no  answer  at  the  time;  but,  the 
moment  afterwards,  when  they  had  entered  the  second  cavern,  he 
strack  with  the  stick  which  he  had  in  his  hand,  first  on  the  one  side 
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Bad  then  on  the  ofcher  of  the  wicket^  and  the  tollen  ringing  toond 
which  replied  to  the  blows  nude  Captain  Dalgetty  tenaible  that 
there  was  a  gun  placed  cm  each  nde,  for  the  purpose  of  raking  the 
gallerf  through  which  thej  had  passed,  although  the  emhrssare^ 
throogh  which  thej  might  be  fired  cm  occasion,  were  masked  cm  the 
cmtside  with  sods  and  loose  stones.  Elaving  ascended  the  second 
staircase,  they  foond  themselyes  again  on  an  open  platform  and 
gallery,  exposed  to  a  fire  both  of  mnsketrj  and  wall-gnns»  1^  being 
come  with  hostile  intent^  thej  had  yentored  farther*  A  third  flight 
of  steps,  cat  in  the  rock  like  the  former,  bat  not  cayemed  oyer,  led 
them  finallj  into  the  batter/  at  the  foot  of  the  tower.  This  last 
stair  also  was  narrow  and  steep,  and,  not  to  mention  the  fire  which 
might  be  directed  cm  it  from  aboye,  one  or  two  resolate  men,  with 
pikes  and  battle-axes,  could  haye  made  the  pass  good  against 
hnndreds ;  for  the  staircase  would  not  admit  two  persons  abreast,  and 
was  not  secured  by  any  sort  of  balustrade  or  railing  from  the  sheer 
and  abrupt  precipice,  on  the  foot  of  which  the  tide  now  rolled  with  a 
Toice  of  thunder.  So  that,  under  the  jealoos  precantions  used  to 
secure  this  ancient  Celtic  fortress^  a  person  of  weak  nenres  and  a 
biain  liable  to  become  dizzy  might  haye  found  it  scmiething  difllcolt 
to  haye  achieyed  the  entrance  to  the  castle^  eyen  supposing  no 
resistance  had  been  offered. 

Captain  D<ilgetty,  too  old  a  soldinr  to  feel  such  tremors,  had  no 
socmer  arriyed  in  the  courtyard,  than  he  protested  to  Qod  the 
defences  of  Sir  Duncan's  castle  reminded  him  more  of  the  notable 
fortreas  of  Spandau,  situated  in  the  March  of  Brandenburg^  than  of 
any  place  whilk  it  had  been  his  fortune  to  defend  in  the  ccmrse  of  his 
trayels.  Neyertheless,  he  criticised  considembly  the  mode  of  placing 
the  guns  on  the  battery  we  haye  noticed,  obsenring,  that  ^where 
cannon  were  perched,  like  to  scarts^  or  sea-gall%  cm  the  top  of  a 
rock,  he  had  eyer  obseryed  that  they  astonished  more  by  their  noise 
than  they  dismayed  by  the  skaith  or  damage  which  they  occasioned.'' 

Sir  Duncan,  without  replying,  conducted  the  soldier  into  the 
tower;  the  defences  of  which  were  a  portcullis  and  iron-clenched 
oaken  door,  the  thickness  of  the  wall  being  the  space  between  them. 
He  had  no  sooner  arriyed  in  a  hall  hung  with  tapestry  than  the 
Captain  prosecuted  his  military  critidsm.  It  was  indeed  suspended 
by  the  sight  of  an  excellent  breakfiwt,  of  which  he  partook  with  great 
ayidity ;  but  no  sooner  had  he  secured  this  meal  than  he  made  the 
tcmr  cKf  the  apartment^  examining  the  gronnd  axonnd  the  castle  yesj 
carefully  from  each  window  in  the  room.  He  then  retnmed  to  his 
chair,  and  throwing  himself  back  into  it  at  his  length,  stretched  cmt 
one  manly  leg^  and  tapping  his  jack-boot  with  the  tidin%-tQd.  ^V^ks^ 
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he  carried  in  his  band,  after  the  manner  of  a  half-bred  man  who 
affects  ease  in  the  society  of  his  betters,  he  delivered  his  unasked 
opinion  as  follows : — '*  This  house  of  yonrs  now,  Sir  Duncan,  ia  a 
▼ery  pretty  defensible  sort  of  a  tenement,  and  yet  it  is  hardly  such 
as  a  cavaliero  of  honour  would  expect  to  maintain  his  credit  by 
holding  out  for  many  days.  For,  Sir  Duncan,  if  it  pleases  you  to 
notice,  your  house  is  overcrowed  and  slighted,  or  commanded,  as  we 
military  men  say,  by  yonder  round  hillock  to  the  landward,  whereon 
an  enemy  might  stell  such  a  battery  of-  cannon  as  would  make  ye 
g^d  to  beat  a  ohamade  within  forty-eight  hours,  unless  it  pleased 
the  Lord  extraordinarily  to  show  mercy.'' 

''There  is  no  road,"  replied  Sir  Duncan,  somewhat  shortly,  ''by 
which  cannon  can  be  brought  against  Ardenvohr.  The  swamps  and 
morasses  around  my  house  would  scarce  carry  your  horse  and  your- 
self excepting  by  such  paths  as  could  be  rendered  impassable  within 
a  few  hours." 

*'  Sir  Duncan,''  said  the  Captain,  "  it  is  your  pleasure  to  suppose 
so ;  and  yet  we  martial  men  say,  that  where  there  is  a  sea-coast  there 
is  always  a  naked  side,  seeing  that  cannon  and  munition,  where  they 
cannot  be  transported  by  land,  may  be  right  easily  brought  by  sea 
near  to  the  place  where  they  are  to  be  put  in  action.  Neither  is  a 
castle,  however  secure  in  its  situation,  to  be  accounted  altogether 
invincible,  or,  as  they  say,  impregnable;  for  I  protest  fye,  Sir 
Duncan,  that  I  have  known  twenty-five  men,  by  the  mere  surprise 
and  audacity  of  the  attack,  win,  at  point  of  pike,  as  strong  a  hold  as 
this  of  Ardenvohr,  and  put  to  the  sword,  captivate,  or  hold  to  the 
ransom  the  defenders,  being  ten  times  their  own  number.** 

Notwithstanding  Sir  Duncan  Campbell's  knowledge  of  the  world, 
and  his  power  of  concealing  his  internal  emotion,  he  appeared  piqued 
and  hurt  at  these  reflections,  which  the  Captain  made  with  the  most 
unconscious  gravity,  having  merely  selected  the  subject  of  conversa- 
tion as  one  upon  which  he  thought  himself  capable  of  shining,  and, 
as  they  say,  of  laying  down  the  law,  without  exactly  recollecting  that 
the  topic  might  not  be  equally  agreeable  to  his  landlord. 

*'To  cut  this  matter  short,**  said  Sir  Duncan,  with  an  expression  of 
voice  and  countenance  somewhat  agitated,  "  it  is  unnecessary  for  you 
to  tell  me,  Captain  Dalgetty,  that  a  castle  may  be  stormed  if  it  is  not 
valorously  defended,  or  surprised  if  it  is  not  heedfully  watched.  I 
trust  this  poor  house  of  mine  will  not  be  found  in  any  of  these 
predicaments,  should  even  Captain  Dalgetty  himself  choose  to 
beleaguer  it." 

"  For  all  that,  Sir  Duncan,"  answered  the  persevering  commander, 
*'I  would  premonish  you,  as  a  friend,  to  trace  out  a  sconce  upon 
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th«t  ronnd  hiU,  with  a  good  gi«fle,  ot  ditch,  wliilk  maj-  be  euily 

oeoompluhed  hf  compeUing  th«  labooi  of  the  boon  in  the  viciiutr ; 

it  being  the  nutom  of  the  valoToai  OnstsTiu  Adolphui  M  fight  u 

iniich  bjr  the  Bpade  and  Bhovel  m  bj'  sword,  pike,  And  mosket    ALmi, 

I  wonM  adviae  70a  to  fortify  th«  mii  Monoe,  not  onl;  by  a.  fonaait^ 

or  giafFe,  bat  oIm  bj  oertain 

etaeket^  or  palieadea."  (Hen 

Bir  Dnnoan,  beooming  im- 

patientj  left  th«  aputmest, 

Uie   Captain  following  him 

to  the  door,  and  niung  hia 

toioe  aa  he  retreated,  notil 

he  wa«  birijont  of  hearing.) 

"Thewhilk  itacketa,  or  paii-  , 

Mdee,  dhoold  be  aiti£(»ally 

bamed     with     re-enterii^ 

angles    and    loop-holee,    or 

crenellea,     for    musketry, 

whereof  it  shall  arise  that 

the  fbemen The  H^hland 

bmtel    the    old    H^hland 

brute  t    They  are  aa  proud 

aa  peacocks,  and  aa  obstinate 

aa  tape — and  here   he  haa 

miased    an    opportunity    of 

making  hia  house  aa  pretty 

an  irregular  forti&cstion  aa 

an  invading  anny  erer  broke  their  teeth  upon.     But  I  aee,"  he 

continued,  lookii^  down  from  the  window  npoa  the  bottom  of  the 

precipice,  "  they  have  got  QnataTua  safe  ashoreb    Proper  foUow  I  I 

wonld  know  that  toes  of  his  head  among  a  whole  aqnadron.    I  moat 

go  to  see  what  they  ara  to  make  of  him." 

Ha  had  no  sooner  reached,  howeTsr,  the  court  to  the  aeawaid, 
and  put  himself  in  the  act  of  doacending  the  atairoaae,  than  two 
Highland  sentinels,  adTandng  their  Lochaber  axes,  gare  him  to 
underatand  that  this  was  a  service  of  danger. 

"Diavolo  I"  said  the  soldier,  "ajid  -I  have  got  no  peas-word.  I 
conld  not  speak  a  ayllable  of  their  salvage  gibberish,  an  it  irere  to 
save  me  from  the  provost-marshal." 

"  I  will  be  your  surety.  Captain  Dalgetty,"  said  Sir  Duncan,  who 
had  again  approached  Um  without  his  observing  irom  whence; 
e  will  go  together,  and  see  how  yoni  favourite  charger  ia 
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He  conducted  him  accordingly  down  the  staircase  to  the  beach, 
and  £rom  thence  by  a  short  turn  behind  a  large  rock,  which  con- 
cealed the  stables  and  other  offices  belonging  to  the  castle.  CSaptain 
Dalgetty  became  sensible^  at  the  same  time,  that  the  aide  of  the 
castle  to  the  land  was  rendered  totally  inaccessible  by  a  ravine,  partly 
natural,  and  partly  scarped  with  great  care  and  labour,  so  as  to  be 
only  passed  by  a  drawbridge.  Still,  however,  the  Captain  insisted, 
notwithstanding  the  triumphant  air  with  which  Sir  Duncan  pointed 
out  his  defences,  that  a  sconce  should  be  erected  on  Drumsnab,  the 
round  eminence  to  the  east  of  the  castle,  in  respect  the  house  might 
be  annoyed  from  thence  by  burning  bullets  full  of  fire,  shot  out  of 
cannon,  according  to  the  curious  invention  of  Stephen  Bathian, 
King  of  Poland,  whereby  that  Prince  utterly  ruined  the  great 
Muscovite  city  of  Moscow.  This  invention,  Captain  Dalgetty  owned, 
he  had  not  yet  witnessed,  but  observed,  'Uhat  it  would  give  him 
particular  delectation  to  witness  the  same  put  to  the  proof  against 
Ardenvohr,  or  any  other  castle  of  similar  strength ;''  observing,  **  that 
so  curious  an  experiment  could  not  but  afford  the  greatest  delight  to 
all  admirers  of  the  military  art" 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell  diverted  this  conversation  by  carrying  the 
soldier  into  his  stables,  and  suffering  him  to  arrange  Gustavus  accord- 
ing to  his  own  will  and  pleasure.  After  this  duty  had  been  care- 
fully performed.  Captain  Dalgetty  proposed  to  return  to  the  castle, 
observing  it  was  his  intention  to  spend  the  time  betwixt  this  and 
dinner,  which,  he  presumed,  would  come  upon  the  parade  about 
noon,  in  burnishing  his  armour,  which,  having  sustained  some 
injury  from  the  sea-air,  might,  he  was  afraid,  seem  discreditable 
in  the  eyes  of  M^Callum  More.  Yet,  while  they  were  returning  to 
the  castle,  he  failed  not  to  warn  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  against  the 
great  injury  he  might  sustain  by  any  sudden  onMl  of  an  enemy, 
whereby  his  horses,  cattle,  and  granaries  might  be  cut  off  and  con- 
sumed, to  his  great  prejudice ;  wherefore  he  again  strongly  conjured 
him  to  construct  a  sconce  upon  the  round  hill  called  Drumsnab,  and 
offered  his  own  friendly  services  in  lining  out  the  same.  To  this 
disinterested  advice  Sir  Duncan  only  replied  by  ushering  his  guest 
to  his  apartment,  and  informing  him  that  the  tolling  of  the  castle 
bell  would  make  him  aware  when  dinner  was  ready. 
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CHAPTEE    XI. 

Is  this  thy  castle,  Baldwin  f    Melancholy 
Displays  her  sable  banner  from  the  donjon, 
Darkening  the  foam  of  the  whole  surge  beneath. 
Were  I  a  habitant,  to  see  this  gloom 
Pollute  the  &ce  of  nature,  and  to  hear 
The  ceaseless  sound  of  wave,  and  sea-bird's  scream, 
I  'd  wish  me  in  the  hut  that  poorest  peasant 
Ere  framed,  to  give  him  temporary  shelter. 

Brown. 

The  gallant  Bitt-master  would  willingly  have  employed  his  leisure 
in  studying  the  exterior  of  Sir  Duncan's  castle,  and  verifying  his  own 
military  ideas  upon  the  nature  of  its  defences.  But  a  stout  sentinel, 
who  mounted  guard  with  a  Lochaber-axe  at  the  door  of  his  apart- 
menty  gave  him  to  understand,  by  very  signifiicant  signs,  that  he  was 
in  a  sort  of  honourable  captivity. 

It  is  strange,  thought  the  Bitt-master  to  himself,  how  well  these 
salvages  understand  the  rules  and  practique  of  war.  Who  would 
have  pre-supposed  their  acquaintance  with  the  maxim  of  the  great 
and  godlike  Gustavus  Adolphus,  that  a  flag  of  truce  should  be  half  a 
messenger  half  a  spy  1  And,  having  finished  burnishing  his  arms, 
he  sat  down  patiently  to  compute  how  much  half-a-dollar  per  diem 
would  amount  to  at  the  end  of  a  six  months'  campaign ;  and,  when 
he  had  settled  that  problem,  proceeded  to  the  more  abstruse  calcula- 
tions necessary  for  drawing  up  a  brigade  of  two  thousand  men  on  the 
principle  of  extracting  the  square  root 

From  his  musings,  he  was  roused  by  the  joyful  sound  of  the  dinner 
bell,  on  which  the  Highlander,  lately  his  guard,  became  his  gentle- 
man-usher, and  marshalled  him  to  the  hall,  where  a  table  with  four 
covers  bore  ample  proofs  of  Highland  hospitality.  Sir  Duncan 
entered,  conducting  his  lady,  a  tall,  faded,  melancholy  female,  dressed 
in  deep  mourning.  They  were  followed  by  a  Presbyterian  clergy- 
man, in  his  Geneva  cloak,  and  wearing  a  black  silk  skull-cap,  covering 
his  short  hair  so  closely  that  it  could  scarce  be  seen  at  all,  so  that  the 
unrestricted  ears  had  an  undue  predominance  in  the  general  aspect. 
This  ungraceful  fashion  was  universal  at  the  time,  and  partly  led  to 
the  nicknames  of  roundheads,  prick-eared  curs,  and  so  forth,  which 
the  insolence  of  the  cavaliers  liberaUy  bestowed  on  their  political 
enemies. 

Sir  Duncan  presented  his  military  guest  to  his  lady,  who  received 
his  technical  salutation  with  a  stiif  and  silent  reverence,  in  which  it 
could  scarce  be  judged  whether  pride  or  melancholy  had  tU&  ^^^^i^jiss. 
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share.    The  churchman,  to  whom  he  was  next  presented,  eyed  him 
with  a  glance  of  mingled  dislike  and  cmiosity. 

The  Captain,  well  accustomed  to  worse  looks  £rom  more  dangerous 
persons,  cared  very  little  either  for  those  of  the  lady  or  of  the  divine, 
but  bent  his  whole  soul  upon  assaulting  a  huge  piece  of  bee^  which 
smoked  at  the  nether  end  of  the  table.  But  the  onslaught,  as  he 
would  have  termed  it,  was  delayed  until  the  conclusion  of  a  very 
long  grace,  betwixt  overy  section  of  which  Dalgetty  handled  his 
knife  and  fork  as  he  might  have  done  his  musket  or  pike  when 
going  upon  action,  and  as  often  resigned  them  unwillingly  when  the 
prolix  chaplain  commenced  another  clause  of  his  benediction.  Sir 
Duncan  listened  with  decency,  though  he  was  supposed  rather  to 
have  joined  the  Covenanters  out  of  devotion  to  his  Chief  than  real 
respect  for  the  cause  either  of  liberty  or  of  Presbytery.  His  lady 
alone  attended  to  the  blessing,  with  symptoms  of  deep  acquiescence. 

The  meal  wan  performed  almost  in  Carthusian  silence ;  for  it  was 
none  of  Captain  Dalgetty's  habits  to  employ  his  mouth  in  talking, 
while  it  could  be  more  profitably  occupied.  Sir  Duncan  was  abso- 
lutely silent,  and  the  lady  and  churchman  only  occasionally  exchanged 
a  few  words,  spoken  low  and  indistinctly. 

But  when  the  dishes  were  removed,  and  their  place  supplied  by 
liquors  of  various  sorts,  Captain  Dalgetty  no  longer  had  himself  the 
same  weighty  reasons  for  silence,  and  b^an  to  tire  of  that  of  the  rest 
of  the  company.  He  commenced  a  new  attack  upon  his  landlord, 
upon  the  former  ground. 

''Touching  that  round  monticle,  or  hill,  or  eminence,  termed 
Drumsnab,  I  would  be  proud  to  hold  some  dialogue  with  you,  ^ 
Duncan,  on  the  nature  of  the  sconce  to  be  there  constructed ;  and 
whether  the  angles  thereof  should  be  acute  or  obtuse — anent  whilk 
I  have  heard  the  great  Yelt-Mareschal  Bannier  hold  a  learned  aigu* 
ment  with  General  Tiefenbach  during  a  still-stand  of  arms.'^ 

''Captain  Dalgetty,"  answered  Sir  Duncan  very  drily,  "it  is  not 
our  Highland  usage  to  debate  military  points  with  strangers.  This 
castle  is  like  to  hold  out  against  a  stronger  enemy  than  any  foroe 
which  the  unfortunate  gentlemen  we  left  at  Darnlinvarach  are  able 
to  bring  against  it" 

A  deep  sigh  from  the  lady  accompanied  the  conclusion  of  her 
husband's  speech,  which  seemed  to  remind  her  of  some  painful  eir- 
oumstance. 

"  He  who  gave,"  said  the  clergyman,  addressing  her  in  a  solemn 
tone,  "  hath  taken  away.  May  you,  honourable  lady,  be  long  enabled 
to  say.  Blessed  be  His  name !" 

To  tiuM  exhortation,  which  seemed  intended  for  her  sole  behoof^ 
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the  lady  answeied  by  an  inclination  of  her  head,  more  humble  than 
Captain  Dalgetty  had  yet  observed  her  make.  Supposing  he  should 
now  find  her  in  a  more  conversible  humour,  he  proceeded  to  accost  her. 

''It  is  indubitably  very  natural  that  your  ladyship  should  be 
downcast  at  the  mention  of  military  preparations,  whilk  I  have 
observed  to  spread  perturbation  among  women  of  all  nations,  and 
almost  all  conditions.  Nevertheless,  Penthesilea,  in  ancient  times, 
and  also  Joan  of  Arc,  and  others,  were  of  a  different  kidney.  And, 
as  I  have  learned  while  I  served  the  Spaniard,  the  Duke  of  Alva  in 
former  times  had  the  leaguer-lasses  who  followed  his  camp  marshalled 
into  tertioi  (whilk  we  call  regiments),  and  officered  and  commanded 
by  those  of  their  own  feminine  gender,  and  regulated  by  a  com- 
mander-in-chief, called  in  G^erman  HtMreweibler,  or,  as  we  would  say 
vernacularly.  Captain  of  the  Queans.  True  it  is,  they  were  persons 
not  to  be  named  as  parallel  to  your  ladyship,  being  such  quce  quasstwn 
corporUms  faciebantf  as  we  said  of  Jean  Drochiels  at  Mareschal- 
College;  the  same  whom  the  French  term  curHscumes,  and  we  in 
Scottish " 

**  The  lady  will  spare  you  the  trouble  of  farther  exposition,  Captain 
Dalgetty,"  said  his  host,  somewhat  sternly ;  to  which  the  clergyman 
added,  '*  that  such  discourse  better  befitted  a  watch-tower  guarded 
by  profane  soldiery  than  the  board  of  an  honourable  person,  and  the 
presence  of  a  lady  of  quality." 

"Oraving  your  pardon.  Dominie,  or  Doctor,  aut  quoeunque  ctUo 
fiormne  gaudes,  for  I  would  have  you  to  know  I  have  studied  polite 
letters,"  said  the  unabashed  envoy,  filling  a  great  cup  of  wine,  "  I 
see  no  ground  for  your  reproof,  seeing  I  did  not  speak  of  those  tu/rpei 
personcSf  as  if  their  occupation  or  character  was  a  proper  subject  of 
conversation  for  this  lady's  presence,  but  simply  par  acddsnSf  as 
illustrating  the  matter  in  hand,  namely,  their  natural  courage  and 
audacity,  much  enhanced,  doubtless,  by  the  desperate  circumstances 
of  their  condition." 

<' Captain  Dalgetty,"  said  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  ''to  break  short 
this  discourse,  I  must  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  some  business  to 
despatch  to-night,  in  order  to  enable  me  to  ride  with  you  to-morrow 
towards  Inverary ;  and  therefore ** 

"  To  ride  with  this  person  to-morrow !"  exclaimed  his  lady;  '*  such 
cannot  be  your  purpose.  Sir  Duncan,  unleds  you  have  forgotten 
that  the  morrow  is  a  sad  anniversary,  and  dedicated  to  as  sad  a 
solemnity.* 

*<  I  had  not  forgotten,"  answered  Sir  Duncan ;  <*  how  is  it  possible 
I  can  ever  forget  ?  but  the  necessity  of  the  times  requires  I  should 
•end  this  officer  onward  to  Inverary,  without  lo«a  ol^t^^" 
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^'Yet,  Burely,  not  that  you  ehould  accompany  him  in  person  I'' 
inquired  the  kdy. 

** It  were  better  I  did,**  said  Sir  Duncan;  ''yet  I  can  write  to  the 
Marquisy  and  follow  on  the  subsequent  day.  Captain  Dalgetty,  I 
will  despatch  a  letter  for  you,  explaining  to  the  Marquis  of  Argyle 
your  character  and  commission,  with  which  you  will  please  to  prepare 
to  travel  to  Inverary  early  to-morrow  morning." 

'*  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,"  said  Dalgetty, ''  I  am  doubtless  at  your 
discretionary  disposal  in  this  matter;  not  the  less,  I  pray  you  to 
remember  the  blot  which  will  fiedl  upon  your  own  escutcheon,  if  you 
do  in  any  way  suffer  me,  being  a  commisslonate  flag  of  truce,  to  be 
circumvented  in  this  matter,  whether  da/rn,  vi^  vel  precario  ;  I  do  not 
say  by  your  assent  to  any  wrong  done  to  me,  but  even  through 
absence  of  any  due  care  on  your  part  to  prevent  the  same." 

'*  You  are  under  the  safeguard  of  my  honour,  sir "  answered  Sir 
Duncan  Campbell,  ''and  that  is  more  than  a  sufficient  security. 
And  now,"  continued  he,  rising,  "  I  must  set  the  example  of  retiring." 

Dalgetty  saw  himself  under  the  necessity  of  following  the  hint, 
though  the  hour  was  early;  but,  like  a  skilful  general,  he  availed 
himself  of  every  instant  of  delay  which  circumstances  permitted. 
"  Trusting  to  your  honourable  parole,"  said  he,  filling  his  cup,  "  I 
drink  to  you,  Sir  Duncan,  and  to  the  continuance  of  your  honourable 
house."  A  sigh  from  Sir  Duncan  was  the  only  reply.  "Also, 
madam,"  said  the  soldier,  replenishing  the  quaigh  with  all  possible 
despatch,  "I  drink  to  your  honourable  health,  and  fulfilment  of 
of  all  your  virtuous  desires — ^and,  reverend  sir  "  (not  forgetting  to  fit 
the  action  to  the  words),  "I  fill  this  cup  to  the  drowning  of  all 
unkindness  betwixt  you  and  Captain  Dalgetty — ^I  shoufd  say  Major — 
and,  in  respect  the  flagon  contains  but  one  cap  more,  I  drink  to  the 
health  of  all  honourable  cavaliers  and  brave  soldados — and,  the  flask 
being  empty,  I  am  ready.  Sir  Duncan,  to  attend  your  functionary,  or 
sentinel,  to  my  place  of  private  repose." 

He  received  a  formal  permission  to  retire,  and  an  assurance  that 
as  the  wine  seemed  to  be  his  taste,  another  measure  of  the  same 
vintage  should  attend  him  presently,  in  order  to  soothe  the  hours  of 
his  solitude. 

No  sooner  had  the  Captain  reached  the  apartment  than  this 
promise  was  fulfilled;  and,  in  a  short  time  afterwards,  the  added 
comforts  of  a  pasty  of  red-deer  venison  rendered  him  very  tolerant 
both  of  confinement  and  want  of  society.  The  same  domestic,  a  so^ 
of  chamberlain,  who  placed  this  good  cheer  in  his  apartment^ 
delivered  to  Dalgetty  a  packet,  sealed  and  tied  up  with  a  silken 
thread,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  time,  addressed  with  many 
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forms  of  respect  to  the  High  and  Mighty  Prince,  Archibald,  Marquis 
of  Argyle,  Lord  of  Lome,  and  so  forth.  The  chamberlain  at  the 
same  time  apprized  the  Ritt-master  that  he  most  take  horse  at  an 
early  hour  for  Inverary,  where  the  packet  of  Sir  Duncan  would  be 
at  once  his  introduction  and  his  passport  Not  forgetting  that  it 
was  his  object  to  collect  information  as  well  as  to  act  as  an  envoy, 
and  desirous,  for  his  own  sake,  to  ascertain  Sir  Duncan's  reasons  for 
sending  him  onward  without  his  personal  attendance,  the  Bitt- 
master  inquired  at  the  domestic,  with  all  the  precaution  that  his 
experience  suggested,  what  were  the  reasons  which  detained  Sir 
Duncan  at  home  on  the  succeeding  day.  The  man,  who  was  from 
the  Lowlands,  replied,  ^  that  it  was  the  habit  of  Sir  Duncan  and  his 
lady  to  observe  as  a  day  of  solemn  fast  and  humiliation  the  anniver- 
sary on  which  their  castle  had  been  taken  by  surprise,  and  their 
children,  to  the  number  of  four,  destroyed  cruelly  by  a  band  of  High- 
land freebooters  during  Sir  Duncan's  absence  upon  an  expedition 
which  the  Marquis  of  Argyle  had  undertaken  against  the  Macleans 
of  the  Isle  of  Mull.'' 

"Truly,"  said  the  soldier,  "your  lord  and  lady  have  some  cause 
for  &st  and  humiliation.  Nevertheless,  I  will  venture  to  pronounce, 
that  if  he  had  taken  the  advice  of  any  experienced  soldier  having 
skill  in  the  practiques  of  defending  places  of  advantage,  he  would 
have  built  a  sconce  upon  the  small  hill  which  is  to  the  left  of  the 
draw-brigg.  And  this  I  can  easily  prove  to  you,  mine  honest  friend ; 
for,  holding  that  pasty  to  be  the  castle — ^What's  your  name,  friend?" 

**  Lorimer,  sir,"  replied  the  man. 

'*Here  is  to  your  health,  honest  Lorimer.  I  say,  Lorimer — 
holding  that  pasty  to  be  the  main  body  or  citadel  of  the  place  to 
be  defended,  and  taking  the  marrow-bone  for  the  sconce  to  be 
erected " 

"  I  am  sorry,  sir,"  said  Lorimer,  interrupting  him,  "  that  I  cannot 
stay  to  hear  the  rest  of  your  demonstration;  but  the  bell  will 
presently  ring.  As  worthy  Mr.  Qraneangowl,  the  Marquis's  own 
chaplain,  does  family  worship,  and  only  seven  of  our  household  out 
of  sixty  persons  understand  the  Scottish  tongue,  it  would  misbecome 
any  one  of  them  to  be  absent,  and  greatly  prejudice  me  in  the  opinion 
of  my  lady.  There  are  pipes  and  tobacco,  sir,  if  you  please  to  drink 
a  whiff  of  smoke,  and  if  you  want  anything  else,  it  shall  be  forth- 
coming two  hours  hence,  when  prayers  are  over."  So  saying,  he  left 
the  apartment. 

No  sooner  was  he  gone  than  the  heavy  toll  of  the  castle-bell 
summoned  its  inhabitants  together ;  and  was  answered  by  the  shrill 
clamour  of  the  females,  mixed  with  the  deeper  tones  of  thft  x&l< 
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taliODg  Eaise  at  the  top  of  their  throats,  they  harried  from  diffBEent 
quarters  by  a  h>iig  but  narrow  gallery,  which  served  as  a  Gommiuii* 
cation  to  many  rooma^  and,  among  others,  to  that  in  which  Oaptain 
Dalgetty  was  stationed.  There  they  go  as  if  they  were  beating  to 
the  roll-call,  thought  the  soldier  to  himself;  if  they  all  attend  the 
parade,  I  will  look  out,  take  a  mouthful  of  fresh  air,  and  make  mine 
own  observations  on  the  practicabilities  of  this  place. 

Accordingly,  when  all  was  quiet,  he  opened  his  chamber-door, 
and  prepared  to  leave  it,  when  he  saw  his  friend  with  the  axe 
advancing  towards  him  from  the  distant  end  of  the  gallery,  half 
whistling  half  humming  a  Gaelic  tune.  To  have  shown  any  want 
of  confidence  would  have  been  at  once  impolitic^  and  unbecoming  his 
military  character;  so  the  Captain,  putting  the  best  face  upon  his 
situation  he  could,  whistled  a  Swedish  retreat,  in  a  tone  still  louder 
than  the  notes  of  his  sentinel ;  and  retreating  pace  by  pace,  with  an 
air  of  indifference,  as  if  his  only  purpose  had  been  to  breathe  a  little 
fresh  air,  he  shut  the  door  in  tJie  face  of  his  guard,  when  the  fellow 
had  approached  within  a  few  paces  of  him. 

It  is  very  well,  thought  the  Bitt-master  to  himself ;  he  annuls  my 
parole  by  putting  guards  upon  me,  for,  as  we  used  to  say  at  Mareschal* 
College,  fiixi  et  fid/iwia  guMt  relativa;*  and  if  he  does  not  trost  my 
wordy  I  do  not  see  how  I  am  bound  to  keep  it,  if  any  motive  should 
occur  for  my  desiring  to  depart  from  it.  Surely  the  moral  obligation 
of  the  parole  is  relaxed,  in  as  far  as  physical  force  is  substituted 
instead  thereof. 

Thus  comforting  himself  in  the  metaphysical  immunities  which 
he  deduced  from  the  vigilance  of  his  sentinel,  Bitt-master  Dalgetty 
retired  to  his  apartment,  where,  amid  the  theoretical  calculations  of 
tactics,  and  the  occasional  more  practical  attacks  on  the  flask  and 
pasty,  he  consumed  the  evening  until  it  was  time  to  go  to  repoee. 
He  was  summoned  by  Lorimer  at  break  of  day,  who  gave  him  to 
understand  that,  when  he  had  broken  his  fast,  for  which  he  produced 
ample  materials,  his  guide  and  horse  were  in  attendance  for  hia 
journey  to  Inverary.  After  complying  with  the  hospitable  hint  of 
the  chamberlain,  the  soldier  proceeded  to  take  horse.  In  passing 
through  the  apartments,  he  observed  that  domestics  were  busily 
employed  in  hanging  the  great  hall  with  black  cloth,  a  ceremony 
which,  he  said,  he  had  seen  practised  when  the  immortal  Gustavua 
Adolphus  lay  in  state  in  the  Castle  of  Wolgast,  and  which  thereforai 
he  opined,  was  a  testimonial  of  the  strictest  mourning. 

When  Dalgetty  mounted  his  steed,  he  found  himself  attended,  or 
perhaps  guarded,  by  Ave  or  six  Campbells,  weU  armed,  commanded 
bf  one  who,  from  the  target  at  his  shoulder,  and  the  short  cock's 


A  LB6BND  OF  MOKTROSE.  399 

feather  in  his  bonnet^  as  well  as  firom  the  state  which  he  took  upon 
himself,  elaimed  the  rank  of  a  Danniewassel,  or  clansman  of  superior 
rank;  and  indeed,  from  his  dignity  of  4eportment,  could  not  stand 
in  a  more  distant  degree  of  relationship  to  Sir  Duncan  than  that  of 
tenth  or  twelfth  cousin  at  farthest.  But  it  was  impossible  to  extract 
positiye  information  on  this  or  any  other  subject,  inasmuch  as  neither 
this  commander  nor  any  of  his  party  spoke  English.  The  Captain 
rod6|  and  his  military  attendants  walked ;  but  such  was  their  activity, 
and  so  numerous  the  impediments  which  the  nature  of  the  road 
presented  to  the  equestrian  mode  of  travelling,  that,  far  from  being 
retarded  by  the  slowness  of  their  pace,  his  difficulty  was  rather  in 
keeping  up  with  his  guides.  He  observed  that  they  occasionally 
watched  him  with  a  sharp  eye,  as  if  they  were  jealous  of  some  effort 
to  escape ;  and  once,  as  he  lingered  behind  at  crossing  a  brook,  one 
of  the  gillies  began  to  blow  the  match  of  his  piece,  giving  him  to 
understand  that  he  would  run  some  risk  in  case  of  an  attempt  to 
part  company.  Dalgetty  did  not  augur  much  good  from  the  close 
watch  thus  maintained  upon  his  person ;  but  there  was  no  remedy, 
for  an  attempt  to  escape  from  his  attendants  in  an  impervious  and 
unknown  country  would  have  been  little  short  of  insanity.  He 
therefore  plodded  patiently  on  through  a  waste  and  savage  wilder- 
ness, treading  paths  which  were  only  known  to  the  shepherds  and 
cattle-drivers,  and  passing  with  much  more  of  discomfort  than 
satisfetction  many  of  those  sublime  combinations  of  mountainous 
scenery  which  now  draw  visitors  from  every  comer  of  England  to 
feast  their  eyes  upon  Highland  grandeur,  and  mortify  their  palates 
upon  Highlimd  fare. 

At  length  they  arrived  on  the  southern  verge  of  that  noble  lake 
upon  which  Inverary  is  situated ;  and  a  bugle,  which  the  Dunnie- 
wassel  winded  till  rock  and  greenwood  rang,  served  as  a  signal  to  a 
well-manned  galley,  which,  starting  from  a  creek  where  it  lay  con- 
cealed, received  the  party  on  board,  including  Gustavus;  which 
sagacious  quadruped,  an  experienced  traveller  both  by  water  and 
land,  walked  in  and  out  of  the  boat  with  the  discretion  of  a 
Christian. 

Embarked  on  the  bosom  of  Loch  Fine,  Captain  Dalgetty  might 
have  admired  one  of  the  grandest  scenes  which  nature  affords.  He 
might  have  noticed  the  rival  rivers  Aiay  and  Shiray,  which  pay 
tribute  to  the  lake,  each  issuing  from  its  own  dark  and  wooded 
retreat.  He  might  have  marked,  on  the  soft  and  gentle  slope  that 
ascends  from  the  shores,  the  noble  old  Gothic  castle,  with  its  varied 
outline,  embattled  walls,  towers,  and  outer  and  inner  courts,  which, 
so  far  as  the  picturesque  is  concerned,  presented  qai  ^s^^  ^ssf^Ook. 
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more  striking  than  the  present  massive  and  uniiorm  mansion.  He 
might  have  admired  those  dark  woods  which  for  many  a  mile 
surrounded  this  strong  and  princely  dwelling,  and  his  eye  might 
have  dwelt  on  the  picturesque  peak  of  Duniquoich,  starting  abruptly 
from  the  lake,  and  raising  its  scathed  brow  into  the  mists  of  middle 
sky,  while  a  solitary  watch-tower,  perched  on  its  top  like  an  eagk^a 
nest,  gave  dignity  to  the  scene  by  awakening  a  sense  of  possible 
danger.  All  these,  and  every  other  accompaniment  of  this  noble 
scene,  Captain  Dalgetty  might  have  marked,  if  he  had  been  bo 
minded.  But  to  confess  the  truth,  the  gallant  Captain,  who  had 
eaten  nothing  since  daybreak,  was  chiefly  interested  by  the  smoke 
which  ascended  from  the  castle  chimneys,  and  the  expectations  which 
this  seemed  to  warrant  of  his  encountering  an  abundant  stock  of 
provant,  as  he  was  wont  to  call  supplies  of  this  nature. 

The  boat  soon  approached  the  rugged  pier,  which  abutted  into  the 
loch  from  the  little  town  of  Inverary,  then  a  rude  assemblage  of  hats, 
with  a  very  few  stone  mansions  interspersed,  stretching  upwards 
from  the  banks  of  Loch  Fine  to  the  principal  gate  of  the  casUe^ 
before  which  a  scene  presented  itself  that  might  easily  have  quelled  a 
less  stout  heart  and  turned  a  more  delicate  stomach  than  those  of 
Bitt-master  Dugald  Dalgetty,  titular  of  Brumthwacket. 
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For  close  designs  and  crooked  connsels  fit, 

Sagacious,  bold,  and  turbulent  of  wit. 

Restless,  unfiz'd  in  principle  and  place, 

In  power  unpleased,  impatient  in  disgrace. 

Absalom  and  AehdtqpheL 
The  village  of  Inverary,  now  a  neat  country  town,  then  partook  of 
the  rudeness  of  the  seventeenth  century,  in  the  miserable  appearance 
of  the  houses,  and  the  irregularity  of  the  unpaved  street.  But  a 
stronger  and  more  terrible  characteristic  of  the  period  appeared  in 
the  market-place,  which  was  a  space  of  irregular  width,  half-way 
betwixt  the  harbour,  or  pier,  and  the  frowning  castle-gate,  which 
terminated,  with  its  gloomy  archway,  portcullis,  and  flankers,  the 
upper  end  of  the  vista.  Midway  this  space  was  erected  a  rude  gibbet, 
on  which  hung  Ave  dead  bodies,  two  oi  which  from  their  dress  seemed 
to  have  been  Lowlanders,  and  the  other  three  corpses  were  muffled 
in  their  Highland  plaids.  Two  or  three  women  sat  under  the  gallows, 
who  seemed  to  be  mourning  and  singing  the  coronach  of  the  deceased 
in  a  low  voice.    But  the  spectacle  was  apparently  of  too  ordiiiary 
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occurrence  to  have  much  interest  for  the  inhabitants  at  large,  who, 
while  they  thronged  to  look  at  the  military  figure,  the  horse  of  an 
unusual  size,  and  the  burnished  panoply  of  Captain  Dalgetty,  seemed 
to  bestow  no  attention  whatever  on  the  piteous  spectacle  which  their 
own  market-place  afforded. 

The  envoy  of  Montrose  was  not  quite  so  indifferent ;  and,  hearing 
a  word  or  two  of  English  escape  from  a  Highlander  of  decent  appear- 
ance, he  immediately  halted  Qustavus  and  addressed  him.  *'  The 
Provost-Marshal  has  been  busy  here,  my  friend.  May  I  crave  of  you 
what  these  delinquents  have  been  justified  for  1" 

He  looked  towards  the  gibbet  as  he  spoke ;  and  the  Gael,  compre- 
hending his  meaning  rather  by  his  action  than  his  words,  immediately 
replied,  **  Three  gentlemen  caterans — God  sain  them  "  (crossing  him- 
self)— "  twa  Sassenach  bits  o'  bodies  that  wadna  do  something  that 
M*Callum  More  bade  them ;"  and  turning  from  Dalgetty  with  an  air 
of  indifference,  away  he  walked,  staying  no  farther  question. 

Dalgetty  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  proceeded,  for  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell's  tenth  or  twelfth  cousin  had  already  shown  br^me  signs 
of  impatience. 

At  the  gate  of  the  castle  another  terrible  spectacle  of  feudal  power 
awaited  him.  Within  a  stockade  or  palisado,  which  seemed  lately 
to  have  been  addepL  to  the  defences  of  the  gate^  and  which  was  pro- 
tected by  two  pieces  of  light  artillery,  was  a  small  enclosure,  where 
stood  a  huge  block,  on  which  lay  an  axe.  Both  were  smeared  with 
recent  blood,  and  a  quantity  of  saw-dust,  strewed  around,  partly 
retained  and  partly  obliterated  the  marks  of  a  very  late  execu- 
tion. 

As  Dalgetty  looked  on  this  new  object  of  terror,  his  principal  guide 
suddenly  twitched  him  by  the  skirt  of  his  jerkin,  and  having  thus 
attracted  his  attention,  winked  and  pointed  with  his  finger  to  a  pole 
fixed  on  the  stockade,  which  supported  a  human  head,  being  that, 
doubtless,  of  the  late  sufferer.  There  was  a  leer  on  the  Highlander's 
face,  as  he  pointed  to  this  ghastly  spectacle,  which  seemed  to  his 
fellow-traveller  ominous  of  nothing  good. 

Dalgetty  dismounted  from  his  horse  at  the  gateway,  and  Gustavus 
was  taken  from  him  without  his  being  permitted  to  attend  him  to 
the  stable,  according  to  his  custom. 

This  gave  the  soldier  a  pang  which  the  apparatus  of  death  had  not 
conveyed.  **Poor  Gustavus  I"  said  he  to  himself,  "if  anything  but 
good  happens  to  me,  I  had  better  have  left  him  at  Darnlinvarach 
than  brought  him  here  among  these  Highland  salvages,  who  scarce 
know  the  head  of  a  horse  horn  his  tail.  But  duty  must  part  a  man 
from  his  nearest  and  dearest — 
2o 
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**  When  the  cannons  are  roaring,  lads,  and  the  colours  are  flying, 
The  lads  that  seek  honour  most  never  fear  dying; 
Then,  stout  cavalierst  let  us  toil  our  brare  trade  in, 
And  fight  for  the  Gk)8pel  and  the  bold  King  of  Sweden. " 

Thus  silencing  his  apprehensions  with  the  butt-end  of  a  military 
ballad,  he  followed  his  guide  into  a  sort  of  guard-room  filled  with 
armed  Highlanders.  It  was  intimated  to  him  that  he  must  remain 
here  until  his  arrival  was  conmiunicated  to  the  Marquis.  To  make 
this  communication  the  more  intelligible,  the  doughty  Captain  gave 
to  the  Dunuiewassel  Sir  Duncan  Campbell's  packet,  desiring,  as  well 
as  he  could,  by  signs,  that  it  should  be  delivered  into  the  Marquis's 
own  hand.    His  guide  nodded,  and  withdrew. 

The  Captain  was  left  about  half-an-hour  in  this  place,  to  endure 
with  indifference,  or  return  with  scorn,  the  inquisitive,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  the  inimical  glances  of  the  armed  Gael,  to  whom  his 
exterior  and  equip^e  were  as  much  subject  of  curiosity  as  his  person 
and  country  seemed  matter  of  dislike.  All  this  he  bore  with  military 
nonchalance,  until,  at  the  expiration  of  the  above  period,  a  person 
dressed  in  black  velvet,  and  wearing  a  gold  chain  like  a  modem 
magistrate  of  Edinburgh,  but  who  was,  in  fact,  steward  of  the  house- 
hold of  the  Marquis  of  Argyle,  entered  the  apartment,  and  invited, 
with  solenm  gravity,  the  Captain  to  follow  him  to  his  master's 
presence. 

The  suite  of  apartments  through  which  he  passed  were  filled  with 
attendants  or  visitors  of  various  descriptions,  disposed,  perhaps,  with 
some  ostentation,  in  order  to  impress  the  envoy  of  Montrose  with  an 
idea  of  the  superior  power  and  magnificence  belonging  to  the  rival 
house  of  Argyle.  One  anteroom  wad  filled  with  lacqueys,  arrayed  in 
brown  and  yellow,  the  colours  of  the  family,  who,  ranged  in  double 
file,  gazed  in  silence  upon  Captain  Dalgetty  as  he  passed  betwixt 
their  ranks.  Another  was  occupied  by  Highland  gentlemen  and 
chiefs  of  small  branches,  who  were  amusing  themselves  with  chess, 
backgammon,  and  other  games,  which  they  scarce  intermitted  to  gaze 
with  curiosity  upon  the  stranger.  A  third  was  filled  with  Lowland 
gentlemen  and  officers,  who  seemed  also  in  attendance :  and,  lastly, 
the  presence-chamber  of  the  Marquis  himself  showed  him  attended 
by  a  levee  which  marked  his  high  importance. 

This  apartment,  the  folding  doors  of  which  were  opened  for  the 
reception  of  Captain  Dalgetty,  was  a  long  gallery,  decorated  with 
tapestry  and  family  portraits,  and  having  a  vaulted  ceiling  of  open 
wood-work,  the  extreme  projection  of  the  beams  being  richly  carved 
and  gilded.  The  gallery  was  lighted  by  long  lanceolated  Gk>thie 
casemente,  divided  by  heavy  shafts,  and  filled  with  painted  glass. 
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where  the  sunbeams  glimmered  dimly  through  boars'-heads,  aud 
galleys,  and  batons,  and  swords,  armorial  bearings  of  the  powerful 
house  of  Argyle,  and  emblems  of  the  high  hereditary  offices  of 
Justiciary  of  Scotland,  and  Master  of  the  Boyal  Household,  which 
they  long  enjoyed.  At  the  upper  end  of  this  magnificent  gallery 
stood  the  Marquis  himself,  the  centre  of  a  splendid  circle  of  High- 
land and  Lowland  gentlemen,  all  richly  dressed,  among  whom  were 
two  or  three  of  the  clergy,  called  in,  perhaps,  to  be  witnesses  of  his 
lordship's  zeal  for  the  Covenant. 

The  Marquis  himself  was  dressed  in  the  fashion  of  the  period, 
which  Vandyke  has  so  often  painted ;  but  his  habit  was  sober  and 
uniform  in  colour,  and  rather  rich  than  gay.  His  dark  complexion, 
furrowed  forehead,  and  downcast  look,  gave  him  the  appearance  of 
one  frequently  engaged  in  the  consideration  of  important  afMrs,  and 
who  has  acquired,  by  long  habit,  an  air  of  gravity  and  mystery, 
which  he  cannot  shake  off  even  where  there  is  nothing  to  be  con- 
cealed. The  cast  with  his  eyes,  which  had  procured  him  in  the 
Highlands  the  nick-name  of  Gillespie  Grumach  (or  the  grim)  was 
less  perceptible  when  he  looked  downward,  which  perhaps  was  one 
cause  of  his  having  adopted  that  habit.  In  person  he  was  tall  and 
thin,  but  not  without  that  dignity  of  deportment  and  manners  which 
became  his  high  rank.  Something  there  was  cold  in  his  address,  and 
sinister  in  his  look,  although  he  spoke  and  behaved  with  the  usual 
grace  of  a  man  of  such  quality.  He  was  adored  by  his  own  clan, 
whose  advancement  he  had  greatly  studied,  although  he  was  in  pro^ 
portion  disliked  by  the  Highlanders  of  other  septs,  some  of  whom  he 
had  already  stripped  of  their  possessions,  while  others  conceived 
themselves  in  danger  from  his  future  schemes,  and  all  dreaded  the 
height  to  which  he  was  elevated. 

We  have  already  noticed  that  in  displaying  himself  amidst  his 
coimcillors,  his  officers  of  the  household,  and  his  train  of  vassals, 
allies,  and  dependants,  the  Marquis  of  Argyle  probably  wished  to 
make  an  impression  on  the  nervous  system  of  Captain  Dugald 
Dalgetty.  But  that  doughty  person  had  fought  his  way,  in  one 
department  or  another,  through  the  greater  part  of  the  Thirty  Tears 
War  in  Gtermany,  a  period  when  a  brave  and  successful  soldier  was  a 
companion  for  princes.  The  King  of  Sweden,  and,  after  his  example, 
even  the  haughty  Princes  of  the  Empire,  had  found  themselves  feiin, 
frequently,  to  compound  with  their  dignity,  and  silence,  when  they 
could  not  satisfy,  the  pecuniary  claims  of  their  soldiers,  by  admitting 
them  to  unusual  privileges  and  fiimiliarity.  Captain  Dugald  Dalgetty 
had  it  to  boast  that  he  had  sat  with  princes  at  feasts  made  for 
monarchs,  and  therefore  was  not  a  person  to  be  biO'^\M^  «^«cl\s^ 
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the  dignity  which  surrounded  M'Callum  More.  Indeed  he  was 
naturally  by  no  means  the  most  modest  man  in  the  world,  but,  on 
the  contrary,  had  so  good  an  opinion  of  himself,  that  into  whatever 
company  he  chanced  to  be  thrown,  he  was  always  proportionally 
elevated  in  his  own  conceit ;  so  that  he  felt  at  much  at  ease  in  the 
most  exalted  society  as  among  his  own  ordinary  companions.  In 
this  high  opinion  of  his  own  rank,  he  was  greatly  fortified  by  his 
ideas  of  the  military  profession,  which,  in  his  phrase,  made  a  valiant 
cavalier  a  camarado  to  an  emperor. 

When  introduced,  therefore,  into  the  Marquis's  presence-chamber, 
he  advanced  to  the  upper  end  with  an  air  of  more  confidence  than 
grace,  and  would  have  gone  close  up  to  Argyle's  person  before 
speaking,  had  not  the  latter  waved  his  hand,  as  a  signal  to  him  to 
stop  short.  Captain  Dalgetty  did  so  accordingly,  and  having  made 
his  military  congee  with  easy  confidence,  he  thus  accosted  the 
Marquis — **  Give  you  good-morrow,  my  lord — or  rather  I  should  say, 
good-even ;  Bmo  a  usted  los  momoSf  as  the  Spaniard  says.'' 

''Who  are  you,  sir,  and  what  is  your  business?"  demanded  the 
Marquis,  in  a  tone  which  was  intended  to  interrupt  the  offensive 
^familiarity  of  the  soldier. 

'*  That  is  a  fedr  interrogative,  my  lord,"  answered  Dalgetty,  ''  which 
I  shall  forthwith  answer  as  becomes  a  cavalier,  and  that  ff^emptorief 
as  we  used  to  say  at  Mareschal-College." 

"See  who  or  what  he  is,  Neil,"  said  the  Marquis  sternly,  to  a 
gentleman  who  stood  near  him. 

'*  1  will  save  the  honourable  gentleman  the  labour  of  investigation," 
continued  the  Captain.  **  1  am  Dugald  Dalgetty,  of  Drumthwaoket, 
that  should  be,  late  Bitt-master  in  various  services,  and  now  Major 
of  I  know  not  what  or  whose  regiment  of  Irishes ;  and  I  am  come 
with  a  flag  of  truce  from  a  high  and  powerful  lord,  James  Earl  of 
Montrose,  and  other  noble  persons  now  in  arms  for  his  Majesty. 
And  so,  Qod  save  King  Charles  !" 

«  Do  you  know  where  you  are,  and  the  danger  of  dallying  with  us, 
sir,"  again  demanded  the  Marquis,  **  that  you  reply  to  me  as  if  I  were 
a  child  or  a  fool  1  The  Earl  of  Montrose  is  with  the  English  malig- 
nants ;  and  I  suspect  you  are  one  of  those  Irish  runagates  who  are 
come  into  this  country  to  bum  and  slay,  as  they  did  under  Sir 
PheHm  O'Neale." 

«  My  lord,"  replied  Captain  Dalgetty,  ''  I  am  no  renegade,  though 
a  Major  of  Irishes,  for  which  I  might  refer  your  lordship  to  the 
invincible  Qustavus  Adolphus  the  Lion  of  the  North,  to  Bannier,  to 
Oxenstiem,  to  the  warlike  Duke  of  Saxe- Weimar,  Tilly,  Wallenstein, 
Pi^colomini,  and  other  great  captains,  both  dead  and  living;  and, 
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toucliing  the  noble  Earl  of  Montrose,  I  pray  your  lorcUhip  to  peruse 
these  my  full  powers  for  treating  with  you  in  the  name  of  that  right 
honourable  commander.'' 

The  Marquis  looked  slightingly  at  the  signed  and  sealed  paper 
which  Captain  Dalgetty  handed  to  him,  and,  throwing  it  with  con- 
tempt upon  a  table,  asked  those  around  him  what  he  deserved  who 
came  as  the  avowed  envoy  and  agent  of  malignant  traitors  in  arms 
against  the  state  ] 

*^  A  high  gallows  and  a  short  shrift,"  was  the  ready  answer  of  one 
of  the  bystanders. 

"  I  will  crave  of  that  honourable  cavalier  who  hath  last  spoken," 
said  Dalgetty,  '^  to  be  less  hasty  in  forming  his  conclusions,  and  also 
of  your  lordship  to  be  cautelous  in  adopting  the  same,  in  respect  such 
threats  are  to  be  held  out  only  to  base  bisognos,  and  not  to  men  of 
spirit  and  action,  who  are  bound  to  peril  themselves  as  freely  in 
services  of  this  nature  as  upon  sieges,  battles,  or  onslaughts  of  any 
sort  And  albeit  I  have  not  with  me  a  trumpet,  or  a  white  flag,  in 
respect  our  army  is  not  yet  equipped  with  its  full  appointments,  yet 
the  honourable  cavaliers  and  your  lordship  must  concede  unto  me 
that  the  sanctity  of  an  envoy,  who  cometh  on  matter  of  truce  or 
parley,  consisteth  not  in  the  femfare  of  a  trumpet,  whilk  is  but  a 
sound,  or  in  the  flap  of  a  white  flag,  whilk  is  but  an  old  rag  in  itself, 
but  in  the  confidence  reposed  by  the  party  sending  and  the  party 
sent  in  the  honour  of  those  to  whom  the  message  is  to  be  carried, 
and  their  full  reliance  that  they  will  respect  the^'i^  gentiwrn^  as  weel 
as  the  law  of  arms,  in  the  person  of  the  commissionate." 

''You  are  not  come  hither  to  lecture  us  upon  the  law  of  arms, 
sir,''  said  the  Marquis,  **  which  neither  does  nor  can  apply  to  rebels 
and  insurgents;  but  to  suffer  the  penalty  of  your  insolence  and 
folly  for  bringing  a  traitorous  message  to  the  Lord  Justice  Qeneral  of 
Scotland,  whose  duty  calls  upon  him  to  punish  such  an  offence  with 
death." 

^  Qentlemen,"  said  the  Captain,  who  began  much  to  dislike  the 
tarn  which  his  mission  seemed  about  to  take,  ''I  pray  you  to 
remember  that  the  Earl  of  Montrose  will  hold  you  and  your  pos- 
sessions liable  for  whatever  injury  my  person  or  my  horse  shall 
sustain  by  these  unseemly  proceedings,  and  that  he  will  be  justified 
in  executing  retributive  vengeance  on  your  persons  and  possessions." 

This  menace  was  received  with  a  scornful  laugh,  while  one  of  the 
Campbells  replied,  '^  It  is  a  far  cry  to  Lochow ;"  a  proverbial  expres- 
sion of  the  tribe,  meaning  that  their  ancient  hereditary  domains  lay 
beyond  the  reach  of  an  invading  enemy.  '^  But,  gentlemen,"  farther 
urged  the  unfortunate  Captain,  who  iraft  9aMill|My|[|JMrt^ 
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without  at  least  the  benefit  of  a  fall  hearing,  ^  although  it  is  not 
for  me  to  say  how  far  it  may  be  to  Loohow,  in  respect  I  am  a 
stranger  to  these  parts,  yet,  what  is  more  to  the  purpose,  I  trust 
you  will  admit  that  I  have  the  guarantee  of  an  honourable  gentle- 
man of  your  own  name,  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  of  Ardenvohr,  for  my 
safety  on  this  mission ;  and  I  pray  you  to  observe,  that  in  breaking 
the  truce  towards  me,  you  will  highly  prejudicate  his  honour  and 
fair  fEune." 

This  seemed  to  be  new  information  to  many  of  the  gentlemen,  for 
they  spoke  aside  with  each  other,  and  the  Marquis's  face,  notwith- 
standing his  power  of  suppressing  all  external  signs  of  his  passions, 
showed  impatience  and  vexation. 

''Does  Sir  Duncan  of  Ardenvohr  pledge  his  honour  for  this 
person's  safety,  my  lord  ]"  said  one  of  the  company,  addressing  the 
Marquis. 

**  I  do  not  believe  it,"  answered  the  Marquis ;  **  but  I  have  not  yet 
had  time  to  read  his  letter*" 

*'We  will  pray  your  lordship  to  do  so,"  said  another  of  the 
Campbells ;  ''  our  name  must  not  suffer  discredit  through  the  means 
of  such  a  fellow  as  this." 

"A  dead  fly,"  said  a  clergyman,  ^'maketh  the  ointment  of  the 
apothecary  to  stink." 

''  Eeverend  sir,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty,  **  ia  respect  of  the  use  to  be 
derived,  I  forgive  you  the  unsavouriness  of  your  comparison ;  and 
also  remit  to  the  gentleman  in  the  red  bonnet  the  disparaging  epithet 
otfelloWf  which  he  has  discourteously  applied  to  me,  who  am  no  way 
to  be  distinguished  by  the  same,  unless  in  so  far  as  I  have  been  called 
fellow-soldier  by  the  great  Guatavus  Adolphus,  the  Lion  of  the  North, 
and  other  choice  commanders,  both  in  Germany  and  the  Low  Coun- 
tries. But,  touching  Sir  Duncan  Campbell's  guarantee  of  my  aafetf, 
I  will  gage  my  life  upon  his  making  my  words  good  thereanent  when 
he  comes  hither  to-morrow." 

"  If  Sir  Duncan  be  soon  expected,  my  lord,"  said  one  of  the 
intercessors,  ''it  would  be  a  pity  to  anticipate  matters  with  this 
poor  man." 

"Besides  that,"  said  another,  "your  lordship — I  speak  with  rever- 
ence— should  at  least  consult  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr's  letter,  and 
learn  the  terms  on  which  this  Major  Dalgetty,  as  he  calls  himseli^ 
has  been  sent  hither  by  him," 

They  closed  around  the  Marquis,  and  conversed  together  in  a  low 

tone,  both  in  Gaelic  and  English.    The  patriarchal  power  of  the 

Chie£s  was  very  great,  and  that  of  the  Marquis  of  Argyle,  armed  with 

sUl  hia  grants  of  hereditary  ^uxiidictLon^  was  particularly  absolute. 
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Bat  there  iuteiferes  some  check  of  one  kind  or  otber  even  in  the 
most  despotic  govenunent  That  which  mitigated  the  power  of  the 
Celtic  Chiefs  was  the  ueceasitj  which  thej  laj  under  of  conciliatinf; 
the  kinemen,  who,  under  them,  led  out  the  lower  orders  to  battle,  end 
who  formed  a  sort  of  council  of  the  tribe  in  time  of  peace.  The 
Marquis  on  this  occasion  thought  himself  nnder  the  neceasity  of 
attending  to  the  remonBtrsnees  of  this  senate,  or  more  properly 
CovTOuUcn,  of  the  name  of  Campbell,  and,  slipping  out  of  the  circle, 
gave  orders  far  the  posonei  to  be  removed  to  a  plaoa  of  secnntj. 

"Priaonat  1"  axclaimed  Dalgetty,  exerting  himself  with  sneh  force 
as  well-nigh  to  shake  off  two  EighlanderH,  who  for  some  minutes 
post  had  waited  the  signal  to  seize  him,  and  kept  for  that  purpose 
close  at  his  back.  Indeed  the  soldier  had  so  nearly  attained  bia 
liberty  that  the  Marquis  of  Argyle  changed  colour,  and  stepped  back 


two  pftcea,  laying,  however,  his  hand  on  hia  sword,  while  eevoral  of 
bis  clan,  with  ready  devotion,  threw  tbemselvea  betwixt  him  and  the 
apprehended  vengeance  of  the  prisoner.  But  the  Highland  guards 
were  too  strong  to  be  shaken  off,  and  the  unlucky  Captain,  after 
having  had  hia  offensive  weapons  takeu  from  him,  was  dragged  off  and 
conducted  throu^  several  gloomy  passages  to  a  small  side-dooi  grated 
with  iron,  within  which  was  another  of  wood.  Theee  were  opened 
by  a  grim  old  Highlander  with  a  long  white  beard,  and  displayed  a 
very  steep  and  narrow  flight  of  steps  leading  downward.  The 
Captain's  guards  poshed  him  down  two  or  three  steps,  then,  uoloosing 
his  arma,  left  liiiD.  to  grope  hia  way  to  the  bottom  as  he  could ;  a 
task  which  became  difficult,  and  even  dangerons,  when  the  two  doors 
being  succesaively  locked  left  the  prisoner  in  total  daik&KWk>         .  ^^ 
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CHAPTER    XIII. 

Whatever  stranger  visits  here, 

We  pity  his  sad  case, 
Unless  to  worship  he  draw  near 

The  King  of  E^ngs — ^his  Grace. 

BuBNS's  Epigram,  on  a  Visit  to  Inverary, 

The  Captain,  finding  himself  deprived  of  light  in  the  manner  we 
have  described,  and  placed  in  a  very  uncertain  situation,  proceeded 
to  descend  the  narrow  and  broken  stair  with  all  the  caution  in  his 
power,  hoping  that  he  might  find  at  the  bottom  some  place  to  repose 
himself.  But  with  all  his  care  he  could  not  finally  avoid  making  a 
false  step,  which  brought  him  down  the  four  or  five  last  steps  too 
hastily  to  preserve  his  equilibrium.  At  the  bottom  he  stumbled 
over  a  bundle  of  something  soft,  which  stirred  and  uttered  a  groan, 
80  deranging  the  Captain's  descent  that  he  floundered  forward,  and 
finally  fell  upon  his  hands  and  knees  on  the  fioor  of  a  damp  and 
stone-paved  dungeon. 

When  Dalgetty  had  recovered,  his  first  demand  was  to  know  over 
whom  he  had  stumbled. 

*'  He  was  a  man  a  month  since,"  answered  a  hollow  and  broken 
voice. 

*' And  what  is  he  now,  then,''  said  Dalgetty,  ^Hhat  he  thinks  it  fitting 
to  lie  upon  the  lowest  step  of  the  stairs,  and  clew'd  up  like  a  hurchin, 
that  honourable  cavaliers  who  chance  to  be  in  trouble  may  break 
their  noses  over  him]" 

''What  is  he  now?"  replied  the  same  voice;  ''he  is  a  wretched 
trunk,  from  which  the  boughs  have  one  by  one  been  lopped  away, 
and  which  cares  little  how  soon  it  is  torn  up  and  hewed  into  billets 
for  the  furnace." 

"  Friend,"  said  Dalgetty,  "  I  am  sorry  for  you ;  but  patiffnaa,  as 
the  Spaniard  says.  If  you  had  but  been  as  quiet  as  a  log,  as  you 
call  yourself,  I  should  have  saved  some  excoriations  on  my  hands 
and  knees." 

"  You  are  a  soldier,"  replied  his  fellow-prisoner ;  **  do  you  complain 
on  account  of  a  fall  for  which  a  boy  would  not  bemoan  himself?" 

*'A  soldier?"  said  the  Captain;  ''and  how  do  you  know,  in  this 
cursed  dark  cavern,  that  I  am  a  soldier?" 

"  I  heard  your  armour  clash  as  you  fell,"  replied  the  prisoner, 
"and  now  I  see  it  glimmer.  When  you  have  remained  as  long  as  I 
in  this  darkness,  your  eyes  will  distinguish  the  smallest  eft  that  crawls 
OD  the  Root," 
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'<  I  had  rather  the  devil  picked  them  out !"  said  Dalgetty ;  *'  if  this 
be  the  case,  I  shall  wish  for  a  short  tarn  of  the  rope,  a  soldier's 
prayer,  and  a  leap  from  a  ladder.  But  what  sort  of  provant  have  you 
got  here — what  food,  I  mean,  brother  in  affliction?'' 

'*  Bread  and  water  once  a-day,"  replied  the  voice. 

"  Prithee,  friend,  let  me  taste  your  loaf,"  said  Dalgetty ;  "  I  hope 
we  shall  play  good  comrades  while  we  dwell  together  in  this  abomin- 
able pit" 

**  The  loaf  and  jar  of  water,"  answered  the  other  prisoner,  ^  stand 
in  the  comer,  two  steps  to  your  right  hand.  Take  them,  and  welcome. 
With  earthly  food  I  have  well-nigh  done." 

Dalgetty  did  not  wait  for  a  second  invitation,  but,  groping  out 
the  provisions,  began  to  munch  at  the  stale  black  oaten  loaf  with 
as  much  heartiness  as  we  have  seen  him  play  his  part  at  better 
viands." 

*^  This  bread,"  he  said,  muttering  (with  his  mouth  full  at  the  same 
time),  *'  is  not  very  savoury ;  nevertheless,  it  is  not  much  worse  than 
that  which  we  ate  at  the  famous  leaguer  at  Werben,  where  the 
valorous  Gustavus  foiled  all  the  efforts  of  the  celebrated  Tilly,  that 
terrible  old  hero,  who  had  driven  two  kings  out  of  the  field — namely, 
Ferdinand  of  Bohemia  and  Christian  of  Denmark.  And  anent  this 
water,  which  is  none  of  the  most  sweet,  I  drink  in  the  same  to  your 
speedy  deliverance,  comrade,  not  forgetting  mine  own,  and  devoutly 
wishing  it  were  Bhenish  wine,  or  humming  Lubeck  beer,  at  the 
least,  were  it  but  in  honour  of  the  pledge." 

While  Dalgetty  ran  on  in  this  way,  his  teeth  kept  time  with  his 
tongue,  and  he  speedily  finished  the  provisions  which  the  benevolence 
or  indifference  of  his  companion  in  misfortune  had  abandoned  to  his 
voracity.  When  this  task  was  accomplished,  he  wrapped  himself  in 
his  cloak,  and  seating  himself  in  a  comer  of  the  dungeon  in  which 
he  could  obtain  a  support  on  each  side  (for  he  had  always  been  an 
admirer  of  elbow-chairs,  he  remarked,  even  from  his  youth  upward), 
he  began  to  question  his  fellow-captive. 

'*  Mine  honest  friend,"  said  he,  **  you  and  I,  being  comrades  at  bed 
and  board,  should  be  better  acquainted.  I  am  Dugald  Dalgetty  of 
Drumthwacket,  and  so  forth,  Major  in  a  regiment  of  loyal  Irishes, 
and  Envoy  Extraordinary  of  a  High  and  Mighty  Lord,  James,  Earl 
of  Montrose.    Pray,  what  may  your  name  be  ?" 

"  It  will  avail  you  .little  to  know,"  replied  his  more  taciturn 
companion. 

*'  Let  me  judge  of  that  matter,"  answered  the  soldier. 

''Well,  then — Banald  MacEagh  is  my  name-^that  is,  Banald 
Son  of  the  Mist" 
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*'  Son  of  the  Mist !''  ejaculated  Dalgetty.  *^  Son  of  utter  darkness, 
say  L  But,  Banald,  since  that  is  your  name,  how  came  you  in 
possession  of  the  provost's  court  of  guard  1  what  the  devil  brought 
you  here,  that  is  to  say  ?" 

'^  My  misfortunes  and  my  crimes,''  answered  Banald.  "  Know  ye 
the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr  V 

"  I  do  know  that  honourable  person,"  replied  Dalgetty. 

*'  But  know  ye  where  he  now  is  V*  replied  Banald. 

'^ Fasting  thia  day  at  Ardenvohr,'^  answered  the  Envoy,  ''that 
he  may  feast  to-morrow  at  Inverary;  in  which  last  purpose  if  he 
chance  to  fail,  my  lease  of  human  service  will  be  something  pre- 


carious." 


"  Then  let  him  know  one  claims  his  intercession  who  is  his  worst 
foe  and  his  best  friend,"  answered  Banald. 

''  Truly  I  shall  desire  to  carry  a  less  questionable  message,"  answered 
Dalgetty.  **  Sir  Duncan  is  not  a  person  to  play  at  reading  riddles 
with." 

''  Craven  Saxon,"  said  the  prisoner,  ''tell  him  I  am  the  raven  that, 
fifteen  years  since,  stooped  on  his  tower  of  strength  and  the  pledges 
he  had  left  there — I  am  the  hunter  that  found  out  the  wolf's  den  on 
the  rock,  and  destroyed  his  offspring — I  am  the  leader  of  the  band 
which  surprised  Ardenvohr  yesterday  was  fifteen  years,  and  gave  his 
four  children  to  the  sword." 

"  Truly,  my  honest  firiend,"  said  Dalgetty,  '^  if  that  is  your  best 
recommendation  to  Sir  Duncan's  favour,  I  would  pretermit  my 
pleading  thereupon,  in  respect  I  have  observed  that  even  the  animal 
creation  are  incensed  against  those  who  intromit  with  their  offspring 
forcibly,  much  more  any  rational  and  Christian  creatures,  who  have 
had  violence  done  upon  their  small  family.  But  I  pray  you  in 
courtesy  to  tell  me  whether  you  assailed  the  castle  from  the  hillock 
called  Drumsnab,  whilk  I  uphold  to  be  the  true  point  of  attack, 
unless  it  were  to  be  protected  by  a  sconce." 

*'  We  ascended  the  cliff  by  ladders  of  withies  or  saplings,"  said  the 
prisoner,  "drawn  up  by  an  accomplice  and  clansman,  who  had 
served  six  months  in  the  castle  to  enjoy  that  one  night  of  unlimited 
vengeance.  -  The  owl  whooped  around  us  as  we  hung  betwixt  heaven 
and  earth ;  the  tide  roared  against  the  foot  of  the  rock,  and  daahed 
asunder  our  skiff,  yet  no  man's  heart  fedled  him.  In  the  morning 
there  was  blood  and  ashes,  where  there  had  been  peace  and  joy  at 
the  sunset." 

"  It  was  a  pretty  camisade,  I  doubt  not,  Banald  MacEagh,  a  very 
sufficient  onslaught,  and  not  unworthily  discharged.  Nevertheless, 
I  wonld  have  pressed  the  house  from   that  Httle  hillock   called 
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Drumanab.  But  yours  ia  a  pretty  irregular  Scythian  fiMhion  of 
warfjure,  Ranald,  much  resembling  that  of  Turks,  Tartars,  and  other 
Asiatic  people.  But  the  reason,  my  friend,  the  cause  of  this  war — 
UUrrvnui  cimsa,  as  I  may  say  I    Deliver  me  that,  Banald«" 

''We  had  been  pushed  at  by  the  M'Aulays,  and  other  western 
tribes,"  said  Banald,  "  till  our  possessions  became  unsafe  for  us." 

*^  Ah  ha !"  said  Dalgetty ;  *^  I  have  faint  remembrance  of  having 
heard  of  that  matter.  Did  you  not  put  bread  and  cheese  into  a 
man's  mouth  when  he  had  never  a  stomach  whereunto  to  transmit 
the  same  V* 

**  You  have  heard,  then,"  said  Banald,  ''the  tale  of  our  revenge  on 
the  haughty  Forester  ?" 

"  I  bethink  me  that  I  have,"  said  Dalgetty,  "  and  that  not  of  an 
old  date.  It  was  a  merry  jest  that  of  cramming  the  bread  into  the 
dead  man's  mouth,  but  somewhat  too  wild  and  salvage  for  civilised 
acceptation,  besides  wasting  the  good  victuals.  I  have  seen,  when  at 
a  siege  or  a  leaguer,  Banald,  a  living  soldier  would  have  been  the 
better,  Banald,  for  that  crust  of  bread  whilk  you  threw  away  on  a 
dead  pow." 

"We  were  attacked  by  Sir  Duncan,"  continued  MacEagh,  ''and 
my  brother  was  slain — his  head  was  withering  on  the  battlements 
which  we  scaled.  I  vowed  revenge,  and  it  is  a  vow  I  have  never 
broken." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  said  Dalgetty ;  "  and  every  thoroughbred  soldier 
will  confess  that  revenge  is  a  sweet  morsel;  but  in  what  manner  this 
story  will  interest  Sir  Duncan  in  your  justification,  unless  it  should 
move  him  to  intercede  with  the  Marquis  to  change  the  manner 
thereof  from  hanging,  or  ^mple  suspension,  to  breaking  your  limbs 
on  the  roue  or  wheel,  with  the  coulter  of  a  plough,  or  otherwise 
putting  you  to  death  by  torture,  surpasses  my  comprehension. 
Were  I  you,  Banald,  I  would  be  for  miskenning  Sir  Duncan,  keep- 
ing my  own  secret,  and  departing  quietly  by  suffocation,  like  your 
ancestors  before  you." 

*'  Yet  hearken,  stranger,"  said  the  Highlander,  "  Sir  Duncan  of 
Ardenvohr  had  four  children.  Three  died  under  our  dirks,  but  the 
fourth  survives ;  and  more  would  he  give  to  dandle  on  his  knee  the 
fourth  child  which  remains  than  to  rack  these  old  bones,  which  care 
little  for  the  utmost  indulgence  of  his  wrath.  One  word,  if  I  list  to 
speak  it,  could  turn  his  day  of  humiliation  and  fasting  into  a  day  of 
thankfulness  and  rejoicing,  and  breaking  of  bread.  Oh,  I  know  it  by 
my  own  heart !  Dearer  to  me  is  the  child  Kenneth,  who  chaseth 
the  butterfly  on  the  banks  of  the  Avon,  than  ten  sons  who  are 
mouldering  in  earth,  or  are  preyed  on  by  the  fowls  of  the  alt%". 
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''I  presume,  Banald,"  continued  Dalgetty,  ''that  tbe  three  pretty 
fellows  whom  I  saw  yonder  in  the  market-place,  strung  up  by  the 
head  like  rizzered  haddocks,  claimed  some  interest  in  you." 

There  was  a  brief  pause  ere  the  Highlander  replied,  in  a  tone  of 
strong  emotion — "  They  were  my  sons,  stranger — they  were  my  sons ! 
— blood  of  my  blood — bone  of  my  bone  ! — ^fleet  of  foot — unerring  in 
aim — unvanquished  by  foemen  till  the  sons  of  Diarmid  overcame 
them  by  numbers !  Why  do  I  wish  to  survive  them  ?  The  old 
trunk  will  less  feel  the  rending  up  of  its  roots  than  it  has  felt  the 
lopping  off  of  its  graceful  boughs.  But  Kenneth  must  be  trained  to 
revenge — the  young  eagle  must  learn  from  the  old  how  to  stoop  on 
his  foes.  I  will  purchase  for  his  sake  my  life  and  my  freedom,  by 
discovering  my  secret  to  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr." 

''You  may  attain  your  end  more  easily/'  said  a  third  voice, 
mingling  in  the  conference,  ''  by  intrusting  it  to  me." 

All  Highlanders  are  superstitious.  "  The  Enemy  of  Mankind  is 
among  us !"  said  Banald  MacEagh,  springing  to  his  feet.  His  chains 
clattered  as  he  rose,  while  he  drew  himself  as  far  as  they  permitted 
from  the  quarter  whence  the  voice  appeared  to  proceed.  His  fear  in 
some  degree  communicated  itself  to  Captain  Dalgetty,  who  began  to 
repeat,  in  a  sort  of  polyglot  gibberish,  all  the  exorcisms  he  had  ever 
heard  of,  without  being  able  to  remember  more  than  a  word  or  two 
of  each. 

'^In  Tbomine  Domini^  as  we  said  at  Mareschal-College — santis- 
sima  madre  di  DioSf  as  the  Spaniard  has  it — alle  guten  geister  loben 
den  Herrriy  saith  the  blessed  Psalmist,  in  Dr.  Luther's  translation " 

**A  truce  with  your  exorcisms,"  said  the  voice  they  had  heard 
before;  ''though  I  come  strangely  among  you,  I  am  mortal  like 
yourselves,  and  my  assistance  may  avail  you  in  your  present  strait, 
if  you  are  not  too  proud  to  be  counselled." 

While  the  stranger  thus  spoke,  he  withdrew  the  shade  of  a  dark 
lantern,  by  whose  feeble  light  Dalgetty  could  only  discern  that  the 
speaker  who  had  thus  mysteriously  united  himself  to  their  company, 
and  mixed  in  their  conversation,  was  a  tall  man,  dressed  in  a 
livery  cloak  of  the  Marquis.  His  first  glance  was  to  his  feet,  but  he 
saw  neither  the  cloven  foot  which  Scottish  legends  assign  to  the 
foul  fiend,  nor  the  horse's  hoof  by  which  he  is  distinguished  in 
Germany.  His  first  inquiry  was,  how  the  stranger  had  come  among 
them? 

"For,"  said  he,  "the  creak  of  these  rusty  bars  would  have  been 
heard  had  the  door  been  made  patent;  and  if  you  passed  through  the 
keyhole,  truly,  sir,  put  what  face  you  will  on  it,  you  are  not  fit  to  be 
enrolled  in  a  regiment  of  living  men." 
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"1  reserve  my  secret,"  answered  the  stranger,  "until  you  shall 
merit  the  discovery  by  communicating  to  me  some  of  yours.  It  may 
be  that  I  shall  be  moved  to  let  you  out  where  I  myself  came  in/' 

''  It  cannot  be  through  the  keyhole,  then,''  said  Captain  Dalgetty, 
**  for  my  corslet  would  stick  in  the  passage,  were  it  possible  that  my 
head-piece  could  get  through.  As  for  secrets,  I  have  none  of  my 
own,  and  but  few  appertaining  to  others.  But  impart  to  us  what 
secrets  you  desire  to  know;  or,  as  Professor  Snufflegreek  used  to 
say  at  the  Mareschal-College,  Aberdeen,  speak  that  I  may  know 
thee." 

"It  is  not  with  you  I  have  first  to  do,"  replied  the  stranger, 
turning  his  light  full  on  the  wild  and  wasted  features,  and  the  limbs 
of  the  Highlander,  Banald  MacEagh,  who,  close  drawn  up  against 
the  walls  of  the  dungeon,  seemed  yet  uncertain  whether  his  guest 
wasaHvingbeing. 

"  I  have  brought  you  something,  my  friend,"  said  the  stranger,  in 
a  more  soothing  tone,  "to  mend  your  fare;  if  you  are  to  die 
to-morrow,  it  is  no  reason  wherefore  you  should  not  live  to-night." 

"None  at  all — ^no  reason  in  the  creation,"  replied  the  ready 
Captain  Dalgetty,  who  forthwith  began  to  unpack  the  contents  of  a 
small  basket  which  the  stranger  had  brought  under  his  cloak,  while 
the  Highlander,  either  in  suspicion  or  disdain,  paid  no  attention  to 
the  good  cheer. 

"Here's  to  thee,  my  friend,"  said  the  Captain,  who,  having 
already  despatched  a  huge  piece  of  roasted  kid,  was  now  taking  a 
pull  at  the  wine-flask.     "  What  is  thy  name,  my  good  friend  1" 

"  Murdoch  Campbell,  sir,"  answered  the  servant,  "  a  lackey  of  the 
Marquis  of  Argyle,  and  occasionally  acting  as  under- warden." 

"Then  here  is  to  thee,  once  more,  Murdoch,"  said  Dalgetty, 
"drinking  to  you  by  your  proper  name  for  the  better  luck  sake. 
This  wine  I  take  to  be  Calcavella.  Well,  honest  Murdoch,  I  take  it 
on  me  to  say,  thou  deservest  to  be  upper-warden,  since  thou 
showest  thyself  twenty  times  better  acquainted  with  the  way  of 
victualling  honest  gentlemen  that  are  under  misfortune  than  thy 
principaL  Bread  and  water  ?  out  upon  him !  It  was  enough, 
Murdoch,  to  destroy  the  credit  of  the  Marquis's  dungeon.  But  I  see 
you  would  converse  with  my  friend,  Banald  MacEagh  here.  Never 
mind  my  presence;  I '11  get  me  into  this  comer  with  the  basket,  and 
I  will  warrant  my  jaws  make  noise  enough  to  prevent  my  ears  from 
hearing  you." 

Notwithstanding  this  promise,  however,  the  veteran  listened  with 
all  the  attention  he  could  to  gather  their  discourse,  or,  as  he 
described  it  himself,  "  laid  his  ears  back  in  his  neck^  lij 
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when  he  heard  the  key  tarn  in  the  girnell-kisf  He  could,  there- 
fore, owing  to  the  narrowness  of  the  dungeon,  easily  overhear  tiie 
following  dialogue. 

''Are  you  aware,  Son  of  the  Mist,"  said  the  Campbell,  ^that  you 
will  never  leave  this  place,  excepting  for  the  gibbet  l** 

**  Those  who  are  dearest  to  me,''  answered  MacEagh,  ^  have  trode 
that  path  before  me." 

** Then  you  would  do  nothing,"  asked  the  visitor,  "to  shun  follow- 
ing them  ?" 

The  prisoner  writhed  himself  in  his  chains  before  returning  an 
answer. 

"I  would  do  much,"  at  length  he  said;  "not  for  my  own  life, 
but  for  the  sake  of  the  pledge  in  the  glen  of  Strathaven.'' 

"And  what  would  you  do  to  turn  away  the  bitterness  of  the 
hour?"  again  demanded  Murdoch;  "I  care  not  for  what  cause  ye 
mean  to  shun  it." 

"I  would  do  what  a  nian  might  do,  and  still  call  himself  a 


man." 


"  Do  you  call  yourself  a  man,"  said  the  interrogator,  "  who  have 
done  the  deeds  of  a  wolf?" 

"  I  do,"  answered  the  outlaw ;  "  I  am  a  man  like  my  forefathers — 
while  wrapt  in  the  mantle  of  peace,  we  were  lambs — ^it  was  rent 
from  us,  and  ye  now  call  us  wolves.  Give  us  the  huts  ye  have 
burned,  our  children  whom  ye  have  murdered,  our  widows  whom  ye 
have  starved— collect  from  the  gibbet  and  the  pole  the  mangled 
carcasses  and  whitened  skulls  of  out  kinsmen — ^bid  them  live  and 
bless  us,  and  we  will  be  your  vassals  and  brothers — till  then,  let 
death  and  blood  and  mutual  wrong  draw  a  dark  veil  of  division 
between  us." 

"You  will  then  do  nothing  for  your  liberty,"  said  the  OampbelL 

"  Anything — ^but  call  myself  the  friend  of  your  tribe,"  answered 
MacEagh. 

"We  scorn  the  friendship  of  banditti  and  caterans,"  retorted 
Murdoch,  "and  would  not  stoop  to  accept  it  What  I  demand  to 
know  from  you,  in  exchange  for  your  liberty,  is,  where  the  daughter 
and  heiress  of  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr  is  now  to  be  found  !" 

"  That  you  may  wed  her  to  some  beggarly  kinsman  of  your  great 
master,"  said  Banald,  "  after  the  fashion  of  the  Children  of  Diarmid ! 
Does  not  the  valley  of  Glenorquhy,  to  this  very  hour,  cry  shame  on 
the  violence  offered  to  a  helpless  infant  whom  her  kinsmen  were 
conveying  to  the  court  of  the  Sovereign  t  Were  not  her  escort  com- 
pelled to  hide  her  beneath  a  cauldron,  round  which  they  fought  till 
not  one  remained  to  teU  the  tiEde?  and  was  not  the  girl  brought  to 
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this  fatal  castle,  and  afterwards  wedded  to  the  brother  of  MHUallam 
More,  and  all  for  the  sake  of  her  broad  lands  ?"  f 

'*  And  if  the  tale  be  tme,''  said  Murdoch,  **  she  had  a  preferment 
beyond  what  the  King  of  Scots  would  have  conferred  on  her.  But 
this  is  far  from  the  purpose.  The  daughter  of  Sir  Duncan  of 
Ardenvohr  is  of  our  own  blood,  not  a  stranger ;  and  who  has  so  good 
a  right  to  know  her  fate  as  MKIIallum  More,  the  chief  of  her  clan  t" 

**  It  is  on  his  part,  then,  that  you  demand  it  ?"  said  the  outlaw. 
The  domestic  of  the  Marquis  assented. 

''And  you  will  practise  no  evil  against  the  maiden  ?  I  have  done 
her  wrong  enough  already/' 

"No  evil,  upon  the  word  of  a  Christian  man/*  replied  Murdoch. 

"  And  my  guerdon  is  to  be  life  and  liberty  ?  "  said  the  Child  of  the 
Mist. 

"Such  is  our  paction,"  replied  the  Campbell. 

''  Then  know,  that  the  child  whom  I  saved  out  of  compassion  at 
the  spoiling  of  her  father's  tower  of  strength  was  bred  as  an  adopted 
daughter  of  our  tribe,  until  we  were  worsted  at  the  pass  of  Bsdlen- 
duthil,  by  the  fiend  incarnate  and  mortal  enemy  of  our  tribe,  Allan 
M'Aulay  of  the  Bloody  hand,  and  by  the  horsemen  of  Lennox,  under 
the  heir  of  Menteith." 

"Fell  she  into  the  power  of  Allan  of  the  Bloody  hand,"  said 
Murdoch,  "and  she  a  reputed  daughter  of  thy  tribe?  Then  her 
blood  has  gilded  the  dirk,  and  thou  hast  said  nothing  to  rescue  thine 
own  forfeited  life." 

"  If  my  life  rests  on  hers,**  answered  the  outlaw,  "  it  is  secure,  for 
she  still  survives;  but  it  has  a  more  insecure  reliance — the  frcdl 
promise  of  a  son  of  Diarmid." 

"That  promise  shall  not  fail  you,"  said  the  Campbell,  "if  you 
can  assure  me  that  she  survives,  and  where  she  is  to  be  found." 

"  In  the  Castle  of  Damlinvarach,"  said  Ranald  MacEagh,  "  under 
the  name  of  Annot  Lyle.  I  have  often  heard  of  her  from  my  kins- 
men, who  have  again  approached  their  native  woods,  and  it  is  not 
long  since  mine  old  eyes  beheld  her." 

"You  !"  said  Murdoch,  in  astonishment,  "you,  a  chief  among  the 
Children  of  the  Mist,  and  ventured  so  near  your  mortal  foe  1" 

"  Son  of  Diarmid,  I  did  more,"  replied  the  outlaw ;  "  I  was  in  the 
hall  of  the  castle,  disguised  as  a  harper  from  the  wild  shores  of 
Skianach.  My  purpose  was  to  have  plunged  my  dirk  in  the  body  of 
the  M'Aulay  with  the  Bloody  hand,  before  whom  our  race  trembles, 

t  Bach  a  story  is  told  of  the  heiress  of  the  clan  of  Galder,  who  was  made  prisoner  in 
the  manner  described,  and  afterwards  wedded  to  Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  from  which 
union  the  GampbeUs  of  Cawdor  have  their  descent. 
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and  to  have  taken  thereafter  what  fate  Gk)d  should  send  me.  But  I 
eaw  Annot  Lyle,  even  when  my  hand  was  on  the  hilt  of  my  dagger. 
She  touched  her  clairshach  f  to  a  song  of  the  Children  of  the  Mist, 
which  she  had  learned  when  her  dwelling  was  amongst  as.  The 
woods  in  which  we  had  dwelt  pleasantly  rustled  their  green  leaves 
in  the  song,  and  our  streams  were  there  with  the  sound  of  all  their 
waters.  My  hand  forsook  the  dagger;  the  fountains  of  mine  eyes 
were  opened,  and  the  hour  of  revenge  passed  away.  And  now,  Son 
of  Diarmid,  have  I  not  paid  the  ransom  of  my  head  V* 

"Ay/'  replied  Murdoch,  *'  if  your  tale  be  true ;  but  what  proof  can 
you  assign  for  it  ?^ 

"Bear  witness,  heaven  and  earth,"  exclaimed  the  outlaw,  ''he 
already  looks  how  he  may  step  over  his  word  !" 

"  Not  so,''  replied  Murdoch ;  "  every  promise  shall  be  kept  to  yon 
when  I  am  assured  you  have  told  me  the  truth.  But  I  must  speak 
a  few  words  with  your  companion  in  captivity." 

"  Fair  and  false— ever  fair  and  false,"  muttered  the  prisoner,  as  he 
threw  himself  once  more  on  the  floor  of  his  dungeon. 

Meanwhile,  Captain  Dalgetty,  who  had  attended  to  every  word  of 
this  dialogue,  was  making  his  own  remarks  on  it  in  private.  "  What 
the  henJeer  can  this  sly  fellow  have  to  say  to  me  1  I  have  no  child, 
either  of  my  own,  so  far  as  I  know,  or  of  any  other  person,  to  tell 
him  a  tale  about  But  let  him  come  on — he  will  have  some 
manoeuvriug  ere  he  turn  the  flank  of  the  old  soldier." 

Accordingly,  as  if  he  had  stood  pike  in  hand  to  defend  the  breach^ 
he  waited  with  caution,  but  without  fear,  the  commencement  of  the 
attack. 

"  You  are  a  citizen  of  the  world,  Captain  Dalgetty,"  said  Murdoch 
Campbell,  "and  cannot  be  ignorant  of  our  old  Scottish  proverb, 
gif-gafX  which  goes  through  all  nations  and  all  services." 

"  Then  I  should  know  something  of  it,"  said  Dalgetty ;  "  for,  except 
the  Turks,  there  are  few  powers  in  Europe  whom  I  have  not  served ; 
and  I  have  sometimes  thought  of  taking  a  turn  either  with  Bethlem 
Gabor  or  with  the  Janizaries." 

"A  man  of  your  experience  and  unprejudiced  ideas,  then,  will 
understand  me  at  once,"  said  Murdoch,  "  when  I  say,  I  mean  that 
your  freedom  shall  depend  on  your  true  and  upright  answer  to  a  few 
trifling  questions  respecting  the  gentlemen  yon  have  left ;  their  state 
of  preparation,  the  number  of  their  men,  and  nature  of  their 
appointments,  and  as  much  as  you  chance  to  know  about  their  plan 
of  operations." 

t  Harp. 

%  In  old  Eoglish  kameka  tkUf  ie.,  mntoally  Mmiig  each  other. 
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**  Just  to  satisfy  your  curiosity,*'  said  Dalgetty,  "  and  without  any 
farther  purpose  V* 

'*  None  in  the  world/'  replied  Murdoch ;  '*  what  interest  should  a 
poor  devil  like  me  take  in  their  operations  V* 

*'  Make  your  interrogations,  then/  said  the  Captain,  ^*  and  I  will 
answer  them  perem^torie," 

'*  How  many  Irish  may  be  on  their  march  to  join  James  Graham 
the  delinquent  V* 

"  Probably  ten  thousand,"  said  Captain  Dalgetty. 

'*  Ten  thousand  !"  replied  Murdoch  angrily ;  ''we  know  that  scarce 
two  thousand  landed  at  Ardnamurchan.'' 

**  Then  you  know  more  about  them  than  I  do,''  answered  Captain 
Dalgetty,  with  great  composure.  **  I  never  saw  them  mustered  yet^ 
or  even  under  arms." 

*'And  how  many  of  the  clans  may  be  expected?"  demanded 
Murdoch. 

''As  many  as  they  can  make/'  replied  the  Captain. 

"  Tou  are  answering  from  the  purpose,  sir,"  said  Murdoch ;  "  speak 
plainly,  will  there  be  five  thousand  men  ?" 

"  There  and  thereabouts,"  answered  Dalgetty. 

"You  are  playing  with  your  life,  sir,  if  you  trifle  with  me,"  replied 
the  catechist ;  "  one  whistle  of  mine,  and  in  less  than  ten  minutes 
your  head  hangs  on  the  drawbridge." 

"  But  to  speak  candidly,  Mr.  Murdoch,"  replied  the  Captain,  "  do 
you  think  it  is  a  reasonable  thing  to  ask  me  after  the  secrets  of  our 
army,  and  I  engaged  to  serve  for  the  whole  campaign  ?  If  I  taught 
you  how  to  defeat  Montrose,  what  becomes  of  my  pay,  arrears,  and 
chance  of  booty  ?" 

'*I  tell  you,"  said  Campbell,  "that  if  you  be  stubborn,  your 
campaign  shall  begin  and  end  in  a  march  to  the  block  at  the  castle- 
gate,  which  stands  ready  for  such  land-laufers ;  but  if  you  answer  my 
questions  faithfully,  I  will  receive  you  into  my — into  the  service  of 
M*Callum  More." 

"  Does  the  service  afford  good  pay  ?"  said  Captain  Dalgetty. 

"  He  will  double  yours,  if  you  will  return  to  Montrose  and  act 
under  his  direction." 

"I  wish  I  had  seen  you,  sir,  before  taking  on  with  him,"  said 
Dalgetty,  appearing  to  meditate. 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  can  afford  you  more  advantageous  terms  now,'' 
said  the  Campbell ;  "  always  supposing  that  you  are  faithfuL" 

"Faithful,  that  is,  to  you,  and  a  traitor  to  Montrose," answered  the 
Captain. 

'* Faithful  to  the  cause  of  religion  and  good  order"  wck9>^««i^ 
2d 
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Murdoch,  which  sanctities  any  deception  you  may  employ  to  serve 
it." 

'*  And  the  Marquis  of  Argyle — should  I  incline  to  enter  his  service, 
is  he  a  kind  master  V*  demanded  Dalgetty. 

'^  Never  man  kinder,"  quoth  Campbell 

''And  bountiful  to  his  officers?"  pursued  the  Captain. 

**  The  most  open  hand  in  Scotland,*^  replied  Murdoch. 

**  True  and  faithful  to  his  engagements  ?"  continued  Dalgetty. 

''  As  honourable  a  nobleman  as  breathes,"  said  the  clansman. 

''I  never  heard  so  much  good  of  him  before,"  said  Dalgetty;  ''you^ 
must  know  the  Marquis  well—- or  rather  you  must  be  the  Marquis 
himself  1  Lord  of  Argyle,"  he  added,  throwing  himself  suddenly  on 
the  disguised  nobleman, ''  I  arrest  you  in  the  name  of  King  Charles^ 
as  a  traitor.  If  you  venture  to  call  for  assistance,  I  will  wieneh 
round  your  neck." 

The  attack  which  Dalgetty  made  upon  Argyle's  person  was  so 
sudden  and  unexpected  that  he  easily  prostrated  him  on  the  floor  of 
the  dungeon,  and  held  him  down  with  one  hand,  while  his  rigkt^ 
grasping  the  Marquis's  throat,  was  ready  to  strangle  him  on  the 
slightest  attempt  to  call  for  assistance. 

**  Lord  of  Argyle,"  he  said, ''  it  is  now  my  turn  to  lay  down  tiie 
terms  of  capitulation.  If  you  list  to  show  me  the  private  way  by 
which  you  entered  the  dungeon,  you  shall  escape,  on  condition  of 
being  my  locwm  tenensy  as  we  said  at  the  Mareschal-College,  until 
your  warder  visits  his  prisoners.  But  if  not,  I  will  first  stran^^ 
you — I  learned  the  art  from  a  Polonian  heyduck,  who  had  been  a 
slave  in  the  Ottoman  seraglio— and  then  seek  out  a  mode  of  retreat' 

**  Villain !  you  would  not  murder  me  for  my  kindness,"  munnnrsd 
Argyle. 

"Not  for  your  kindness,  my  lord,"  replied  J[)algetty ;  "but  fixst, 
to  teach  your  lordship  the  ju8  g&rUiwm  towards  cavaliers  who  come  to 
you  under  safe-conduct ;  and  secondly,  to  warn  you  of  the  danger  of 
proposing  dishonourable  terms  to  any  worthy  soldado,  in  order  to 
tempt  him  to  become  false  to  his  standard  during  the  term  of  his 
service." 

"  Spare  my  life,"  said  Argyle,  "  and  I  will  do  as  you  require.'' 

Dalgetty  maintained  his  gripe  upon  the  Marquis's  throat,  com- 
pressing it  a  little  while  he  asked  questions,  and  relaxing  it  so  &r  as 
to  give  him  the  power  of  answering  them. 

''Where  is  the  secret  door  into  the  dungeon  1"  he  demanded. 

'*  Hold  up  the  lantern  to  the  comer  on  your  right  hand,  yon  will 
discern  the  iron  which  covers  the  spring,"  replied  the  Marquis. 

''So  fsr  so  good.    Where  does  the  passage  lead  tol" 


'■■i 
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"To  my  private  apartment  behind  the  tapestry,"  answered  the 
progtrate  nobleman. 

"  From  thence  how  shall  I  reach  the  gateway  1" 

"  Through  the  grand  gallery,  the  anteroom,  the  lackey's  waiting 
haU,  the  grand  gnardroom " 

"All  crowded  with  soldiers,  fisictionaries,  and  attendants? — ^fchat 
will  never  do  for  me,  my  lord ;  have  yon  no  secret  passage  to  the 
gate,  as  you  have  to  your  dungeons  ?    I  have  seen  such  in  Germany." 

"There  is  a  passage  through  the  chapel,"  said  the  Marquis, 
"  opening  from  my  apartment.'' 

"And  what  is  the  pass-word  at  the  gate  ?" 

"The  sword  of  Levi,**  replied  the  Marquis;  "but  if  you  will 
receive  my  pledge  of  honour,  I  will  go  with  you,  escort  you  through 
every  guard,  and  set  you  at  full  liberty  with  a  passport." 

"  I  might  trust  you,  my  lord,  were  your  throat  not  already  black 
with  the  grasp  of  my  fingers ;  as  it  is,  heso  los  manos  a  usted,  as  the 
Spcmiard  says.  Yet  you  may  grant  me  a  passport — are  there  writing 
materials  in  your  apartment  1" 

"  Surely ;  and  blank  passports  ready  to  be  signed.  I  will  attend 
you  there,"  said  the  Marquis,  "instantly." 

"  It  were  too  much  honour  for  the  like  of  me,"  said  Dalgetty ; 
*^your  lordship  shall  remain  under  charge  of  mine  honest  friend 
Banald  MacEagh ;  therefore,  prithee  let  me  drag  you  within  reach  of 
his  chain.  Honest  Ranald,  you  see  how  matters  stand  with  us.  I 
shall  find  the  means,  I  doubt  not,  of  setting  you  at  freedom.  Mean- 
time, do  as  you  see  me  do ;  clap  your  hand  thus  on  the  weasand  of 
this  high  and  mighty  prince,  under  his  ruff,  and  if  he  offer  to  struggle 
or  cry  out,  fail  not,  my  worthy  Banald,  to  squeeze  doughtily ;  and  if 
it  be  (ui  deUqwium,  Ranald,  that  is,  till  he  swoon,  there  is  no  great 
matter,  seeing  he  designed  your  gullet  and  mine  to  still  harder 
usage." 

"  If  he  offer  at  speech  or  struggle,"  said  Ranald,  **  he  dies  by  my 
hand." 

"That  is  right,  Ranald — ^very  spirited;  a  thorough-going  friend 
that  understands  a  hint  is  worth  fi  million !" 

Thus  resigning  the  charge  of  the  Marquis  to  his  new  confederate^ 
Dalgetty  pressed  the  spring,  by  which  the  secret  door  flew  open, 
though  so  well  were  its  hinges  polished  and  oiled  that  it  made  not 
the  slightest  noise  in  revolving.  The  opposite  side  of  the  door  was 
secured  by  very  strong  bolts  and  bars,  beside  which  hung  one  or  two 
keys,  designed  apparently  to  undo  fetterlocks.  A  narrow  staircase, 
ascending  up  through  the  thickness  of  the  castle-wall,  landed,  as  the 
MaiquiB  had  truly  infontied  Idm,  behind  thAttt^«x^ar|  QJl\&&^^^^^;?(^i^ 
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apartment.  Such  communications  were  frequent  in  old  feudal 
castles,  as  they  gave  the  lord  of  the  fortress,  like  a  second  Dionysius, 
the  means  of  hearing  the  conversation  of  his  prisoners,  or,  if  he 
pleased,  of  visiting  them  in  disguise,  an  experiment  which  had 
terminated  so  unpleasantly  on  the  present  occasion  for  Gillespie 
Grumach.  Having  examined  previously  whether  there  was  any  one 
in  the  apartment,  and  finding  the  coast  clear,  the  Captain  entered, 
and  hastily  possessing  himself  of  a  blank  passport,  several  of  which 
lay  on  the  table,  and  of  writing  materials,  securing,  at  the  same  time, 
the  Marquis's  dagger  and  a  silk  cord  &om  the  haugings,  he  again 
descended  into  the  cavern,  where,  listening  a  moment  at  the  door, 
he  could  hear  the  half-stifled  voice  of  the  Marquis  making  great 
proffers  to  MacEagh,  on  condition  he  would  suffer  him  to  give  an 
alarm. 

"Not  for  a  forest  of  deer — not  for  a  thousand  head  of  cattle," 
answered  the  freebooter ;  "not  for  all  the  lands  that  ever  called  a  son 
of  Diarmid  master,  will  I  break  the  troth  I  have  plighted  to  him  of 
the  iron  garment !" 

"He  of  the  iron  garment,"  said  Dalgetty,  entering,  "is  bounden 
unto  you,  MacEagh,  and  this  noble  lord  shsdl  be  bounden  also ;  but 
first  he  must  fill  up  this  passport  with  the  names  of  Major  Dugald 
Dalgetty  and  his  guide,  or  he  is  like  to  have  a  passport  to  another 
world." 

The  Marquis  subscribed  and  wrote,  by  the  light  of  the  dark 
lantern,  as  the  soldier  prescribed  to  him. 

"  And  now,  Ranald,"  said  Dalgetty, "  strip  thy  upper  garment — ^thy 
plaid  I  mean,  Eanald — ^and  in  it  will  I  muffle  the  M'Callum  More, 
and  make  of  him,  for  the  time,  a  Child  of  the  Mist — ^nay,  I  must 
bring  it  over  your  head,  my  lord,  so  as  to  secure  us  against  your 
mistimed  clamour.  So,  now  he  is  sufficiently  muffled — hold  down 
your  hands,  or,  by  Heaven,  I  will  stab  you  to  the  heart  with  your 
own  dagger  ! — nay,  you  shall  be  bound  with  nothing  less  than  silk, 
as  your  quality  deserves.  So,  now  he  is  secure  till  some  one  comes 
to  relieve  him.  If  he  ordered  us  a  late  dinner,  Ranald,  he  is  like  to 
be  the  sufferer ;  at  what  hour,  my  good  Ranald,  did  the  jailer  usually 
appear  1" 

"Never  till  the  sun  was  beneath  the  western  wave,"  said  Mac- 
Eagh. 

"Then,  my  friend,  we  shall  have  three  hours  good,"  said  the 
cautious  Captain.  "In  the  meantime,  let  us  labour  for  your 
liberation." 

To  examine  Ranald's  chain  was  the  next  occupation.  It  was 
jmdone  by  means  of  one  oi  1;)iie\L«Y«iTVdc\i\v\m!^  behind  the  private 
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door,  probably  deposited  there- that  the  Marquis  might,  if  he  pleased, 
dismiss  a  prisoner,  or  remove  him  elsewhere  without  the  necessity 
of  summoning  the  warden.  The  outlaw  stretched  his  benumbed 
arms,  and  bounded  from  the  floor  of  the  dungeon  in  all  the  ecstasy 
of  recovered  freedom. 

'^Take  the  livery-coat  of  that  noble  prisoner,"  said  Captain 
Dalgetty ;  "  put  it  on,  and  follow  dose  at  my  heels." 

The  outlaw  obeyed.  They  ascended  the  private  stair,  having  first 
secured  the  door  behind  them,  and  thus  safely  reached  the  apartment 
of  the  Marquis.* 


CHAPTEE     XIY. 

This  was  the  entry,  then,  these  stairs — ^but  whither  after  ? 

Yet  he  that 's  sure  to  perish  on  the  land 

May  quit  the  nicety  of  card  and  compass, 

And  trust  the  open  sea  without  a  pilot. 

Tragedy  of  JBrennovalt. 
*'  Look  out  for  the  private  way  through  the  chapel,  Banald,"  said  the 
Captain,  "  while  I  give  a  hasty  regard  to  these  matters." 

Thus  speaking,  he  seized  with  one  hand  a  bundle  of  Argyle's  most 
private  papers,  and  with  the  other  a  purse  of  gold,  both  of  which  lay  • 
in  a  drawer  of  a  rich  cabinet,  which  stood  invitingly  open.  Neither 
did  he  neglect  to  possess  himself  of  a  sword  and  pistols,  with  powder- 
flask  and  balls,  which  hung  in  the  apartment.  ''Intelligence  and 
booty,"  said  the  veteran,  as  he  pouched  the  spoils, ''  each  honourable 
cavalier  should  look  to,  the  one  on  his  general's  behalf,  and  the  other 
on  his  own.  This  sword  is  an  Andrew  Ferrara,  and  the  pistols 
better  than  mine  own.  But  a  fair  exchange  is  no  robbery.  Soldados 
are  not  to  be  endangered  gratuitously,  my  Lord  of  Argyle.  But  soft, 
soft,  Banald ;  wise  Man  of  the  Mist,  whither  art  thou  bound  V* 

It  was  indeed  full  time  to  stop  MacEagh's  proceedings ;  for,  not 
finding  the  private  passage  readily,  and  impatient,  it  would  seem, 
of  farther  delay,  he  had  caught  down  the  sword  and  target,  and  was 
about  to  enter  the  great  gallery,  with  the  purpose,  doubtless,  of  fighting 
his  way  through  all  opposition. 

"  Hold,  while  you  live,"  whispered  Dalgetty,  laying  hold  on  him. 
"We  must  lie  perdue,  if  possible.  So  bar  we  this  door,  that  it  may 
be  thought  M'Callum  More  would  be  private — and  now  let  me  make 
a  reconnaissance  for  the  private  passage." 

By  looking  behind  the  tapestry  in  various  places,  the  Captain  at 
length  discovered  a  private  door,  and  behind  that  a  winding  passage, 
terminated  by  another  door,  which  do^b\i<»ei&  «si\i<^T«^  ^<^  ^c^a^^f^ 
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Bat  what  was  his  disagreeable  saipiiBe  to  hear,  on  the  otber  side 
of  this  second  door,  the  sonorous  voice  of  a  divine  in  the  act  of 
preaching. 

^'This  made  the  villain/'  he  said,  ^recommend  this  to  as  as  a 
private  passage.    I  am  strongly  tempted  to  return  and  cut  his  throat* 

He  then  opened  very  gently  the  door,  which  led  into  a  latticed 
gallery  used  by  the  Marquis  himselJ^  the  curtains  of  which  were 
drawn,  perhaps  with  the  purpose  of  having  it  supposed  that  he  was 
engaged  in  attendance  upon  divine  worship,  when,  in  fact,  he  was 
absent  upon  his  secular  affairs.  There  was  no  other  person  in  the 
seat ;  for  the  fcunily  of  the  Marquis — such  was  the  high  state  main- 
tained in  those  days — sat  during  service  in  another  gallery,  placed 
somewhat  lower  than  that  of  the  great  man  himselt  This  being  the 
case.  Captain  Dalgetty  ventured  to  ensconce  himself  in  the  gallery, 
of  which  he  carefully  secured  the  door. 

Never  (although  the  expression  be  a  bold  one)  was  a  sermon  listened 
to  with  more  impatience,  and  less  edification,  on  the  part  of  one,  at 
least,  of  the  audience.  The  Captain  heard  sixteenthly — seventeentMy — 
eighteenthly,  and  to  conclude,  with  a  sort  of  feeling  like  distracted 
despair.  But  no  man  can  lecture  (for  the  service  was  called  a  lecture) 
for  ever ;  and  the  discourse  was  at  length  closed,  the  clergyman  not 
failing  to  make  a  profound  bow  towards  the  latticed  gallery^  little 
suspecting  whom  he  honoured  by  that  reverence.  To  judge  from 
the  haste  with  which  they  dispersed,  the  domestics  of  the  Marquis 
were  scarce  more  pleased  with  their  late  occupation  than  the  anxLons 
Captain  Dalgetty ;  indeed^  many  of  them  being  Highlandmen,  had 
the  excuse  of  not  understanding  a  single  word  which  the  clergyman 
spoke,  although  they  gave  their  attendance  on  this  doctrine  by  the 
special  order  of  M'Callum  More,  and  would  have  done  so  had  the 
preacher  been  a  Turkish  Imaum. 

But  although  the  congregation  dispersed  thus  rapidly,  the  divine 
remained  behind  in  the  chapel,  and,  walking  up  and  down  its  Gbthic 
precincts,  seemed  either  to  be  meditating  on  what  he  had  just  been 
delivering,  or  preparing  a  fresh  discourse  for  the  next  opportunity. 
Bold  as  he  was,  Dalgetty  hesitated  what  he  ought  to  do.  Time, 
however,  pressed,  and  every  moment  increased  the  chance  of  their 
escape  being  discovered  by  the  jailor  visiting  the  dungeon  perhaps 
before  his  wonted  time,  cmd  discovenng  the  exchange  which  had 
been  made  there.  At  length,  whispering  Eanald,  who  watched  all 
his  motions,  to  follow  him  and  preserve  his  countenance.  Captain 
Dalgetty,  with  a  very  composed  air,  descended  a  flight  of  steps  which 
led  from  the  gallery  into  the  body  of  the  chi^l.  A  less  experienced 
fdventuier  would  have  endeavoured  to  pass  the  worthy  clergyman 
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npidlyy  la  iiopes  to  escape  mmoticecL  But  the  Oaptain,  who  foresaw 
the  manifest  danger  of  fEoling  in  such  an  attempt,  walked  gravelj  to 
meet  the  divine  upon  his  walk  in  the  midst  of  the  chancel,  and, 
palling  off  his  cap,  was  about  to  pass  him  after  a  formal  reverenceb 
But  what  was  his  surprise  to  view  in  the  preacher  the  very  same 
person  with  whom  he  had  dined  in  the  castle  of  Ardenyohr  1  Yet 
he  speedily  recovered  his  composure ;  and,  ere  the  clergyman  could 
speak,  was  the  first  to  address  him.  "  I  could  not,"  he  said,  ''  leave 
this  mansion  without  bequeathing  to  you,  my  very  reverend  sir,  my 
humble  thanks  for  the  homily  with  which  you  have  this  evening 
favoured  us." 

''I  did  not  observe,  sir/'  said  the  clergyman,  ''that  you  were  in 
the  chapeL" 

"  It  pleased  the  honourable  Marquis,"  said  Dalgetty,  modestly,  *' to 
grace  me  with  a  seat  in  his  own  gallery."  The  divine  bowed  low  at 
this  intimation,  knowing  that  such  an  honour  was  only  vouchsafed 
to  persons  of  very  high  rank.  '^  It  has  been  my  fate,  sir,"  said  the 
Captain,  ''  in  the  sort  of  wandering  life  which  I  have  led,  to  have 
heard  different  preachers  of  different  religions — as,  for  example, 
Lutheran,  Evangelical,  Reformed,  Oalvinistical,  and  so  forth,  but 
never  have  I  listened  to  such  a  homily  as  yours." 

^*  Call  it  a  lecture,  worthy  sir,"  said  the  divine,  *^  such  is  the  phrase 
of  our  church." 

"  Lecture  or  homily,"  said  Dalgetty,  ''  it  was,  as  the  High  German 
say,  gcmafotreJUeh;  and  I  could  not  leave  this  place  without  testify- 
ing unto  you  what  inward  emotions  I  have  undergone  during  your 
edifying  prelection;  and  how  I  am  touched  to  the  quick  that  I 
should  yesterday,  during  the  refection,  have  seemed  to  infringe  on 
the  respect  due  to  such  a  person  as  yoursell" 

''Alas!  my  worthy  sir,"  said  the  clergyman,  '*we  meet  in  this 
world  as  in  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death,  not  knowing  against 
whom  we  may  chance  to  encounter.  In  truth,  it  is  no  matter  of 
marvel  if  we  sometimes  jostle  those  to  whom,  if  known,  we  would 
yield  all  respect.  Surely,  sir,  I  would  rather  have  taken  you  for  a 
profane  malignant  than  for  such  a  devout  person  as  you  prove,  who 
reverences  the  great  Master  even  in  the  meanest  of  his  servants." 

*'  It  is  always  my  custom  to  do  so,  learned  sir,"  answered  Dalgetty; 
"  for  in  the  service  of  the  immortal  Gustavus — but  I  detain  you  from 
your  meditations  " — his  desire  to  speak  of  the  King  of  Sweden  being 
for  once  overpowered  by  the  necessity  of  bis  circumstances. 

'<  By  no  means,  my  worthy  sir,"  said  the  clergyman.  ''  What  was, 
I  pray  you,  the  order  of  that  great  Prince,  whose  memory  is  so  dear 
to  every  Protestant  bosom  ?" 
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^  Sir,  the  drams  beat  to  piajera  moiniiig  and  evening,  as  xegalailj 
as  for  parade ;  and  if  a  soldier  passed  without  saluting  the  chaplain^ 
he  had  an  hoar's  ride  on  the  wooden  mare  for  his  pains.  Sir,  I  wish 
you  a  very  good  evening.  I  am  obliged  to  depart  the  castle  under 
M'Callum  More's  passport" 

'*  Stay  one  instant,  sir/'  said  the  preacher ;  **  is  there  nothing  I  can 
do  to  testify  my  respect  for  the  pupil  of  the  great  Gustavus,  and  so 
admirable  a  judge  of  preaching  V* 

"  Nothing,  sir,''  said  the  Captain,  '^  but  to  show  me  the  nearest 
way  to  the  gate — and  if  you  would  have  the  kindness,"  he  added, 
with  great  effirontery,  ''  to  let  a  servant  bring  my  horse  with  him, 
the  dark-grey  gelding — call  him  Gustavus,  and  he  will  prick  up  his 
ears — ^for  I  know  not  where  the  castle  stables  are  situated,  and  my 
guide,"  he  added,  looking  at  Banald,  *' speaks  no  English." 

"  I  hasten  to  accommodate  you,"  said  the  clergyman ;  *'  your  way 
lies  through  that  cloistered  passage." 

'^Now,  Heaven's  blessing  upon  your  vanity  1"  said  the  Captain 
to  himself.  "  I  was  a&aid  I  would  have  had  to  march  off  without 
Gustavus." 

In  fact,  so  effectually  did  the  chaplain  exert  himself  in  behalf  of  so 
excellent  a  judge  of  composition,  that  while  Dalgetty  was  parleying 
with  the  sentinels  at  the  drawbridge,  showing  his  passport,  and  giving 
the  watchword,  a  servant  brought  him  his  horse,  ready  saddled  for 
the  journey.  In  another  place,  the  Captain's  sudden  appearance  at 
large,  after  having  been  publicly  sent  to  prison,  might  have  excited 
suspicion  and  inquiry ;  but  the  officers  and  domestics  of  the  Marquis 
were  accustomed  to  the  mysterious  policy  of  their  master,  and  never 
supposed  aught  else  than  that  he  had  been  liberated  and  intrusted 
with  some  private  commission  by  their  master.  In  this  belief,  and 
having  received  the  parole,  they  gave  him  free  passage. 

Dalgetty  rode  slowly  through  the  town  of  Inverary,  the  outlaw 
attending  upon  him  like  a  foot-page  at  his  horse's  shoulder.  As 
they  passed  the  gibbet,  the  old  man  looked  on  the  bodies  and  wrung 
his  hands.  The  look  and  gesture  were  momentary,  but  expressive 
of  indescribable  anguish.  Instantly  recovering  himself,  Ranald,  in 
passing,  whispered  somewhat  to  one  of  the  fem^des,  who,  like  Rizpah 
the  daughter  of  Aiah,  seemed  engaged  in  watching  and  mourning 
the  victims  of  feudal  injustice  and  cruelty.  The  woman  started  at 
his  voice,  but  immediately  collected  herself  and  returned  for  answer 
a  slight  inclination  of  the  bead. 

Dalgetty  continued  his  way  out  of  the  town,  uncertain  whether 
he  should  try  to  seize  or  hire  a  boat  and  cross  the  lake,  or  plun^ 
into  the  woods,  and  there  conceal  himfieU  trom.  i^ursuit.    In  the 
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former  event  he  was  liable  to  be  instantly  pursued  by  the  galleys 
of  the  Marquis,  which  lay  ready  for  sailing,  their  long  yard-arms 
pointing  to  the  wind,  and  what  hope  could  he  have  in  an  ordinary 
Highland  fishing-boat  to  escape  from  them  1  If  he  made  the  latter 
choice,  his  chance  either  of  supporting  or  concealing  himself  in  those 
waste  and  unknown  wildernesses  was  in  the  highest  degree  pre- 
carious. The  town  lay  now  behind  him,  yet  what  hand  to  turn  to 
for  safety  he  was  unable  to  determine,  and  began  to  be  sensible  that 
in  escaping  from  the  dungeon  at  Inverary,  desperate  as  the  matter 
seemed,  he  had  only  accomplished  the  easiest  part  of  a  difficult  task. 
If  retaken,  his  fate  was  now  certain ;  for  the  personal  injury  he  had 
offered  to  a  man,  so  powerful  and  vindictive,  could  be  atoned  for 
only  by  instant  death.  While  he  pondered  these  distressing  reflec- 
tions, and  looked  around  with  a  countenance  which  plainly  expressed 
indecision,  Ranald  MacEagh  suddenly  asked  him,  ''which  way  he 
intended  to  journey  1" 

"  And  that,  honest  comrade,"  answered  Dalgetty,  '^  is  precisely  the 
question  which  I  cannot  answer  you.  Truly  I  begin  to  hold  the 
opinion,  Eanald,  that  we  had  better  have  stuck  by  the  brown  loaf 
and  water  pitcher  until  Sir  Duncan  arrived,  who,  for  his  own  honour, 
must  have  made  some  fight  for  me.'' 

"Saxon,''  answered  MacEagh,  ''do  not  regret  having  exchanged 
the  foul  breath  of  yonder  dungeon  for  the  free  air  of  heaven. 
Above  all,  repent  not  that  you  have  served  a  Son  of  the  Mist. 
Put  yourself  under  my  guidance,  and  I  will  warrant  your  safety 
with  my  head." 

''  Can  you  ^ide  me  safe  through  these  mountains,  and  back  to  the 
army  of  Montrose  ]"  said  Dalgetty. 

"  I  can,"  answered  MacEagh ;  "  there  lives  not  a  man  to  whom  the 
mountain  passes,  the  caverns,  the  glens,  the  thickets,  and  the  corries 
are  known  as  they  are  to  the  Children  of  the  Mist.  While  others 
crawl  on  the  level  ground,  by  the  sides  of  lakes  and  streams,  ours 
are  the  steep  hollows  of  the  inaccessible  mountains,  the  birth-place 
of  the  desert  springs.  Not  all  the  bloodhounds  of  Argyle  can  trace 
the  fastnesses  through  which  I  can  guide  you." 

"Say'st  thou  so,  honest  Ranald]"  replied  Dalgetty ;  "then  have 
on  with  thee ;  for  a  surety  I  shall  never  save  the  ship  by  my  own 
pilotage." 

The  outlaw  accordingly  led  the  way  into  the  wood,  by  which  the 
castle  is  surrounded  for  several  miles,  walking  with  so  much  despatch 
as  kept  Gustavus  at  a  round  trot,  and  taking  such  a  number  of  cross 
cuts  and  turns  that  Captain  Dalgetty  speedily  lost  all  idea  where  ha 
might  be,  and  all  koowledge  of  the  poixxta  ol  Wi^a  toTK^^sa*    ^\«^s^ 
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the  path,  which  lud  gradoally  become  more  difficnlt,  altogethar  ended 
ftiii<aig  thii^ebi  and  nnderwood.  Tha  loarii^  of  a  toneiit  wu  heud 
in  the  neigbboai'hood,  the  grooad  beeuoe  in  Boine  plooei  bioken,  in 
others  bog^,  and  eveiywhere  unfit  for  riding, 

"What  tha  fanl  fiend,"  aaidDalget^,"iB  to  be  dona  heret    I  mutt 
put  with  Oustavus,  I  fear." 

"  Take  no  care  for  joni  horse,'  laid  the  outlaw ;  "  he  ahall  soon  be 
lertored  to  you." 

An  he  apnke  }ie  wh  stlM  in  a  Inw  tone  and  a  lad,  half  dteased  in 
tartan,  half  naked, 
having  onlj  hu  own 
shaggy  hau  bed  with 
a  thong  of  leaHier  to 
protect  hu  head  and 
face  &OD1  BOn  and 
weather  lean  and 
half  itarred  in  a»-' 
pect,  hia  wild  grey 
eyei  app«aniig  to  fill 
np  ten  timee  tha 
proportion  nnul^ 
allotted  to  them  in 
the  human  face^  crept 
oat,  aa  a  wild  beast 
mi^t  have  donc^ 
from  a  thicket  <^ 
biambleaand  briare. 
"Give  your  hone 
to  the  gillie,"  aaid 
Banald  UacEagh; 
"your  life  dependt 
npon  it," 

"OchI   ochi"  toi- 

claimed  thedeaptdiing 

veteran;  "Ehenl  aa 

we   used   to    My  at 

MareBchal-Oollege,  must  I  tesTs  QuAtavus  in  mch  groomingl" 

"Are  yon  frantic,  to  lose  time  thus)"  aaid  his  guide;  "do  we 
Btand  on  friend's  ground,  that  you  should  part  with  your  horse  aa  if 
he  were  youi  brother!  I  tell  yon,  you  shall  have  him  agiun;  bat 
if  you  never  saw  the  animal,  ie  not  life  better  than  the  beat  coU  ever 
mnre  foaled  3" 
"And  that  is  tme  too,  mine  honest  friend,"  aighed  Dalgettyj 
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^<yet  if  you  knew  but  the  value  of  GuBtayuSy  and  the  things  we  two 
have  done  and  suffered  together.  See,  he  turns  back  to  look  at 
me  1  Be  kind  to  him,  my  good  breechless  Mend,  and  I  will  requite 
you  well"  So  saying,  and  withal  sniffling  a  little  to  swallow  his 
grie^  he  turned  from  the  heart-rending  spectacle  in  order  to  follow 
his  guide. 

To  follow  his  guide  waa  no  easy  matter,  and  soon  required  more 
agility  than  Captain  Dalgetty  could  master.  The  very  first  plunge 
after  he  had  parted  from  his  charger  carried  him,  with  little  assistance 
&om  a  few  overhanging  boughs,  or  projecting  roots  of  trees,  eight  feet 
sheer  down  into  the  course  of  a  torrent,  up  which  the  Son  of  the 
Mist  led  the  way.  Huge  stones,  over  which  they  scrambled — thickets 
of  thorn  and  brambles,  through  which  they  had  to  drag  themselves — 
rocks  which  were  to  be  climbed  on  the  one  side  with  much  labour 
and  pain,  for  the  purpose  of  an  equally  precarious  descent  upon  the 
other ;  all  these,  and  many  such  interruptions,  were  surmounted  by 
the  light-footed  and  half-naked  mountaineer,  with  an  ease  and  velocity 
which  excited  the  surprise  and  envy  of  Captain  Dalgetty,  who,  encum- 
bered by  his  head-piece,  corslet,  and  other  armour,  not  to  mention 
his  ponderous  jack-boots,  found  himself  at  length  so  much  exhausted 
by  fatigue,  and  the  difficulties  of  the  road,  that  he  sat  down  upon  a 
stone  in  order  to  recover  his  breath,  while  he  explained  to  Ranald 
MacEagh  the  difference  betwixt  travelling  expedUusond  impeditiLs,  as 
these  two  miUtary  phrases  were  understood  at  Mareschal-CoUege, 
Aberdeen.  The  sole  answer  of  the  mountaineer  was  to  lay  his  hand 
on  the  soldier's  arm,  and  point  backward  in  the  direction  of  the  wind. 
Dalgetty  could  spy  nothing,  for  evening  was  closing  fiEtst,  and  they 
were  at  the  bottom  of  a  dark  ravine.  But  at  length  he  could  dis- 
tinctly hear  at  a  distance  the  sullen  toll  of  a  large  bell. 

^^That,"  said  he,  ''must  be  the  alarm — ^the  storm-clock,  as  the 
Germans  call  it'' 

*'  It  strikes  the  hour  of  your  death/'  answered  Eanald,  ^  unless  you 
can  accompany  me  a  little  feurther.  For  every  toll  of  that  bell  a 
brave  man  has  3rielded  up  his  soul.'' 

"  Truly,  Ranald,  my  trusty  friend,"  said  Dalgetty,  "  I  will  not  deny 
that  the  case  may  be  soon  my  own ;  for  I  am  so  forfouchten  (being, 
as  I  explained  to  you,  wnpedittM,  for  had  I  been  expeditus,  I  mind  not 
pedestrian  exercise  the  flourish  of  a  fife),  that  I  think  I  had  better 
ensconce  myself  in  one  of  these  bushes,  and  even  lie  quiet  there  to 
abide  what  fortune  God  shall  send  me.  I  entreat  you,  mine  honest 
friend,  Ranald,  to  shifb  for  yourself,  and  leave  me  to  my  fortune,  as 
the  Lion  of  the  North,  the  immortal  Gustavus  Adolphus,  my  never- 
to-be-forgotten  master  (whom  you  must  eux^l^  \i«.^^>^«dx^  sii;^»s^s^S5S.^ 


428  A  LEGEND  OF  MONTROSE. 

though  you  may  have  heard  of  no  one  else),  said  to  Francis  Albert, 
Duke  of  Saxe-Lauenburgh,  when  he  was  mortally  wounded  on  the 
plains  of  Lutzen.  Neither  despair  altogether  of  my  safety,  Banald, 
seeing  I  have  been  in  as  great  pinches  as  this  in  Germany — more 
especially,  I  remember  me,  that  at  the  fatal  battle  of  Nerlingen — 
after  which  I  changed  service ** 

''  If  you  would  save  your  father^s  son's  breath  to  help  his  child  out 
of  trouble,  instead  of  wasting  it  upon  the  tales  of  Seannachies^^'  said 
Eanald,  who  now  grew  impatient  of  the  Captain's  loquacity ;  "or  if 
your  feet  could  travel  as  fest  as  your  tongue,  you  might  yet  lay  your 
head  on  an  unbloody  pillow  to-night." 

*'  Something  there  is  like  military  skill  in  that,"  replied  the  Captain, 
**  although  wantonly  and  irreverently  spoken  to  an  officer  of  rank. 
But  I  hold  it  good  to  pardon  such  freedoms  on  a  march,  in  respect 
of  the  Satumalian  licence  indulged  in  such  cases  to  the  troops  of  all 
nations.  And  now,  resume  thine  office,  friend  Ranald,  in  respect  I 
am  well-breathed ;  or,  to  be  more  plain,  I  prcB,  sequar,  as  we  used  to 
say  at  Mareschal-College." 

Comprehending  his  meaning  rather  from  his  motions  than  his 
language,  the  Son  of  the  Mist  again  led  the  way,  with  an  unerring 
precision  that  looked  like  instinct,  through  a  variety  of  ground  the 
most  difficult  and  broken  that  could  well  be  imagined.  Dragging 
along  his  ponderous  boots,  encumbered  with  thigh-pieces,  gauntlets, 
corslet,  and  back-piece,  not  to  mention  the  buff  jerkin  which  he 
wore  under  all  these  arms,  talking  of  his  former  exploits  the  whole 
way,  though  Banald  paid  not  the  slightest  attention  to  him.  Captain 
Dalgetty  contrived  to  follow  his  guide  a  considerable  space  farther, 
when  the  deep-mouthed  baying  of  a  hound  was  heard  coming  down 
the  wind,  as  if  opening  on  the  scent  of  its  prey. 

"  Black  hound,"  said  Banald,  **  whose  throat  never  boded  good  to 
a  Child  of  the  Mist,  ill  fortune  to  her  who  littered  thee !  hast  thou 
already  found  our  trace?  But  thou  art  too  late,  swart  hound  of 
darkness,  and  the  deer  has  gained  the  herd." 

So  saying,  he  whistled  very  softly,  and  was  answered  in  a  tone 
equally  low  from  the  top  of  a  pass  up  which  they  had  for  some  time 
been  ascending.  Mending  their  pace,  they  reached  the  top,  where 
the  moon,  which  had  now  nsen  bright  and  clear,  showed  to  Dalgetty 
a  party  of  ten  or  twelve  Highlanders,  and  about  as  many  women  and 
children,  by  whom  Banald  MacEagh  was  received  with  such  trans- 
ports of  joy  as  made  his  companion  easily  sensible  that  those  by 
whom  he  was  surrounded  must,  of  course,  be  Children  of  the  Mist 
The  place  which  they  occupied  well  suited  their  name  and  habits. 
ff^fi  waa  a  beetling  crag,  lound  which  winded  a  very  narrow  and 
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broken  footpath,  commanded  in  various  places  by  the  position  which 
they  held. 

Banald  spoke  anxiously  and  hastily  to  the  children  of  his  tribe,  and 
the  men  came  one  by  one  to  shake  hands  with  Dalgetty,  while  the 
women,  clamorous  in  their  gratitude,  pressed  round  to  kiss  even  the 
hem  of  hi8  garment. 

"They  plight  their  faith  to  you,**  said  Eanald  MacEagh,  "for 
requital  of  the  good  deed  yon  have  done  to  the  tribe  this  day/' 

**  Enough  said,  Ranald,''  answered  the  soldier — "  enough  said ;  tell 
them  I  love  not  this  shaking  of  hands — it  confuses  ranks  and  degrees 
in  military  service ;  and  as  to  kissing  of  gauntlets,  puldrons,  and  the 
like,  I  remember  that  the  immortal  Gustavus,  as  he  rode  through 
the  streets  of  Nuremberg,  being  thus  worshipped  by  the  populace 
(being  doubtless  far  more  worthy  of  it  than  a  poor  though  honourable 
cavalier  like  myseK),  did  say  unto  them,  in  the  way  of  rebuke,  *  If 
you  idolise  me  thus  like  a  god,  who  shall  assure  you  that  the  ven- 
geance of  Heaven  will  not  soon  prove  me  to  be  a  mortal?'  And  so 
here,  I  suppose,  you  intend  to  make  a  stand  against  your  followers, 
Eanald? — voto  a  JDios,  as  the  Spaniard  says — a  very  pretty  position — as 
pretty  a  position  for  a  small  peloton  of  men  as  I  have  seen  in  my  service 
— no  enemy  can  come  towards  it  by  the  road  without  being  at  the  mercy 
of  cannon  and  musket.  But  then,  Ranald,  my  trusty  comrade,  you 
have  no  cannon,  I  dare  to  aver,  and  I  do  not  see  that  any  of  these 
fellows  have  muskets  either.  So  with  what  artillery  you  propose 
making  good  the  pass,  before  you  come  to  hand  blows,  truly,  Ranald, 
it  passeth  my  apprehension." 

"With  the  weapons  and  with  the  courage  of  our  fathers,"  said 
MacEagh ;  and  made  the  Captain  observe  that  the  men  of  his  party 
were  armed  with  bows  and  arrows. 

"Bows  and  arrows!"  exclaimed  Dalgetty;  "ha!  ha!  ha!  have 
we  Robin  Hood  and  Little  John  back  again  1  Bows  and  arrows! 
why,  the  sight  has  not  been  seen  in  civilised  war  for  a  hundred  years. 
Bows  and  arrows  !  and  why  not  weaver'-beams,  as  in  the  days  of 
Gk>liah?  Ah!  that  Dugald  Dalgetty  of  Drumthwacket  should  live  to 
see  men  fight  with  bows  and  arrows  ?  The  immortal  Gustavus  would 
never  have  believed  it — ^nor  Wallenstein — ^nor  Butler — nor  old  Tilly, 
Well,  Ranald,  a  cat  can  have  but  its  claws — since  bows  and  arrows  are 
the  word,  e'en  let  us  make  the  best  of  it.  Only,  as  I  do  not  understand 
the  scope  and  range  of  such  old-fashioned  artillery,  you  must  make 
the  best  disposition  you  can  out  of  your  own  head;  for  my  taking  the 
command,  whilk  I  would  have  gladly  done  had  you  been,  to  fight 
with  any  Christian  weapons,  is  out  of  the  question  when  you  are 
to  combat  like  quivered  Numidians.     I  will^  how«^^^,\\v3  \s^  ^^ssX^ 
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with  mj  pigtols  in  the  approaching  mellaj,  in  respect  my  carabine 
unhappily  remains  at  Gustaviis's  saddle.  My  service  and  thanks  to 
you/'  he  continued,  addressing  a  mountaineer  who  offered  him  a 
bow ;  "  Dugald  Dalgetty  may  say  of  himself  as  he  learned  at  Mares- 
chal-^llege — 

Non  eget  lianri  jaculisy  neque  arou, 
Nee  yenenatis  gravida  8agittla» 

Fusee  pharetra; 

whilk  is  to  say ** 

Ranald  MacEagh  a  second  time  imposed  silence  on  the  talkative 
commander  as  before,  by  pulling  his  sleeve  and  pointing  down  the 
pass.  The  bay  of  the  bloodhound  was  now  approaching  nearer  and 
nearer,  and  they  could  hear  the  voices  of  several  persons  who  accom- 
panied the  animal,  and  hallooed  to  each  other  as  they  dispersed 
occasionally,  either  in  the  hurry  of  their  advance,  or  in  order  to  search 
more  accurately  the  thickets  as  they  came  along.  They  were  obviously 
drawing  nearer  and  nearer  every  momenta  MacEagh,  in  the  mean- 
time, proposed  to  Captain  Dalgetty  to  disencumber  himself  of  his 
armour,  and  gave  him  to  understand  that  the  women  should  transport 
it  to  a  place  of  safety* 

"I  crave  your  pardon,  sir,'*  said  Dalgetty,  **  such  is  not  the  rule  of 
our  foreign  service ;  in  respect  I  remember  the  regiment  of  Finland 
cuirassiers  reprimanded,  and  their  kettle-drums  taken  from  them,  by 
the  immortal  Gustavus,  because  they  had  assumed  the  permission  to 
march  without  their  corslets,  and  to  leave  them  with  the  baggage. 
Neither  did  they  strike  kettle-drums  again  at  the  head  of  that  famood 
regiment  until  they  behaved  themselves  so  notably  at  the  field  of 
Leipsic ;  a  lesson  whilk  is  not  to  be  forgotten,  any  more  than  that 
exclamation  of  the  immortal  Gustavus, '  Now  shall  I  know  if  my 
officers  love  me,  by  their  putting  on  their  armour;  since,  if  my 
officers  are  slain,  who  shall  lead  my  soldiers  into  victory  1'  Never- 
thelessi  friend  Ranald,  this  is  without  prejudice  to  my  being  rid  of 
these  somewhat  heavy  boots,  provided  I  can  obtain  any  other  succe- 
daneum ;  for  I  presume  not  to  say  that  my  bare  soles  are  fortified  so 
as  to  endure  the  flints  and  thorns,  as  seems  to  be  the  case  with  your 
followers." 

To  rid  the  Captain  of  his  cumbrous  greaves,  and  case  his  feet  in  a 
pair  of  brogues  made  out  of  deerskin,  which  a  Highlander  stripped 
off  for  his  accommodation,  was  the  work  of  a  minute,  and  Dalgetty 
found  himself  much  lightened  by  the  exchange.  He  was  in  the  act 
of  recommending  to  Banald  MacEagh  to  send  two  or  three  of  his 
MlQW§n  •  littU  lower  to  xMonnoitM  the  ^^ais,  and,  at  the  same  time^ 
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somewhat  to  extend  his  front,  placing  two  detached  archers  at  each 
flank  by  the  way  of  posts  of  observation,  when  the  near  cry  of  the 
hound  apprised  them  that  the  pursuers  were  at  the  bottom  of  the 
pass.  All  was  then  dead  silence ;  for,  loquacious  as  he  was  on  other 
occasions,  Captain  Dalgetty  knew  well  the  necessity  of  an  ambash 
keeping  itself  under  covert. 

The  moon  gleamed  on  the  broken  pathway,  and  on  the  projecting 
clifb  of  rock  round  which  it  winded,  its  light  intercepted  here  and 
there  by  the  branches  of  bushes  and  dwarf-trees,  which,  finding 
nourishment  in  the  crevices  of  the  rocks,  in  some  places  over- 
shadowed the  brow  and  ledge  of  the  precipice.  Below,  a  thick 
copse-wood  lay  in  deep  and  dark  shadow,  somewhat  resembling  the 
billows  of  a  half-seen  ocean.  From  the  bosom  of  that  darkness,  and 
dose  to  the  bottom  of  the  precipice,  the  hound  was  heard  at  intervals 
baying  fearfully,  sounds  which  were  redoubled  by  the  echoes  of  the 
woods  and  rocks  around.  At  intervals,  these  sunk  into  deep  silence, 
interrupted  only  by  the  plashing  noise  of  a  small  runnel  of  water, 
which  partly  fell  from  the  rock,  partly  found  a  more  silent  passage 
to  the  bottom  along  its  projecting  surface.  Voices  of  men  were  also 
heard  in  stifled  converse  below ;  it  seemed  as  if  the  pursuers  had  not 
discovered  the  narrow  path  which  led  to  the  top  of  the  rock,  or  that, 
having  discovered  it,  the  peril  of  the  ascent,  joined  to  the  imperfect 
light,  and  the  uncertainty  whether  it  might  not  be  defended,  made 
them  hesitate  to  attempt  it. 

At  length  a  shadowy  figure  was  seen,  which  raised  itself  up  from 
the  abyss  of  darkness  below,  and,  emerging  into  the  pale  moonlight, 
began  cautiously  and  slowly  to  ascend  the  rocky  path.  The  outline 
was  so  distinctly  marked,  that  Captain  Dalgetty  could  discover  not 
only  the  person  of  a  Highlander,  but  the  long  gun  which  he  carried 
in  his  hand,  and  the  plume  of  feathers  which  decorated  his  bonnet. 
*'  TauseTid  tdflen  I  that  I  should  say  so,  and  so  like  to  be  near  my 
latter  end  I''  ejaculated  the  Captain,  but  under  his  breath;  ^'what 
will  become  of  us,  now  they  have  brought  musketry  to  encounter  our 
archers  1" 

But  just  as  the  pursuer  had  attained  a  projecting  piece  of  rock 
about  half  way  up  the  ascent,  and,  pausing,  made  a  signal  for  those 
who  were  still  at  the  bottom  to  follow  him,  an  arrow  whistled  from 
the  bow  of  one  of  the  Children  of  the  Mist,  and  transfixed  him  with 
so  fatal  a  wound,  that,  without  a  single  effort  to  save  himself,  he  lost 
hia  balance,  and  fell  headlong  from  the  cliff  on  which  he  stood  into 
the  darkness  below.  The  crash  of  the  boughs  which  received  him, 
and  the  heavy  sound  of  his  fall  from  thence  to  the  ground,  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  cry  of  horror  and  surprise,  which  burst  from  his  followers. 
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The  Children  of  the  Mist,  encouraged  in  proportion  to  the  alarm  this 
first  success  had  caused  among  the  pursuers,  echoed  back  the  clamour 
with  a  loud  and  shrill  yell  of  exultation,  and,  showing  themselves  on 
the  brow  of  the  precipice,  with  wild  cries  and  vindictive  gestures, 
endeavoured  to  impress  on  their  enemies  a  sense  at  once  of  their 
courage,  their  numbers,  and  their  state  ot  defence.  Even  Captain 
Dalgetty's  military  prudence  did  not  prevent  his  rising  up,  and 
calling  out  to  Ranald,  more  loud  than  prudence  warranted,  ''  GaroccOy 
comrade,  as  the  Spaniard  says !  The  long-bow  for  ever !  In  my 
poor  apprehension  now,  were  you  to  order  a  file  to  advance  and  take 
position *' 

*'  The  Sassenach !''  cried  a  voice  from  beneath, "  mark  the  Sassenach 
sidier !  I  see  the  glitter  of  his  breastplate."  At  the  same  time 
three  muskets  were  discharged ;  and  while  one  ball  rattled  against 
the  corslet  of  proof,  to  the  strength  of  which  our  valiant  Captain  had 
been  more  than  once  indebted  for  his  life,  another  penetrated  the 
armour  which  covered  the  front  of  his  left  thigh,  and  stretched  him 
on  the  ground.  Ranald  instantly  seized  him  in  his  arms,  and  bore 
him  back  from  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  while  he  dolefully  ejacu- 
lated, "I  always  told  the  immortal  Gustavus,  Wallenstein,  Tilly, 
and  other  men  of  the  sword,  that,  in  my  poor  mind,  taslets  ought  to 
be  made  musket-proof 

With  two  or  three  earnest  words  in  Qaelic,  MacEagh  commended 
the  wounded  man  to  the  charge  of  the  females,  who  were  in  the  rear 
of  his  little  party,  and  was  then  about  to  return  to  the  contest.  But 
Dalgetty  detained  him,  grasping  a  firm  hold  of  his  plaid.  ''  I  know 
not  how  this  matter  may  end — but  I  request  you  will  inform  Mon- 
trose that  I  died  like  a  follower  of  the  immortal  Gustavus — and  I 
pray  you,  take  heed  how  you  quit  your  present  strength,  even  for 
the  purpose  of  pursuing  the  enemy,  if  you  gain  any  advantage — and 
_and *' 

Here  Dalgetty's  breath  and  eyesight  began  to  fail  him  through 
loss  of  blood,  and  MacEagh,  availing  himself  of  this  circumstance, 
extricated  from  his  grasp  the  end  of  his  own  mantle,  and  substituted 
that  of  a  female,  by  which  the  Captain  held  stoutly,  thereby  securing, 
as  he  conceived,  the  outlaw's  attention  to  the  military  instructions 
which  he  continued  to  pour  forth  while  he  had  any  breath  to  utter 
them,  though  they  became  gradually  more  and  more  incoherent— 
'*  And,  comrade,  you  will  be  sure  to  keep  your  musketeers  in  advance 
of  your  stand  of  pikes,  Lochaber-axes,  and  two-handed  swords. 
Stand  fast,  dragoons,  on  the  left  flank!  where  was  I?  Ay,  and 
Ranald,  if  ye  be  minded  to  retreat,  leave  some  lighted  matches 
burning  on  the  branches  of  the  trees — ^it  shows  as  if  they  were  lined 


A  LEGEND  OF  MONTROSE.  433 

with  shot.    But  I  forget — ^ye  have  no  matchlocks  nor  habergeons — 
only  bows  and  arrows — ^bows  and  arrows  I  ha !  ha !  ha !'' 

Here  the  Captain  sunk  back  in  an  exhausted  condition,  altogether 
unable  to  resist  the  sense  of  the  ludicrous  which,  as  a  modem  man* 
at-arms,  he  connected  with  the  idea  of  these  ancient  weapons  of  war. 
It  was  a  long  time  ere  he  recovered  his  senses ;  and,  in  the  meantime, 
we  leave  him  in  the  care  of  the  Daughters  of  the  Mist ;  nurses  as 
kind  and  attentive,  in  reality,  as  they  were  wild  and  uncouth  in 
outward  appearance. 


CHAPTEE    XV, 

Bat  if  no  faithless  action  stain 

Thy  true  and  constant  word, 
1 11  make  thee  famous  by  my  pen. 

And  glorious  by  my  sword. 

1 11  serve  thee  in  such  noble  ways 

As  ne'er  were  known  before ; 
1 11  deck  and  crown  thy  head  with  bays, , 

And  love  thee  more  and  more. 

Montbose's  lAnea, 

We  must  now  leave,  with  whatever  regret,  the  valiant  Captain 
Dalgetty,  to  recover  of  his  wounds  or  otherwise  as  fate  shall  deter- 
mine, in  order  briefly  to  trace  the  military  operations  of  Montrose, 
worthy  as  they  are  of  a  more  important  page  and  a  better  historian. 
By  the  assistance  of  the  chieftains  whom  we  have  commemorated, 
and  more  especially  by  the  junction  of  the  Hurrays,  Stewarts,  and 
other  clans  of  Athole,  which  were  peculiarly  zealous  in  the  royal 
cause,  he  soon  assembled  an  army  of  two  or  three  thousand  High- 
landers, to  whom  he  successfully  united  the  Irish  under  Colkitto. 
This  last  leader,  who,  to  the  great  embarrassment  of  Milton's  com- 
mentators, is  commemorated  in  one  of  that  great  poet's  sonnets,'^ 
was  properly  named  Alister,  or  Alexander  McDonnell,  by  birth  a 
Scottish  islesman,  and  related  to  the  Earl  of  Antrim,  to  whose 
patronage  he  owed  the  command  assigned  him  in  the  Irish  troops. 
In  many  respects  he  merited  this  distinction.  He  was  brave  to 
intrepidity,  and  almost  to  insensibility;  very  strong  and  active  in 
person,  completely  master  of  his  weapons,  and  always  ready  to  show 
the  example  in  the  extremity  of  danger.  To  counterbalance  these 
good  qualities  it  must  be  recorded  that  he  was  inexperienced  in 
military  tactics,  and  of  a  jealous  and  presumptuoxjA  ^^"^^Ms^^T^^^i^fi^^^ 
2e 
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often  lost  to  Montrose  the  fruits  of  Colkitto's  gallantly.  Yet  muk  it 
the  predominance  of  outward  personal  qualities  in  the  eyes  of  a  wild 
people^  that  the  feats  of  strength  and  conrage  shown  by  this  champion 
seem  to  have  made  a  stronger  impression  upon  the  minds  of  the 
Highlanders  than  the  military  skill  and  ehivalrous  spirit  of  the  great 
Marquis  of  Montrose.  Numerous  traditions  are  still  preserved  in 
the  Highland  glens  concerxdng  Alister  M'DonneU,  though  the  name 
of  Montrose  is  rarely  mentioned  among  them. 

The  point  upon  which  Montrose  finally  assembled  his  little  army 
was  in  Stratheam^  on  the  verge  of  the  Highlands  of  Perthshire,  so  as 
to  menace  the  principal  town  of  that  county. 

His  enemies  were  not  unprepared  for  his  reception.  Argyle,  at  the 
head  of  his  Highlanders,  was  dogging  the  steps  of  the  Irish  from  the 
west  to  the  east,  and  by  force,  fear,  or  influence,  had  collected  an  army 
nearly  sufficient  to  have  given  battle  to  Montrose.  The  Lowlands 
were  also  prepared,  for  reasons  which  we  assigned  at  the  beginning 
of  this  tale.  A  body  of  six  thousand  infantry  and  six  or  seven 
thousand  cavalry,  which  profanely  assumed  the  title  of  God's  army, 
had  been  hastily  assembled  from  the  shires  of  Fife,  Angus,  Perth, 
Stirling,  and  the  neighbouring  counties.  A  much  less  force  in  former 
times,  nay,  even  in  the  preceding  reign,  would  have  been  sufficient 
to  have  secured  the  Lowlands  against  a  more  formidable  descent  of 
Highlanders  than  those  united  under  Montrose;  but  times  had 
changed  strangely  within  the  last  half  century.  Before  that  period 
the  Lowlanders  were  as  constantly  engaged  in  war  as  the  moun- 
taineers, and  were  incomparably  better  disciplined  and  armed.  The 
favourite  Scottish  order  of  battle  somewhat  resembled  the  Macedonian 
phalanx.  Their  infantry  formed  a  compact  body,  armed  with  long 
spears,  impenetrable  even  to  the  men-atr-arms  of  the  age,  though  well 
mounted  and  arrayed  in  complete  proot  It  may  easily  be  conceived, 
therefore,  that  their  ranks  coidd  not  be  broken  by  the  disorderly 
charge  of  Highland  infEUitry  armed  for  close  combat  only,  with 
swords,  and  ill-fumished  with  missile  weapons,  and  having  no 
artillery  whatever. 

This  habit  of  fight  was  in  a  great  measure  changed  by  the  intro- 
duction of  muskets  into  the  Scottish  Lowland  service,  which,  not 
being  as  yet  combined  with  the  bayonet,  was  a  formidable  weapon 
at  a  distance,  but  gave  no  assurance  against  the  enemy  who  rushed  on 
to  close  quarters.  The  pike,  indeed,  was  not  wholly  disused  in  the 
Scottish  army ;  but  it  was  no  longer  the  favourite  weapon,  nor  was 
it  relied  upon  as  formerly  by  those  in  whose  hands  it  was  placed ; 
insomuch  that  Daniel  Lupton,  a  tactician  of  the  day,  has  written  a 
book  expressly  upon  the  superiority  of  the  musket.    This  change 
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Gommenced  aa  early  as  the  wan  of  Gnstayua  AdolphnSi  whos^ 
marches  were  made  with  saoh  rapidity  that  the  pike  was  yery  soon 
thrown  aside  in  his  army,  and  exchanged  for  fire-arms.  A  circum- 
stance which  necessarily  accompanied  this  change,  as  well  as  the 
estahUshment  of  standing  armies,  wherehy  war  became  a  trade,  was 
the  introduction  of  a  laborious  and  complicated  system  of  discipline, 
combining  a  variety  of  words  of  command  with  corresponding  opera- 
tions and  manoeuvres,  the  neglect  of  any  one  of  which  was  sure  to 
throw  the  whole  into  confusion.  War,  therefore,  as  practised  among 
most  nations  of  Europe,  had  assumed  much  more  than  formerly  the 
character  of  a  profession  or  mystery,  to  which  previous  practice  and 
experience  were  indispensable  requisites.  Such  was  the  natural 
consequence  of  standing  armies,  which  had  almost  everywhere,  and 
particularly  in  the  long  Qerman  wars,  superseded  what  may  be 
called  the  natural  discipline  of  the  feudal  militia. 

The  Scottish  Lowland  militia,  therefore,  laboured  under  a  double 
disadvantage  when  opposed  to  Highlanders.  They  were  divested  of 
the  spear,  a  weapon  which,  in  the  hands  of  their  ancestors,  had  so 
often  repelled  the  impetuous  assaults  of  the  mountaineer ;  and  they 
were  subjected  to  a  new  and  complicated  species  of  discipline,  well 
adapted,  perhaps,  to  the  use  of  regular  troops,  who  could  be  rendered 
completely  masters  of  it,  but  tending  only  to  confuse  the  ranks  of 
citizen  soldiers,  by  whom  it  was  rarely  practised  and  imperfectly 
understood.  So  much  has  been  done  in  our  own  time  in  bringing 
back  tactics  to  their  first  principles,  and  in  getting  rid  of  the  pedantry 
of  war,  that  it  is  easy  for  us  to  estimate  the  disadvantages  under 
which  a  half-trained  militia  laboured,  who  were  taught  to  consider 
success  as  depending  upon  their  exercising  with  precision  a  system 
of  tactics  which  they  probably  only  so  far  comprehended  as  to  find 
out  when  they  were  wrong,  but  without  the  power  of  getting  right 
again.  Neither  can  it  be  denied  that,  in  the  material  points  of 
military  habits  and  warlike  spirit,  the  Lowlandors  of  the  serventeenth 
century  had  sunk  far  beneath  their  Highland  countiymen. 

From  the  earliest  period  down  to  the  union  of  the  crowns,  the 
whole  kingdom  of  Scotland,  Lowlands  as  well  as  Highlands,  had 
been  the  constant  scene  of  war,  foreign  and  domestic;  and  there  was 
probably  scarce  one  of  its  hardy  inhabitants,  between  the  age  of 
sixteen  and  sixty,  who  was  not  as  willing  in  point  of  fact,  as  he  was 
literally  bound  in  law,  to  assume  arms  at  the  first  call  of  his  liege 
lord  or  of  a  royal  proclamation.  The  law  remained  the  same  in 
sixteen  hundred  and  forty-five  as  a  hundred  years  before,  but  the 
race  of  those  subjected  to  it  had  been  bred  up  under  very  different 
feelings.    They  had  sat  in  quiet  under  tKeix  ^«i:n!b  viA  x»A^  *^«9a 
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fig-tree,  and  a  call  to  battle  involved  a  change  of  life  as  new  as  it  was 
disagreeable.  Such  of  them,  also,  who  lived  near  unto  the  Highlands 
were  in  continual  and  diBadvantageoos  contact  with  the  restless 
inhabitants  of  those  mountains,  by  whom  their  cattle  were  driven 
off,  their  dwellings  plundered,  and  their  persons  insulted,  and  who 
had  acquired  over  them  that  sort  of  superiority  ansing  £rom  a  con- 
stant system  of  aggression.  The  Lowlanders,  who  lay  more  remote, 
and  out  of  reach  of  these  depredations,  were  influenced  by  the 
exaggerated  reports  circulated  concerning  the  Highlanders,  whom,  as 
totally  differing  in  laws,  language,  and  dress,  they  were  induced  to 
regard  as  a  nation  of  savages,  equally  void  of  fear  and  of  humanity. 
These  various  prepossessions,  joined  to  the  less  warlike  habits  of  the 
Lowlanders,  and  their  imperfect  knowledge  of  the  new  and  comr 
plicated  system  of  discipline  for  which  they  had  exchanged  their 
natural  mode  of  fighting,  placed  them  at  great  disadvantage  when 
opposed  to  the  Highlander  in  the  field  of  battle.  The  mountaineers, 
on  the  contrary,  with  the  arms  and  courage  of  their  fathers, 
possessed  also  their  simple  and  natural  system  of  tactics,  and  bore 
down  with  the  fullest  confidence  upon  an  enemy,  to  whom  anything 
they  had  been  taught  of  discipline  was,  like  Saul's  armour  upon 
David,  a  hindrance  rather  than  a  help,  ''because  they  had  not 
proved  it" 

It  was  with  such  disadvantages  on  the  one  side  and  such  advan- 
tages on  the  other,  to  counterbalance  the  difference  of  superior 
numbers  and  the  presence  of  artillery  and  cavalry,  that  Montrose 
encountered  the  army  of  Lord  Elcho  upon  the  field  of  Tippermuir. 
The  Presbyterian  clergy  had  not  been  wanting  in  their  efforts  to 
rouse  the  spirit  of  their  followers ;  and  one  of  them,  who  harangued 
the  troops  on  the  very  day  of  battle,  hesitated  not  to  say,  that  if  ever 
Gkni  spoke  by  his  mouth,  he  promised  them,  in  His  name,  that  day, 
a  great  and  assured  victory.  The  cavalry  and  artillery  were  also 
reckoned  sure  warrants  of  success,  as  the  novelty  of  their  attack  had 
upon  former  occasions  been  very  discouraging  to  the  Highlanders. 
The  place  of  meeting  was  an  open  heath,  and  the  ground  afforded 
little  advantage  to  either  party,  except  that  it  allowed  the  horse  of  the 
Covenanters  to  act  with  effect.. 

A  battle,  upon  which  so  much  depended,  was  never  more  easily 
decided.  The  Lowland  cavalry  made  a  show  of  charging;  but, 
whether  thrown  into  disorder  by  the  fire  of  musketry,  or  deterred  by 
a  disaffection  to  the  service  said  to  have  prevailed  among  the  gentle- 
men, they  made  no  impression  on  the  Highlanders  whatever,  and 
recoiled  in  disorder  from  ranks  which  had  neither  bayonets  nor 
pikes  to  protect  them.    Montcooe  saw^  and  instantly  availed  himself 
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of  this  advantage.  He  ordered  his  whole  army  to  charge,  which 
they  performed  with  the  wild  and  desperate  valoor  peculiar  to 
mountaineers.  One  officer  of  the  Covenanters  alone,  trained  in  the 
Italian  wars,  made  a  desperate  defence  upon  the  right  wing.  In 
every  other  point  their  line  was  penetrated  at  the  first  onset ;  and 
this  advantage  once  obtained,  the  Lowlanders  were  utterly  unable  to 
contend  at  close  quarters  with  their  more  agile  and  athletic  enemies. 
Many  were  slain  on  the  field,  and  such  a  number  in  the  pursuit  that 
above  one-third  of  the  Covenanters  were  reported  to  have  £Edlen ;  in 
which  number,  however,  must  be  computed  a  great  many  fett 
burgesses  who  broke  their  wind  in  the  flighty  and  thus  died  without 
stroke  of  sword.* 

The  victors  obtained  possession  of  Perth,  and  obtained  considerable 
sums  of  money,  as  well  as  ample  supplies  of  arms  and  ammunition. 
But  those  advantages  were  to  be  balanced  against  an  almost  insure 
mountable  inconvenience  that  uniformly  attended  a  Highland  army. 
The  clans  could  be  in  no  respect  induced  to  consider  themselves  as 
regular  soldiers,  or  to  act  as  such.  Even  so  late  as  the  year  1745-6, 
when  the  Chevalier  Charles  Edward,  by  way  of  making  an  example, 
caused  a  soldier  to  be  shot  for  desertion,  the  Highlanders,  who  com- 
posed his  army,  were  affected  as  much  by  indignation  as  by  fear. 
They  could  not  conceive  any  principle  of  justice  upon  which  a  man's 
life  could  be  taken  for  merely  going  home  when  it  did  not  suit  him 
to  remain  longer  with  the  army.  Such  had  been  the  uniform 
practice  of  their  fathers.  When  a  battle  was  over,  the  campaign  was, 
in  their  opinion,  ended ;  if  it  was  lost,  they  sought  safety  in  their 
mountains — ^if  won,  they  returned  there  to  secure  their  booty.  At 
other  times  they  had  their  cattle  to  look  after,  and  their  harvests  to 
sow  or  reap,  without  which  their  families  would  have  perished  for 
want  In  either  case,  there  was  an  end  of  their  services  for  the  time ; 
and  though  they  were  easily  enough  recalled  by  the  prospect  of  fresh 
adventures  and  more  plunder,  yet  the  opportunity  of  success  was,  in 
the  meantime,  lost,  and  could  not  afterwards  be  recovered.  This 
circumstance  serves  to  show,  even  if  history  had  not  made  us 
acquainted  with  the  same  fact,  that  the  Highlcmders  had  never  been 
accustomed  to  make  war  with  the  view  of  permanent  conquest,  but 
only  with  the  hope  of  deriving  temporary  advantage,  or  deciding 
some  immediate  quarrel.  It  also  explains  the  reason  why  Montrose, 
with  all  his  splendid  successes,  never  obtained  any  secure  or  perma* 
nent  footing  in  the  Lowlands,  and  why  even  those  Lowland  noble* 
men  and  gentlemen,  who  were  inclined  to  the  royal  cause,  showed 
diffidence  and  reluctance  to  join  an  army  of  a  character  so  desultory 
and  irregular  as  might  lead  them  at  all  timea  to  vgpgtfi^<«A>^^'*Oc^^ 
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Highlanders,  securing  themsdlves  by  a  retreat  to  their  mountains^ 
would  leave  whatever  Lowlanders  might  have  joined  them,  to  the 
mercy  of  an  offended  and  predominant  enemy.  The  same  considera- 
tion will  also  serve  to  accoont  for  the  sudden  marohes  which 
Montrose  was  obUged  to  undertake  in  order  to  recruit  his  army  in 
the  mountains,  and  for  the  rapid  changes  of  fortune,  by  which  we 
often  £nd  him  obliged  to  retreat  from  before  those  enemies  over 
whom  he  had  recently  been  victorious.  If  there  should  be  any  who 
oread  these  tales  for  any  farther  purpose  than  that  of  immediate  amuse- 
ment, they  will  find  these  remarks  not  unworthy  of  their  recollectioa 

It  was  owing  to  such  causes,  the  slackness  of  the  Lowland  loyalists 
and  the  temporary  desertion  of  his  Highland  followers,  that  Mon- 
trose found  himself  even  after  the  de^sive  victory  of  Tippermuir,  in 
Xko  condition  to  face  the  second  army  with  which  Argyle  advanced 
upon  him  from  the  westward.  In  this  emergency,  supplying  by 
velocity  the  want  of  strength,  he  moved  suddenly  from  Perth  to 
Dundee,  and  being  refused  admission  into  that  town,  fell  northward 
upon  Aberdeen,  where  he  expected  to  be  joined  by  the  Qordons  and 
other  loyalists.  But  the  zeal  of  these  gentlemen  was,  for  the  time^ 
effectually  bridled  by  a  large  body  of  Covenanters,  commanded  by 
the  Lord  Burleigh,  and  supposed  to  amount  to  three  thousand  men. 
These  Montrose  boldly  attacked  with  half  their  number.  The  battle 
was  fought  under  the  walla  of  the  city,  and  the  resolute  valour  of 
Montrose's  followers  was  again  successful  against  every  disadvantage. 

But  it  was  the  fate  of  this  great  commander  always  to  gain  tiie 
glory,  but  seldom  to  reap  the  fruits  of  victory.  He  had  scarcely 
time  to  repose  his  small  army  in  Aberdeen  ere  he  found,  on  the  one 
hand,  that  the  Gordons  were  likely  to  be  deterred  &om  joining  him 
by  the  reasons  we  have  mentioned,  with  some  others  peculiar  to  their 
chief,  the  Marquis  of  Huntly;  on  the  other  hand,  Argyle,  whose 
forces  had  been  augmented  by  those  of  several  Lowland  noblemen, 
advanced  towards  Montrose  at  the  head  of  an  army  much  larger  than 
he  had  yet  had  to  cope  with.  These  troops  moved,  indeed,  with 
slowness^  corresponding  to  the  cautious  character  of  their  com* 
mander ;  but  even  that  caution  rendered  Argyle's  approach  formid* 
able,  since  his  very  advance  implied  that  he  was  at  the  head  of  an 
army  irresistibly  superior. 

There  remained  one  mode  of  retreat  open  to  Montrose,  and  he 
adopted  it  He  threw  himself  into  the  Highlands,  where  he  could 
set  pursuit  at  defiance,  and  where  he  was  sure,  in  every  glen,  to 
recover  those  recruits  who  had  left  his  standard  to  deposit  their 
booty  in  their  native  fastnesses.  It  was  thus  that  the  singular 
^iuu^ter  of  the  army  which  Montrose  commanded,  while,  ou  the  one 
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hand,  it  rendered  his  victory  in  some  degree  nugatory,  enabled  him, 
on  the  other,  under  the  most  disadvantageous  circumstances,  to 
secure  his  retreat,  recruit  his  forces,  and  render  himself  more  formid- 
able than  ever  to  the  enemy,  before  whom  he  had  lately  been  unable 
to  make  a  stand. 

On  the  present  occasion  he  threw  himself  into  Badenoch,  and 
rapidly  traversing  that  district,  as  well  as  the  neighbouring  country 
of  Athole,  he  alarmed  the  Covenanters  by  successive  attacks  upon 
various  unexpected  points,  and  spread  such  general  dismay,  that 
repeated  orders  were  despatched  by  the  Parliament  to  Argyle,  their 
commander,  to  engage,  and  disperse  Montrose  at  all  rates. 

These  commands  from  his  superiors  neither  suited  the  haughty 
spirit  nor  the  temporising  and  cautious  policy  of  the  nobleman  to 
whom  they  were  addressed.  He  paid,  accordingly,  no  regard  to 
them,  but  limited  his  efforts  to  intrigues  among  Montrose's  few 
Lowland  followers,  many  of  whom  had  become  disgusted  with  the 
prospect  of  a  Highland  campaign,  which  exposed  their  persons  to 
intolerable  fatigue,  and  left  their  estates  at  the  Covenanters'  mercy. 
Accordingly,  several  of  them  left  Montrose's  camp  at  this  period.  He 
was  joined,  however,  by  a  body  of  forces  of  more  congenial  spirit^ 
and  far  better  adapted  to  the  situation  in  which  he  found  himsell 
This  reinforcement  consisted  of  a  large  body  of  Highlanders,  whom 
Colkitto,  despatched  for  that  purpose,  had  levied  in  Argyleshire. 
Among  the  most  distinguished  was  John  of  Moidart,  called  the 
Captain  of  Clan  Kanald,  with  the  Stewarts  of  Appin,  the  Clan 
Qregor,  the  Clan  M*Nab,  and  other  tribes  of  inferior  distinction. 
By  these  means,  Montrose's  army  was  so  formidably  increased  that 
Argyle  cared  no  longer  to  remain  in  the  command  of  that  opposed 
to  him,  but  returned  to  Edinburgh,  and  there  threw  up  his  commis- 
Bion,  under  pretence  that  his  army  was  not  supplied  with  reinforce- 
ments and  provisions  in  the  manner  in  which  they  ought  to  have 
been.  From  thence  the  Marquis  returned  to  Inverary,  there,  in  full 
security,  to  govern  his  feudal  vassals  and  patriarchal  followers,  and 
to  repose  himself  in  safety  on  the  faith  of  the  elan  proverb  already 
quoted — ^"  It  is  a  far  cry  to  Lochow.** 
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CHAPTER    XVI. 

Such  mountains  steep,  such  craggy  hills. 

His  army  on  one  side  enclose : 
The  other  side,  great  griesly  gills 

Did  fence  with  fenny  mire  and  moss. 

Which  when  the  Earl  understood. 

He  counsel  craved  of  captains  all, 
Who  bade  set  forth  with  mournful  mood. 

And  take  such  fortune  as  would  falL 

Flodden  Field,  an  Ancient  Poem. 
MoNTBOSB  had  now  a  splendid  career  in  his  view,  provided  he  could 
obtain  the  consent  of  his  gaUant  but  desultory  troops,  and  their 
independent  chieftains.  The  Lowlands  lay  open  before  him  without 
an  army  adequate  to  check  his  career;  for  Argyle's  followers  had 
left  the  Covenanters'  host  when  their  master  threw  up  his  commifl- 
sion,  and  many  other  troops,  tired  of  the  war,  had  takea  the  same 
opportunity  to  disband  themselves.  By  descending  Strath-Tay, 
therefore,  one  of  the  most  convenient  passes  from  the  Highlands, 
Montrose  had  only  to  present  himself  in  the  Lowlands,  in  order  to 
rouse  the  slumbering  spirit  of  chivalry  and  of  loyalty  which  animated 
the  gentlemen  to  the  north  of  the  Forth.  The  possession  of  these 
districts,  with  or  without  a  victory,  would  give  him  the  command  of 
a  wealthy  and  fertile  part  of  the  kingdom,  and  would  enable  him,  by 
regular  pay,  to  place  his  army  on  a  more  permanent  footing,  to 
penetrate  as  fieir  as  the  capital,  perhaps  from  thence  to  the  Border, 
where  he  deemed  it  possible  to  communicate  with  the  yet  unsubdued 
forces  of  King  Charles. 

Such  was  the  plan  of  operations  by  which  the  truest  glory  was  to 
be  acquired,  and  the  most  important  success  insured  for  the  royal 
cause.  Accordingly  it  did  not  escape  the  ambitious  and  daring 
spirit  of  him  whose  services  had  already  acquired  him  the  title  of  the 
Great  Marquis.  But  other  motives  actuated  many  of  his  followers, 
and  perhaps  were  not  without  their  secret  and  unacknowledged 
influence  upon  his  own  feelings. 

The  Western  Chiefs  in  Montrose's  army,  almost  to  a  man,  regarded 
the  Marquis  of  Argyle  as  the  most  direct  and  proper  object  of 
hostilities.  Almost  all  of  them  had  felt  his  power ;  almost  all,  in 
withdrawing  their  fencible  men  from  their  own  glens,  left  their 
families  and  property  exposed  to  his  vengeance ;  all,  without  excep- 
tion, were  desirous  of  diminishing  his  sovereignty ;  and  most  of  them 
lay  so  near  his  territories,  that  they  might  reasonably  hope  to  be 
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gratifiied  by  a  share  of  his  spoil.  To  these  Chiefs  the  possession  of 
Inveraiy  and  its  castle  was  an  event  infinitely  more  important  and 
desirable  than  the  capture  of  Edinburgh.  The  latter  event  could 
only  afford  their  clansmen  a  little  transitory  pay  or  plunder;  the 
former  insured  to  the  Chie&  themselves  indemnity  for  the  past^  and 
security  for  the  future.  Besides  these  personal  reasons,  the  leaders, 
who  favoured  this  opinion,  plausibly  urged  that  though,  at  his  first 
descent  into  the  Lowlands,  Montrose  might  be  superior  to  the 
enemy,  yet  every  day's  march  he  made  from  the  hills  must  diminish 
his  own  forces,  and  expose  him  to  the  accumulated  superiority  of  any 
army  which  the  Covenanters  could  collect  from  the  Lowland  levies 
and  garrisonsw  On  the  other  hand,  by  crushing  Argyle  effectually,  he 
would  not  only  permit  his  present  western  friends  to  bring  out  that 
proportion  of  their  forces  which  they  must  otherwise  leave  at  home 
for  protection  of  their  fEunilies;  but  farther,  he  would  draw  to  Ms 
standard  several  tribes  already  friendly  to  his  cause,  but  who  were 
prevented  from  joining  him  by  fear  of  M'Callum  More. 

These  arguments,  as  we  have  already  hinted,  found  something 
responsive  in  Montrose's  own  bosom,  not  quite  consonant  with  the 
general  heroism  of  his  character.  The  houses  of  Argyle  and  Mon- 
trose had  been,  in  former  times,  repeatedly  opposed  to  each  other  in 
war  and  in  politics,  and  the  superior  advantages  acquired  by  the 
former  had  made  them  the  subject  of  envy  and  dislike  to  the  neigh- 
bouring feunily,  who,  conscious  of  equal  desert,  had  not  been  so 
richly  rewarded.  This  was  not  alL  The  existing  heads  of  these 
rival  fjEtmilies  had  stood  in  the  most  marked  opposition  to  each  other 
since  the  commencement  of  the  present  troubles. 

Montrose,  conscious  of  the  superiority  of  his  talents,  and  of  having 
rendered  great  service  to  the  Covenanters  at  the  beginning  of  the 
war,  had  expected  from  that  party  the  supereminence  of  council  and 
command,  which  they  judged  it  safer  to  intrust  to  the  more  limited 
feumlties  and  more  extensive  power  of  his  rival  Argyle.  The  having 
awarded  this  preference  was  an  injury  which  Montrose  never  forgave 
the  Covenanters ;  and  he  was  still  less  likely  to  extend  his  pardon  to 
Argyle,  to  whom  he  had  been  postponed.  He  was  therefore 
stimulated,  by  every  feeling  of  hatred  which  could  animate  a  fiery 
temper  in  a  fierce  age,  to  seek  for  revenge  upon  ^e  enemy  of  his 
house  and  person;  and  it  is  probable  that  these  private  motives 
operated  not  a  little  upon  his  mind,  when  he  found  the  principal 
part  of  his  followers  determined  rather  to  undertake  an  expedition 
against  the  territories  of  Argyle,  than  to  take  the  fax  more  decisive 
step  of  descending  at  once  into  the  Lowlands. 

Yet  whatever  temptation  Montrose  found  to  carry  into  effe<:.t  V^^a^ 
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attack  upon  Argyleshire,  he  could  not  easily  bring  himaelf  to  reaoimce 
the  splendid  achievement  of  a  descent  upon  the  Lowlands.  He  held 
more  than  one  council  with  the  principal  Cbief»y  combating,  pedmps^ 
his  own  secret  inclination  as  well  as  theirs.  He  laid  before  them 
the  extreme  difficulty  ol  mttfching  even  a  Highland  army  from  the 
eastward  into  Argyleshire,  through  passes  scarcely  joacticahle  for 
shepherds  and  deer-stalkers,  and  over  mountains  with  which  even 
the  clans  lying  nearest  to  them  did  not  pretend  to  be  thoroughly 
acquainted.  These  difficulties  were  greatly  enhanced  hy  the  season 
of  the  year,  which  was  now  advancing  towards  December,  when  the 
mountain-passes,  in  themselves  so  difficult,  might  be  expected  to  be 
rendered  utterly  impassable  by  snowHstorms.  These  objections 
neither  satisiied  nor  silenced  the  Chiefs^  who  insisted  upon  their 
ancient  mode  of  making  war,  by  driving  the  cattle,  which,  according 
to  the  Ghielie  phrase,  ''fed  upon  the  grass  of  their  enemy."  The 
council  was  dimissed  late  at  night,  and  without  coming  to  any 
decision,  excepting  that  the  Chie&,  who  supported  the  opinion  that 
Argyle  should  be  invaded,  promised  to  seek  out  among  their  followers 
those  who  might  be  most  capable  of  undertaking  the  office  of  guides 
upon  the  expedition. 

Montrose  had  retired  to  the  cabin  which  served  him  for  a  tent,  and 
stretched  himself  upon  a  bed  of  dry  fern,  the  only  place  of  repose 
which  it  afforded.  But  he  courted  sleep  in  vain,  for  the  visions  of 
ambition  excluded  those  of  Morpheus.  In  one  moment  he  imagined 
himself  displaying  the  royal  banner  from  the  reconquered  Castle  of 
Edinburgh,  detaching  assistance  to  a  monarch  whose  crown  depended 
upon  his  success,  and  receiving  in  requital  all  the  advantages  and 
preferments  which  could  be  heaped  upon  him  whom  a  king  delighteth 
to  honour.  At  another  time  this  dream,  splendid  as  it  was,  faded 
before  the  vision  of  gratified  vengeance,  and  personal  triumph  over  a 
personal  enemy.  To  surprise  Argyle  in  his  stronghold  of  Inverary— 
to  crush  in  him  at  once  the  rival  of  his  own  house  and  the  chief 
support  of  the  Presbyterians — to  show  the  Covenanters  the  difference 
between  the  preferred  Argyle  and  the  postponed  difference  between 
the  preferred  Argyle  and  l^e  postponed  Montrose,  was  a  picture  too 
flattering  to  feudsd  vengeance  to  be  easily  relinquished. 

While  he  lay  thus  busied  with  oontiadictory  thoughts  and  feelingSi 
the  soldier  who  stood  sentinel  upon  his  quarters  announced  to  ^ 
Marquis  thab  two  persons  desired  to  speak  with  his  Excellency. 

'^ Their  names?''  answered  Mentroae,  ''and  the  cause  of  their 
urgency  at  siich  a  late  hour  V 

On  these  points  the  sentinel,  who  was  one  of  CoUdtto's  IiishmeaBi 
oonld  afford  his  Qeneral  Utde  information;  so  that  Montrose,  who  at 
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such  a  period  durst  refuse  access  to  no  one,  lest  he  might  have  been 
neglecting  some  important  intelligence,  gave  directions,  as  a  necessary 
precaution,  to  put  the  guard  under  arms,  and  then  prepared  to 
receive  his  untimely  visitors.  His  groom  of  the  chambers  had  scarce 
lighted  a  pair  of  torches,  and  Montrose  himself  had  scarce  risen  from 
his  couch,  when  two  men  entered,  one  wearing  a  Lowland  dress,  of 
shamoy  leather  worn  almost  to  tatters ;  the  other  a  tall  upright  old 
Highlander,  of  a  complexion  which  might  be  termed  iron-grey, 
wasted  and  worn  by  frost  and  tempest. 

'<  What  may  be  your  commands  with  me,  my  friends?''  said  the 
Marquis,  his  hand  almost  unconsciously  seeking  the  butt  of  one  of  hk 
pistols;  for  the  period,  as  well  as  the  time  of  night,  warranted 
suspicions  which  the  good  mien  of  his  visitors  was  not  by  any  means 
calculated  to  remove. 

"  I  pray  leave  to  congratulate  you,"  said  the  Lowlander,  **  my  most 
noble  General  and  right  honourable  lord,  upon  the  great  battles  which 
you  have  achieved  since  I  had  the  fortune  to  be  detached  from  you. 
It  was  a  pretty  aSair  that  tuilzie  at  Tippermuir ;  nevertheless,  if  I 
might  be  permitted  to  counsel " 

**  Before  doing  so,"  said  the  Marquis,  ''  will  you  be  pleased  to  let 
let  me  know  who  is  so  kind  as  to  favour  me  with  his  opinion?" 

"  Truly,  my  lord,"  replied  the  man, "  I  should  have  hoped  that  was 
unnecessary,  seeing  it  is  not  long  since  I  took  on  in  your  service, 
under  promise  of  a  commission  as  Major,  with  half-a-doUar  of  daily 
pay  and  half-a-doUar  of  arrears ;  and  I  am  to  trust  your  lordship  has 
not  forgotten  my  pay  as  well  as  my  person?" 

"  My  good  friend.  Major  Dalgetty,"  said  Montrose,  who  by  this 
time  perfectly  recollected  his  man,  ^*you  must  consider  what  impor^ 
tant  things  have  happened  to  put  my  friends'  faces  out  of  mj  memory; 
besides  this  imperfect  light ;  but  all  conditions  shall  be  kept.  And 
what  news  from  Argyleshire,  my  good  Major?  We  have  long  given 
you  up  for  lost,  and  I  was  now  preparing  to  take  the  most  signal  yen* 
geance  upon  the  old  fox  who  infringed  the  law  of  arms  in  your  person.^ 

"  Truly,  my  noble  lord,"  said  Dalgetty,  "  I  have  no  desire  that  my 
return  should  put  any  stop  to  so  proper  and  becoming  an  intention ; 
verily  it  is  in  no  shape  in  the  Earl  of  Argyle's  favour  or  mercy  that  I 
now  stand  before  you,  and  I  shall  be  no  inteiHsessor  for  him.  But  my 
^cape  is,  under  Heaven,  and  the  excellent  dexterity  which,  as  an  old 
and  accomplished  cavalier,  I  displayed  in  effecting  the  same-— I  say, 
under  these,  it  is  owing  to  the  assistance  of  this  old  Highlander,  whom 
I  venture  to  recommend  to  your  lordship's  special  favour,  as  the 
instrument  of  saving  your  lordship's  to  command,  Dugald  Dalgetty 
of  Drumthwaoket" 
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**  A  thankworthy  service,"  said  the  Marquis  gravely,  "  which  shall 
certainly  be  requited  in  the  manner  it  deserves." 

'^  Kneel  down,  Eanald,"  said  Major  Dalgetty  (as  we  must  now  call 
him),  ''kneel  down,  and  kiss  his  Excellency's  hand." 

The  prescribed  form  of  acknowledgment  not  being  according  to 
the  custom  of  Banald's  country,  he  contented  himself  with  folding 
his  arms  on  his  bosom  and  making  a  low  inclination  of  his  head. 

"  This  poor  man,  my  lord,*  said  Major  Dalgetty,  continuing  his 
speech  with  a  dignified  air  of  protection  towards  Banald  MacEagh, 
**  has  strained  all  his  slender  means  to  defend  my  person  firom  mine 
enemies,  although  having  no  better  weapons  of  a  missile  sort  than 
bows  and  arrows,  whilk  your  lordship  will  hardly  believe.'' 

''You  will  see  a  great  many  such  weapons  in  my  camp,"  said 
Montrose,  "and  we  find  them  serviceablc^f 

"Serviceable,  my  lord!"  said  Dalgetty;  "I  trust  your  lordship 
will  permit  me  to  be  surprised — bows  and  arrows !  I  trust  you  will 
forgive  my  recommending  the  substitution  of  muskets  the  first 
convenient  opportunity.  But,  besides  defending  me,  this  honest 
Highlander  also  was  at  the  pains  of  curing  me,  in  respect  that  I 
got  a  touch  of  the  wars  in  my  retreat,  which  merits  my  best  requital 
in  this  special  introduction  of  him  to  your  lordship's  notice  and 
protection." 

"  What  is  your  name,  my  friend?"  said  Montrose,  turning  to  the 
Highlander. 

"  It  may  not  be  spoken,"  answered  the  mountaineer. 

'*  That  is  to  say,"  interrupted  Major  Dalgetty,  "  he  desires  to  have 
his  name  concealed,  in  respect  he  hath  in  former  days  taken  a  castle, 
slain  certain  children,  and  done  other  things  whilk,  as  your  good 
lordship  knows,  are  often  practised  in  war  time,  but  excite  no  bene* 
volence  towards  the  perpetrator  in  the  friends  of  those  who  sustain 
injury.  I  have  known,  in  my  military  experience,  many  brave 
cavaliers  put  to  death  by  the  boors,  simply  for  having  used  military 
licence  upon  the  country." 

"  I  imderstand,"  said  Montrose,  "  this  person  is  at  feud  with  some 
of  our  followers.  Let  him  retire  to  the  court  of  guard,  and  we  will 
think  of  the  best  mode  of  protecting  him." 

"  You  hear,  Banald,"  said  Major  Dalgetty,  with  an  air  of  supe* 
riority,  '*  his  Excellency  wishes  to  hold  privy  council  with  me,  you 
must  go  to  the  court  of  guard.  He  does  not  know  where  that  is,  poor 
fellow ! — he  is  a  young  soldier  for  so  old  a  man ;  I  will  put  him  under 

t  In  fact,  for  the  admirers  of  archery  it  may  be  stated,  not  only  that  many  of  the 
Highlanders  in  Montrose's  army  used  these  antique  missiles,  bat  even  in  England,  the 
bow  and  qniver,  once  the  glory  of  the  bold  yeomen  of  that  land,  were  ocoaaionally  used 
during  the  great  civil  wars. 
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the  charge  of  a  sentinel,  and  letum  to  your  lordship  incontinent" 
He  did  so,  and  returned  accordingly. 

Montrose's  first  inquiry  respected  the  emhassy  to  Inyerary ;  and  he 
listened  with  attention  to  Dalgetty's  reply,  notwithstanding  the  pro- 
lixity of  the  Major's  narrative.  It  required  an  effort  from  the 
Marquis  to  maintain  his  attention ;  but  no  one  better  knew  that, 
where  information  is  to  be  derived  from  the  report  of  such  agents 
as  Dalgetty,  it  can  only  be  obtained  by  suffering  them  to  tell  their 
story  in  their  own  way.  Accordingly  the  Marquis's  patience  was  at 
length  rewarded.  Among  other  spoils  which  the  Captain  thought 
himself  at  liberty  to  take  was  a  packet  of  Argyle's  private  papers. 
These  he  consigned  to  the  hands  of  his  general ;  a  humour  of  account- 
ing, however,  which  went  no  farther,  for  I  do  not  understand  that  he 
made  any  mention  of  the  purse  of  gold  which  he  had  appropriated 
at  the  same  time  that  he  had  made  seizure  of  the  papers  aforesaid. 
Snatching  a  torch  from  the  wall,  Montrose  was  in  an  instant  deeply 
engaged  in  the  perusal  of  these  documents,  in  which  it  is  probable 
he  found  something  to  animate  his  personal  resentment  against  his 
rival  Argyle. 

"  Does  he  not  fear  me?"  said  he ;  'Hhen  he  shall  feel  me.  Will  he 
/ire  my  castle  of  Murdoch? — Inverary  shall  raise  the  first  smoke.  O 
for  a  guide  through  the  skirts  of  Strath-Fillan  V 

Whatever  might  be  Dalgetty's  personal  conceit,  he  understood  his 
business  sufficiently  to  guess  at  Montrose's  meaning.  He  instantly 
interrupted  his  own  prolix  narration  of  the  skirmish  which  had 
taken  place,  and  the  wound  he  had  received  in  his  retreat,  and  began 
to  speak  to  the  point  which  he  saw  interested  his  General. 

"If,''  said  he,  ''your  Excellency  wishes  to  make  an  infall  into 
Argyleshire,  this  poor  man,  Banald,  of  whom  I  told  you,  together 
with  his  children  and  companions,  know  every  pass  into  that  land, 
both  leading  from  the  east  and  from  the  north." 

**  Indeed !"  said  Montrose ;  "  what  reason  have  you  to  believe  their 
knowledge  so  extensive?" 

"So  please  your  Excellency,"  answered  Dalgetty,  "during  the 
weeks  that  I  remained  with  them  for  cure  of  my  wound,  they  were 
repeatedly  obligated  to  shift  their  quarters,  in  respect  of  Argyle's 
repeated  attempts  to  repossess  himself  of  the  person  of  an  officer  who 
was  honoured  with  your  Excellency's  confidence;  so  that  I  had 
occasion  to  admire  the  singular  dexterity  and  knowledge  of  the  face 
of  the  country  with  which  they  alternately  achieved  their  retreat 
and  their  advance ;  and  when  at  length  I  was  able  to  repair  to  your 
Excellency's  standard,  this  honest  simple  creature,  Banald  MacEagh, 
guided  me  by  paths  which  my  steed  Gustavua  (^^\iV!Xi^wa\jRft^^SKs^ 
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mftj  lemember)  trod  with  perf»ct  safety,  w  tltat  I  said  to  myself  that 
where  guides,  spies,  or  intelligHiMn  wen  raqnited  in  a  Highland 
campaign  in  that  western  oonuby,  more  expert  pnaons  than  h«  and 
his  attendants  eonhl  not  posaiblj  be  desired." 

"And  can  you  answer  for  this  man's  fldelityl"  said  Montroie; 
"  what  b  his  name  and  condition  1" 

"  He  is  an  oatlaw  and  robbei  by  piofeseion,  something  also  of 
a  homicide  oi  mnTdeTer,"  answered  Dalgettj ;  "  and  by  name  oalled 
Ranald  MaoEagh,  whilk  signifies  Ranald  the  Son  of  the  Mist." 

"  I  should  remember  eometbing  of  that  name,"  said  Uontroae, 
pannng ;  "  did  not  these  Children  of  the  Mist  perpetrate  some  act  of 
cruelty  npon  the  M'AnlayBf 


Major  Dalgetty  mentioned  the  circumstance  of  the  mnrdet  of  the 
Forester,  and  Montrose's  active  memory  at  once  recalled  all  the 
cirennutancea  of  the  feud. 

"It  is  moat  unlucky,"  said  Montrose,  ''this  inexpiable  qoarrel 
between  theie  men  and  the  M'Aulays.  Allan  'has  borne  himaelf 
bravely  in  these  ware,  and  posseaBes,  by  the  wild  mystery  of  hia 
behavour  and  language,  so  mncb  influence  over  the  minds  of  Ids 
countrymen,  that  the  oonseqnenees  of  disobliging  him  might  b« 
serious.  At  the  same  time,  these  men  being  so  capable  of  rendering 
usefol  service,  and  being  at  yon  say,  Major  DalgM^,  perfectly  tnut- 
worthy " 
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'^I  will  pledge  my  pay  and  arrears,  my  horse  and  arms,  my 
head  and  neck,  upon  their  fidelity,"  said  the  Major;  ''and  yonr 
Excellency  knows  that  a  soldado  could  say  no  more  for  his  own 
father.'* 

*'  True/'  said  Montrose ;  **  but  as  this  is  a  matter  of  particular 
moment,  I  would  willingly  know  the  grounds  of  so  positive  an 
assurance/' 

**  Concisely,  then,  my  lord,**  said  the  Major,  ''  not  only  did  they 
disdain  to  profit  hy  a  handsome  reward  which  Argyle  did  me  the 
honour  to  place  upon  this  poor  head  of  mine,  and  not  only  did  they 
abstain  from  pillaging  my  personal  property,' whilk  was  to  an  amount 
that  would  have  tempted  regular  soldiers  in  any  service  of  Europe ; 
and  not  only  did  they  restore  me  my  horse,  whilk  your  Excellency 
knows  to  be  of  value,  but  I  could  not  prevail  on  them  to  accept  one 
aHver,  doit,  or  maravedi  for  the  trouble  and  expenses  of  my  sick-bed. 
They  actually  refused  my  coined  money  when  freely  offered — a  tale 
seldom  to  be  told  in  a  Christian  land." 

*'  I  admit,"  said  Montrose,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  "  that  their 
conduct  towards  you  is  good  evidence  of  their  fidelity ;  but  how  to 
secure  against  the  breaking  out  of  this  feud?"  He  paused,  and  then 
suddenly  added,  **I  had  forgot  I  have  supped,  while  you,  Msgor,  have 
been  travelling  by  moonlight." 

He  called  to  his  attendants  to  fetch  a  stoup  of  wine  and  some 
refreshments.  Major  Dalgetty,  who  had  the  appetite  of  a  conva- 
lescent returned  from  Highland  quarters,  needed  not  any  pressing 
to  partake  of  what  was  set  before  him,  but  proceeded  to  despatch  his 
food  with  such  alacrity  that  the  Marquis,  filling  a  cup  of  wine  and 
drinking  to  his  health,  could  not  help  remarking  that,  coarse  as  the 
provisions  of  his  camp  were,  he  was  afraid  Major  Dalgetty  had  fared 
much  worse  during  his  excursion  into  Argyleshire. 

"  Tour  Excellency  may  take  your  corporal  oath  upon  that,"  said 
the  worthy  Major,  speaking  with  his  mouth  full ;  "  for  Argyle's  bread 
and  water  are  yet  stale  and  mouldy  in  my  recollection,  and  though 
they  did  their  best,  yet  the  viands  that  the  Children  of  the  Mist 
procured  for  me,  poor  helpless  creatures  as  they  were,  were  so  unre- 
freshful  to  my  body,  that  when  enclosed  in  my  armour,  whilk  I  was 
fain  to  leave  behind  me  for  expedition's  sake,  I  rattled  therein  like 
the  shrivelled  kernel  in  a  nut  that  hath  been  kept  on  to  a  second 
Hallowe'en." 

''You  must  take  the  due  means  to  repair  these  losses,  Major  Dalgetty." 

*^  In  troth,"  answered  the  soldier,  *'  I  shall  hardly  be  able  to  com- 
pass that,  unless  my  arrears  are  to  be  exchanged  for  present  pay ; 
for  I  protest  to  your  Excellency  that  the  three  stone  wei<9E]bLt  ^^^\ 
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have  lost  were  simply  raised  apon  the  r^^olar  acooimtingB  of  the 
States  of  Holland.'' 

**  lu  that  case,"  said  the  Marquis,  *'  you  are  only  reduced  to  good 
marching  order.  As  for  the  pay,  let  us  once  have  victory — victory, 
Major,  and  your  wishes,  and  all  our  wishes,  shall  be  amply  fulfilled. 
Meantime,  help  yourself  to  another  cup  of  wine/' 

'*  To  your  Excellency's  health,"  said  the  Major,  filling  a  cup  to  the 
brim,  to  show  the  zeal  with  which  he  drimk  the  toast,  "and  victory 
over  all  our  enemies,  and  particularly  over  Argyle  1  I  hope  to  twitch 
another  handful  from  his  beard  mysell  I  have  had  one  pluck  at  it 
already." 

<<  Very  true,"  answered  Montrose ;  "  but  to  return  to  these  men  of 
the  Mist.  You  understand,  Dalgetty,  that  their  presence  here,  and  the 
purpose  for  which  we  employ  them,  is  a  secret  between  you  and  me  1" 

Delighted,  as  Montrose  had  anticipated,  with  this  mark  of  his 
General's  confidence,  the  Major  laid  his  hand  upon  his  nose,  and 
nodded  intelligence. 

*'  How  many  may  there  be  of  Banald's  followers  1"  continued  the 
Marquis. 

*'  They  are  reduced,  so  far  as  I  know,  to  some  eight  or  ten  men," 
answered  Major  Dalgetty,  "  and  a  few  women  and  children." 

"  Where  are  they  now  1"  demanded  Montrose. 

''In  a  valley,  at  three  miles'  distance,"  answered  the  soldier, 
'^  awaiting  your  Excellency's  command ;  I  judged  it  not  fit  to  bring 
them  to  your  leaguer  without  your  Excellency's  orders." 

"  You  judged  very  well,"  said  Montrose ;  "  it  would  be  proper  that 
they  remain  where  they  are,  or  seek  some  distant  place  of  refuge. 
I  will  send  them  money,  though  it  is  a  scarce  article  with  me  at 
present." 

**  It  is  quite  unnecessary,"  said  Major  Dalgetty :  "  your  Excellency 
has  only  to  hint  that  the  M'Aulays  are  going  in  that  direction,  and 
my  friends  of  the  Mist  will  instantly  make  volteface,  and  go  to  the 
right  about." 

''That  were  scarce  courteous,"  said  the  Marquis.  '' Better  send 
them  a  few  dollars  to  purchase  them  some  cattle  for  the  support  of 
the  women  and  children." 

"  They  know  how  to  come  by  their  cattle  at  a  far  cheaper  rate," 
said  the  Major ;  "  but  let  it  be  as  your  Excellency  wills," 

"  Let  Banald  MacEagh,"  said  Montrose,  "  select  one  or  two  of  his 
followers,  men  whom  he  can  trust,  and  who  are  capable  of  keeping 
their  own  secret  and  ours :  these,  with  their  chief  for  scout-master 
general,  shall  serve  for  our  guides.  Let  them  be  at  my  tent  to* 
morrow  at  daybreak,  and  see,  if  ^ssible,  that  they  neither  guess  my 
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purpose  nor  hold  any  commiinication  with  each  other  in  private. 
This  old  man,  has  he  any  children  V* 

"  They  have  heen  killed  or  hanged/'  answered  the  Major,  ^*  to  the 
numher  of  a  round  dozen,  as  I  believe — ^but  he  hath  left  one  grand- 
child, a  smart  and  hopeful  youth,  whom  I  have  noted  to  be  never 
without  a  pebble  in  his  plaid-nook,  to  fling  at  whatsoever  might 
come  in  his  way ;  being  a  symbol  that,  like  David,  who  was  accus- 
tomed to  sling  smooth  stones  taken  &om  the  brook,  he  may  afterwards 
prove  an  adventurous  warrior.'' 

"  That  boy,  Migor  Dalgetty,"  said  the  Marquis,  **  I  will  have  to 
attend  upon  my  own  person.  I  presume  he  will  have  sense  enough 
to  keep  his  name  secret  1" 

*'  Your  Excellency  need  not  fear  that,"  answered  Dalgetty,  *'  these 
Highland  imps,  horn  the  moment  they  chip  the  shell ^ 

*'  Well,''  interrupted  Montrose,  *'  that  boy  shall  be  pledge  for  the 
fidelity  of  his  parent,  and  if  he  prove  faithful,  the  child's  preferment 
shall  be  his  reward.  And  now,  Major  Dalgetty,  I  will  license  your 
departure  for  the  night ;  to-morrow  you  will  introduce  this  MacEagh, 
imder  any  name  or  character  he  may  please  to  assume.  I  presume 
his  profession  has  rendered  him  sufficiently  expert  in  all  sort  of  dis- 
guises ;  or  we  may  admit  John  of  Moidart  into  our  schemes,  who  has 
sense,  practicability,  and  intelligence,  and  will  probably  allow  this 
man  for  a  time  to  be  disguised  as  one  of  his  followers.  For  you, 
Major,  my  groom  of  the  chambers  will  be  your  quarter-master  for 
this  evening." 

Major  Dalgetty  took  his  leave  with  a  joyful  heart,  greatly  elated 
with  the  reception  he  had  met  with,  and  much  pleased  with  the 
personal  manners  of  his  new  General,  which,  as  he  explained  at 
great  length  to  Banald  MacEagh,  reminded  him  in  many  respects  of 
the  demeanour  of  the  immortal  Gustavus  Adolphus,  the  Lion  of  the 
Northy  and  Bulwark  of  the  Protestant  Faith. 


CHAPTEE    XVII. 

The  march  begins  in  military  state, 

And  nations  on  his  eyes  suspended  wait: 

Stem  famine  guards  the  solitary  coast, 

And  winter  barricades  the  realms  of  frost, 

He  comes — ^nor  want,  nor  cold,  his  course  delay. 

Famty  of  Evmom  Wishes, 

Bt  break  of  day  Montrose  received  in  his  cabin  old  MacEagh,  and 
questioned  him  long  and  particularly  as  to  the  means  of  approaching 
the  country  of  Argyle.    He  made  a  note  of  hia  axAH^cs'^^^'^^'^^^^ 
2f 
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eompared  with  those  of  two  of  his  Ibllowers,  whom  he  introduced  as 
the  most  prudent  and  experienced.  He  found  them  to  correspond  in 
all  respects ;  but,  still  unsatisfied  where  precaution  was  so  necessary, 
the  Marquis  compared  the  information  he  had  received  with  that  he 
was  able  to  collect  from  the  Chiefe  who  lay  most  near  to  the  destined 
scene  of  invasion,  and  being  in  all  respects  satisfied  of  its  accuracy, 
he  resolved  to  proceed  in  full  reliance  upon  it. 

In  one  point  Montrose  changed  his  mind.  Having  judged  it  unfit 
to  take  the  boy  Kenneth  into  Ms  own  service,  lest,  in  case  of  hie  birth 
being  discovered,  it  should  be  resented  as  an  offence  by  the  niunerous 
clans  who  entertained  a  feudal  enmity  to  this  devoted  feunily,  he 
requested  the  Major  to  take  him  in  attendance  upon  himself;  and  as  he 
aceompaiued  this  request  with  a  handsome  doucewTf  under  pretence  of 
clothing  and  equipping  the  lad,  this  change  was  agreeable  to  all  partiea 

It  was  about  breakfEtst-time,  when  Major  Dalgetty^  being  dismissed 
by  Montrose,  went  in  quest  of  hiB  old  acquaintances,  Lord  Menteith 
and  the  M'Aulays,  to  whom  he  longed  to  communicate  his  own 
adventures,  as  well  as  to  learn  from  them  the  particulars  of  the 
campaign.  It  may  be  imagined  he  was  received  with  great  glee  by 
men  to  whom  the  late  uniformity  of  their  military  life  had  rendered 
any  change  of  society  an  interesting  novelty.  Allan  M'Aulay  alone 
seemed  to  recoil  from  his  former  acquaintance,  although,  when 
challenged  by  his  brother,  he  could  render  no  other  reason  than  a 
reluctance  to  be  familiar  with  one  who  had  been  so  lately  in  the 
company  of  Argyle  and  other  enemies.  Major  Dalgetty  was  a  little 
alarmed  by  this  sort  of  instinctive  consciousness  which  AUan  seemed 
to  entertain  respecting  the  society  he  had  been  lately  keeping ;  he 
was  soon  satisfied,  however,  that  the  perceptions  of  the  seer  in  this 
particular  were  not  infallible. 

As  Eanald  MacEagh  was  to  be  placed  under  Major  Dalgettjr's  pro- 
tection and  superintendence,  it  was  necessary  he  should  present  him 
to  those  persons  with  whom  he  was  most  likely  to  associate.  The 
dress  of  the  old  man  had,  in  the  meantime,  been  changed  from  the 
tartan  of  his  clan  to  a  sort  of  clothing  peculiar  to  the  men  of  the 
distant  Isles,  resembling  a  waistcoat  with  sleeves,  and  a  petticoat,  all 
made  in  one  piece.  This  dress  was  laced  from  top  to  bottom  in  front, 
and  bore  some  resemblance  to  that  called  Polonaise,  still  worn  by 
children  in  Scotland  of  the  lower  rank.  The  tartan  hose  and  bonnet 
completed  the  dress  which  old  men  of  the  last  century  remembered 
well  to  have  seen  worn  by  the  distant  Islesmen  who  came  to  the 
Earl  of  Mar's  standard  in  the  year  1715. 

Major  Dalgetty,  keeping  his  eye  on  Allan  as  he  spoke,  introduced 
Banald  MacEagh  under  the  fictitiouB  name  of  Banald  MaoQiUihuxon 
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in  Benbecula,  who  had 'escaped  with  him  out  of  Aigyle'B  prison. 
He  recommended  him  as  a  person  skilful  in  the  arts  of  the  harper 
and  the  senachie^  and  by  no  means  contemptible  in  the  quality  of  a 
second-sighted  person,  or  seer.  While  making  this  exposition.  Major 
Dalgetty  stammered  and  hesitated  in  a  way  so  unlike  the  usual  glib 
forwardness  of  his  manner,  that  he  could  not  have  failed  to  have 
given  suspicion  to  Allan  M'Aulay,  had  not  that  person's  whole 
attention  been  engaged  in  steadily  perusing  the  features  of  the 
person  thus  introduced  to  him.  This  steady  gase  so  much  embar- 
rassed Banald  MacEagh^  that  his  hand  wa&  beginning  to  sink  down 
towards  his  dagger,  in  expectation  of  a  hostile  assault,  when  Allan, 
suddenly  crossing  the  floor  of  the  hut,  extended  his  hand  to  him  in 
the  way  of  friendly  greeting.  They  sat  down  side  by  side,  and  con- 
versed in  a  low  mysterious  tone  of  voice.  Menteith  and  Angus 
M*Aulay  were  not  surprised  at  this,  for  there  prevailed  {imong  the 
Highlanders  who  pretended  to  the  second-sight  a  sort  of  freemasonry, 
which  generally  induced  them,  upon  meeting,  to  hold  communica- 
tion with  each  other  on  the  nature  and  extent  of  their  visionary 
experiences. 

^ Does  the  sight  come  gloomy  upon  your  spirits)''  said  Allan  to 
Jiis  new  acquaintance. 

''As  dark  as  the  shadow  upon  the  moon,"  replied  Ranald,  ''when 
she  is  darkened  in  her  mid-course  in  heaven,  and  prophets  foretell  of 
evil  times." 

"  Gome  hither,"  said  Allan,  "  come  more  this  way,  I  would  con- 
verse with  you  apart ;  for  men  say  that  in  your  distant  islands  the 
sight  is  poured  forth  with  more  clearness  and  power  than  upon  us, 
who  dwell  near  the  Sassenach." 

While  they  were  plunged  into  their  mystic  conference,  the  two 
English  cavidiers  entered  the  cabin  in  the  highest  possible  spirits, 
and  announced  to  Angus  M'Aulay  that  orders  had  been  issued  that 
all  should  hold  themselves  in  readiness  for  an  immediate  march  to 
the  westward.  Having  delivered  themselves  of  their  news  with 
much  glee,  they  paid  their  compliments  to  their  old  acquaintance 
Major  Dalgetty,  whom  they  instantly  recognised,  and  inquired  after 
the  health  of  his  charger,  Gustavus. 

"  I  humbly  thank  you,  gentlemen,"  answered  the  soldier,  "Gustavus 
is  well,  though,  like  his  master,  somewhat  barer  on  the  ribs  than 
when  you  offered  to  relieve  me  of  him  at  Daznlinvaraeh;  and  let  me 
assure  you,  that  before  you  have  made  one  or  two  of  those  marches 
which  you  seem  to  contemplate  with  so  much  satisfaEUstion  in  prospeof^ 
you  will  leave,  my  good  knights,  some  of  your  English  bee^  and 
probably  an  English  horse  or  two,  behind  ^WLf 
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Both  exclaimed  that  they  cared  very  little  what  they  found  or 
what  they  left,  provided  the  scene  changed  from  dogging  up  and 
down  Angus  and  Aberdeenshire,  in  pursuit  of  an  enemy  who  would 
neither  fight  nor  run  away. 

^  If  such  be  the  case,"  said  Angus  M'Aulay,  ^'  I  must  give  orders  to 
my  followers,  and  make  provision  too  for  the  safe  conveyance  of 
Annot  Lyle ;  for  an  advance  into  M^Callum  More's  country  will  be  a 
farther  and  fouler  road  than  these  pinks  of  Cumbrian  knighthood 
are  aware  of/'    So  saying,  he  left  the  cabin. 

"Annot  Lyle  I"  repeated  Dalgetty,  "is  she  following  the  cam- 
paign T' 

"Surely,"  replied  Sir  Giles  Musgrave,  his  eye  glancing  slightly 
from  Lord  Menteith  to  Allan  M'Aulay ;  "  we  could  neither  march 
nor  fight,  advance  nor  retreat,  without  the  influence  of  the  Princees 
of  Harps." 

"  The  Princess  of  Broadswords  and  Targets,  I  say,"  answered  his 
companion;  "for  the  Lady  of  Montrose  Jiersdf  could  not  be  more 
courteously  waited  upon;  she  has  four  Highland  maidens,  and  as 
many  bare-legged  gillies  to  wait  upon  her  orders." 

"And  what  would  you  have,  gentlemen  1"  said  Allan,  turning 
suddenly  irom  the  Highlander  with  whom  he  was  in  conversation; 
"  would  you  yourselves  have  left  an  innocent  female,  the  companion 
of  your  infancy,  to  die  by  violence  or  perish  by  fiEunine  ?  There  is 
not,  by  this  time,  a  roof  upon  the  habitation  of  my  fathers— our 
crops  have  been  destroyed,  and  oar  cattle  have  been  driven — and  you, 
gentlemen,  have  to  bless  Gbd  that^  coming  from  a  milder  and  more 
civilised  country,  you  expose  only  your  own  lives  in  this  remorseless 
war,  without  apprehension  that  your  enemies  will  visit  with  their 
vengeance  the  defenceless  pledges  you  may  have  left  behind  you." 

The  Englishmen  cordially  agreed  that  they  had  the  superiority  in 
this  respect;  and  the  company,  now  dispersing,  went  each  to  his 
several  charge  or  occupation. 

Allan  lingered  a  moment  behind,  still  questioning  the  reluctant 
Banald  MacEagh  upon  a  point  in  his  supposed  visions,  by  which  he 
was  greatly  perplexed.  " Eepeatedly,"  he  said,  "have  I  had  the 
sight  of  a  Gael,  who  seemed  to  plunge  his  weapon  into  the  body  of 
Menteith — of  that  young  nobleman  in  the  scarlet  laced  cloak,  who 
has  just  now  left  the  bothy.  But  by  no  effort,  though  I  have  gazed 
till  my  eyes  were  almost  fixed  in  their  sockets,  can  I  discover  the 
fiace  of  this  Highlander,  or  even  conjecture  who  he  may  be,  although 
his  person  and  air  seem  familiar  to  me."^ 

"  Have  you  reversed  your  own  plaid,"  said  Banald,  **  according  to 
the  rule  of  the  expeiienced  ^e6t&  Vxl  vaclb.  osa^  V' 


"  I  haTe,"  amweced  Allan,  speaking  low,  and  shnddering  as  if  with 
internal  agonj . 

"  And  in  what  guise  did  the  phantom  then  appear  to  you,"  said 
Bauald. 

'■  With  hia  plaid  alao  reTened,"  aiuweied  AUan,  in  the  same  low 
and  con-mlaed  tone. 

"  Then  be  auoTed,"  said  Banald,  "  that  yonr  own  hand,  and  none 
other,  will  do  the  deed  of  which  you  have  witnesaed  the  shadow." 

"So  has  my  anxioua  soul  a  hundred  times  Bormiaed,'  replied 
Allan.  "  But  it  ii  imponible !  Were  I  to  read  the  reoord  iu  the 
eternal  book  of  &te,  I 
would  declue  it  im- 
powible — we  are  bound 
by  the  tiea  of  blood, 
and  by  a  hundred  ties 


have  stood  side  by 
aide  in  battle,  and  our 
swords  have  reeked 
with  the  blood  of  the 


IMPOSSIBLH   I    should 
harm  him  I" 

''  That  you  will  do  j 
so,"  answered  Banald, 
'  "  is  certain,  though  the 
cause  be  hid  in  the 
darkness  of  futurity.  Yon  say,"  he  continued,  suppressing  his  own 
emotions  with  difficulty,  "that  side  by  aide  you  have  pursued  your 
piey  like  bloodboimds— have  you  never  seen  bloodhonuds  turn 
their  fangs  against  each  other,  and  fight  over  the  body  of  a  throttled 
deer )" 

"  It  is  false  1 "  said  U'Aulay,  starting  up,  "  these  are  not  the  fi»e- 
bodings  of  fate,  but  the  temptatiou  of  some  evil  spirit  from  the 
bottomless  pit  I"     So  saying,  he  strode  out  of  the  cabin. 

"Thou  hast  it,"  said  the  Sou  of  the  Mist,  looking  after  him  with 
an  air  of  exultation ;  "  the  barbed  arrow  is  in  thy  side !  Spirits  of 
the  slaughtered,  rejoice  1  soon  shall  yoni  morderere'  swords  be  dyed 
in  each  other's  blood." 

On  the  succeeding  morning  all  was  prepared,  and  Montrose 
advanced  by  rapid  marches  np  the  river  Tay,  and  poured  his 
desultory  forces  into  the  romantic  vale  around  the  lake  of  the  same 
name,  which  lies  at  the  head  of  that  rivei.    Tti«  ioiWuAwD-'u^  -««ft 


454  A  LS08ND  OF  MONTROSE. 

CampbeUfly  not  indeed  tiie  Taflaals  of  Ai^le,  bat  of  the  allied  and 
kindred  house  of  Qlenorchy,  which  now  bears  the  name  of  Breadal- 
bane.  Being  taken  by  surprise,  they  were  totally  nnprepared  for 
resistance,  and  were  compelled  to  be  passive  witnesses  of  the  ravages 
which  took  place  among  their  flocks  and  herds.  Advanioing  in  tins 
manner  to  the  vale  of  Loch  Dochart,  and  laying  waste  the  country 
around  him,  Montrose  reached  the  mont  difficult  point  of  his 
enterprise. 

To  a  modem  army,  even  with  the  assiBtance  of  the  good  military 
road  which  now  leads  up  by  Teinedrum  to  the  head  of  Loch  Awe, 
the  passage  of  these  extensive  wilds  would  seem  a  task  of  some 
difficulty.  Bat  at  thii  period,  and  for  long  afterwaxds,  there  was  no 
road  or  path  whatsoever;  and  to  add  to  the  difficulty,  the  mountains 
were  alnady  covered  with  mow.  It  was  a  sublime  scene  to  look  up 
to  them,  piled  in  great  masaea^  one  upon  another,  the  front  rank  of 
dazzling  whiteness,  while  those  which  arose  behind  them  caught  a 
rosy  tint  from  the  setting  of  a  clear  wintry  sun.  Ben  Oruachan, 
superior  in  magmtade,  and  seeming  the  very  citadel  of  the  Gknius  of 
the  region,  rose  high  above  the  others,  showing  his  glimmering  and 
scathed  peak  to  the  distance  of  many  miles. 

The  fpllowerB  of  Montrose  were  men  not  to  be  daunted  by  the 
sublime  yet  terrible  prospect  before  them.  Many  of  them  were  of 
that  andent  race  of  Highlanders  who  not  only  willingly  made  their 
couch  in  the  snow,  but  considered  it  as  effeminate  luxury  to  use  a 
snowball  for  a  pillow.  Plunder  and  revenge  lay  beyond  the  frozen 
mountains  which  they  beheld,  and  they  did  not  permit  themselves  to 
be  daunted  by  the  difficulty  of  traversing  them.  Montrose  did  not 
allow  their  spirits  time  to  subside.  He  ordered  the  pipes  to  play  in 
the  van  the  ancient  pibroch  entitled,  *'  Hoggil  nam  ho/*  &c.  (that  is, 
We  come  through  snow-drift  to  drive  the  prey) ;  the  shrilling  sounds 
of  which  had  often  struck  the  vales  of  the  Lennox  with  terror.f 
The  troops  advanced  with  the  nimble  alacrity  of  mountaineers,  and 
were  soon  involved  ixL  the  dangerotus  pass,  through  which  itandal 
acted  as  their  guide,  going  before  them  with  a  select  party,  to  track 
out  the  way.  • 

The  power  of  man  at  no  time  appears  more  contemptible  than 
when  it  is  placed  in  contrast  with  scenes  of  natural  terror  and 
dignity.  The  victorious  army  of  Montrose,  whose  exploits  had 
struck  terror  into  all  Scotland,  when  ascending  up  this  terriAc  pass^ 
seemed  a  contemptible  handful  of  stragglers,  in  the  act  of  being 
devoured  by  the  jaws  of  the  mountain,  which  appeared  ready  to  close 

t  It  is  the  family  march  of  the  M'Farlanes,  a  warlike  and  predatory  clan,  who 
InbAbit€d  the  western  iMola  of  Loeh  Lomond.    See  Note,  p.  42ft,  WAyaBLvr. 
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upon  them.  Even  Montrose  half  repented  the  boldness  of  his 
attempt,  as  he  looked  down  from  the  snmmit  of  the  first  eminence 
which  he  attained  upon  the  scattered  condition  of  his  small  army. 
The  difficulty  of  getting  forward  was  so  great  that  considerable  gaps 
began  to  occur  in  the  line  of  march,  and  the  distance  between  the 
van,  centre,  and  rear  was  each  moment  increased  in  a  degree  equally 
incommodious  and  dangerous.  It  was.  with  great  apprehension  that 
Montrose  looked  upon  every  point  of  advantage  which  the  hill 
afforded,  in  dread  it  might  be  found  occupied  by  an  enemy  prepared 
for  defence ;  and  he  often  afterwards  was  heard  to  express  his  conviction 
that  had  the  passes  of  Strath-Fillan  been  defended  by  two  hundred 
resolute  men,  not  only  would  his  progress  have  been  effectually 
stopped,  but  his  army  must  have  been  in  danger  of  being  totally  cut 
off.  Security,  however,  the  bane  of  many  a  strong  country  and 
many  a  fortress,  betrayed,  on  this  occasion,  the  district  of  Argyle  to 
his  enemies.  The  invaders  had  only  to  contend  with  the  natural 
difficulties  of  the  path,  and  with  the  snow,  which,  fortunately,  had 
not  fallen  in  any  great  quantity. ,  The  army  no  sooner  reached  the 
summit  of  the  ridge  of  hills  dividing  Argyleshire  from  the  district  of 
Breadalbane,  than  they  rushed  down  upon  the  devoted  vales  beneath 
them  with  a  fury  sufficiently  expressive  of  the  motives  which  had 
dictated  a  movement  so  difficult  and  hazardous. 

Montrose  divided  his  army  into  three  bodies,  in  order  to  produce  a 
wider  and  more  extensive  terror,  one  of  which  was  commanded  by 
the  Captain  of  Clan  Eanald,  one  entrusted  to  th$  leading  of  Colkitto, 
and  the  third  remained  under  his  own  direction.  He  was  thus 
enabled  to  penetrate  the  country  of  Argyle  at  three  different  points. 
Resistance  there  was  none.  The  flight  of  the  shepherds  from  th^ 
hills  had  first  announced  in  the  peopled  districts  this,  formidable 
irruption,  and  wherever  the  clansmen  were  summoned  out:  they  wer^ 
killed,  disarmed,  and  di0persed,  by  an  enemy  who  had  anticipated 
their  motions.  Major  Dalgetty,  who  had  been  sent  forward  against 
Inverary  with  the  few  horse  of  the  ariny  that  were,:fit  ;for  servic^^ 
managed  his  matters  so  well  that  he  had  very  jiearly .  eurprked 
Argyle^  as  he  expressed  it,  inter  pomla;  and  it  was  only  a  rapid  flight 
by  water  which  saved  that  chief  from  death  or  captivity.  But  the 
punishment  which  Argyle  himself  escaped  fell  heavily  upon  his 
country  and  clan,  and  the  ravages  committed  by  Montrose  on  tha^ 
devoted  land,  although  too  consistent  with  the  genius  of  the  country 
and  times,  has  been  repeatedly  and  justly  quoted  as  a  blot  on,  his 
actions  and  character. 

Argyle  in  the  meantime  had  fled  to  Edinburgh,  to  lay  his  complaints 
before  the  Convention  of  Estates.     To .  meet  the  exig,eacia  oL  t3ti«^ 
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moment,  a  considerable  army  was  raised  nnder  (General  Baillie,  a 
Presbyterian  officer  of  skill  and  fidelity,  with  whom  was  joined  in 
command  the  celebrated  Sir  John  Urrie,  a  soldier  of  fortune  like 
Dalgetty,  who  had  already  changed  sides  twice  daring  the  Civil  War, 
and  was  destined  to  tnm  his  coat  a  third  time  before  it  was  ended. 
Argyle  also,  burning  with  indignation,  proceeded  to  levy  his  own 
nnmerous  forces,  in  order  to  avenge  himself  of  his  fendal  enemy. 
He  established  his  head-quarters  at  Dumbarton,  where  he  was  soon 
joined  by  a  considerable  force,  consisting  chiefly  of  his  own  clans- 
men and  dependants.  Being  there  joined  by  Baillie  and  Urrie,  with 
a  very  considerable  army  of  regular  forces,  he  prepared  to  march 
into  Argyleshire,  and  chastise  the  invader  of  his  paternal  territories. 

But  Montrose,  while  these  two  formidable  armies  were  forming  a 
junction,  had  been  recalled  from  that  ravaged  country  by  the  approach 
of  a  third,  collected  in  the  north  under  the  Earl  of  Seaforth,  who,  after 
some  hesitation,  having  embraced  the  side  of  the  Covenanters,  had 
now,  with  the  assistance  of  the  veteran  garrison  of  Inverness,  formed 
a  considerable  army,  with  which  he  threatened  Montrose  from 
Inverness-shire.  Enclosed  in  a  wasted  and  unfriendly  country,  and 
menaced  on  each  side  by  advancing  enemies  of  superior  force,  it 
might  have  been  supposed  that  Montrose's  destruction  was  certain. 
But  these  were  precisely  the  circumstances  under  which  the  active 
and  enterprising  genius  of  the  Great  Marquis  was  calculated  to  excite 
the  wonder  and  admiration  of  his  friends,  the  astonishment  and  terror 
of  his  enemies.  As  if  by  magic,  he  collected  his  scattered  forces  horn 
the  wasteful  occupation  in  which  they  had  been  engaged ;  and  scarce 
were  they  again  united  ere  Argyle  and  his  associate  generals  were 
informed  that  the  royalists,  having  suddenly  disappeared  from  Argyle- 
shire, had  retreated  northwards  among  the  dusky  and  impenetrable 
mountains  of  Lochaber. 

The  sagacity  of  the  generals  opposed  to  Montrose  immediately 
conjectured  that  it  was  the  purpose  of  their  active  antagonist  to  fight 
with,  and,  if  possible,  to  destroy  Seaforth,  ere  they  could  come  to  his 
assistance.  This  occasioned  a  corresponding  change  in  their  opera- 
tions. Leaving  this  chieftain  to  make  the  best  defence  he  could, 
Urrie  and  Baillie  again  separated  their  forces  from  those  of  Argyle ; 
and,  having  chiefiy  horse  and  Lowland  troops  under  their  command, 
they  kept  the  southern  side  of  the  Grampian  ridge,  moving  along 
eastward  into  the  county  of  Angus,  resolving  from  thence  to  proceed 
into  Aberdeenshire,  in  order  to  intercept  Montrose,  if  he  should 
attempt  to  escape  in  that  direction. 

Argyle,  with  his  own  levies  and  other  troops,  undertook  to  follow 
Montrose's  march ;  so  that,  in  case  he  should  come  to  action,  either 
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with  Seaforth  or  with  Baillie  and  Urrie,  he  might  be  placed  between 
two  fires  by  this  third  army,  which,  at  a  secure  distance,  was  to  hang 
npon  his  rear. 

For  this  purpose  Argyle  once  more  moved  towards  Inverary, 
haying  an  opportunity  at  every  step  to  deplore  the  severities  which 
the  hostile  clans  had  exercised  on  his  dependants  and  coimtry. 
Whatever  noble  qualities  the  Highlanders  possessed,  and  they  had 
many,  clemency  in  treating  a  hostile  country  was  not  of  the  number ; 
but  even  the  ravages  of  hostile  troops  combined  to  swell  the  number 
of  Argyle's  followers.  It  is  still  a  Highland  proverb,  He  whose  house 
is  burnt  must  become  a  soldier ;  and  hundreds  of  the  inhabitants  of 
these  unfortunate  valleys  had  now  no  means  of  maintenance,  save  by 
exercising  upon  others  the  severities  they  had  themselves  sustained, 
and  no  future  prospect  of  happiness  excepting  in  the  gratification  of 
revenge.  His  bands  were,  therefore,  augmented  by  the  very  circum- 
stances which  had  desolated  his  country,  and  Argyle  soon  found 
himself  at  the  head  of  three  thousand  determined  men,  distinguished 
for  activity  and  courage,  and  commanded  by  gentlemen  of  his  own 
name,  who  yielded  to  none  in  those  qualities.  Under  himself  he 
conferred  the  principal  command  upon  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  of 
Ardenvbhr,  and  another  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  of  Auchenbreck,t  an 
experienced  and  veteran  soldier,  whom  he  had  recalled  from  the  wars 
of  Ireland  for  this  purpose.  The  cold  spirit  of  Argyle  himself, 
however,  clogged  the  military  councils  of  his  more  intrepid  assistants ; 
and  it  was  resolved,  notwithstanding  their  increased  force,  to  observe 
the  same  plan  of  operations,  and  to  follow  Montrose  cautiously,  in 
whatever  direction  he  should  march,  avoiding  an  engagement  until 
an  opportunity  should  occur  of  falling  upon  his  rear  while  he  should 
be  engaged  with  another  enemy  in  front 


CHAPTER    XVIII. 

Piobracht  au  Donnil-dhu, 
Piobrachet  an  Donuil, 
Piobrachet  agos  S'breittach 
Feacht  an  Innerlochy. 

The  war-tone  of  Donald  the  Black, 

The  war-tune  of  Black  Donald, 

The  pipes  and  the  banner 

Are  up  in  the  rendezYous  of  Inverlochy. 

The  military  road  connecting  the  chain  of  forts,  as  it  is  called,  and 
running  in  the  general  line  of  the  present  Caledonian  canal,  has  now 
completely  opened  the  great  glen,  or  chasm,  extending  almost 

t  This  last  duwacter  is  histoiioaL 
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tile  whole  island,  once  doubtless  filled  by  the  sea,  and  still  affording 
basins  for  that  long  line  of  lakes  by  means  of  which  modem  art  has 
united  the  German  and  Atlantic  Oceans.  The  paths,  or  tracks  by 
which  the  natiyes  traversed  this  extesisive  valley  were,  in  1645*6,  in 
the  same  situation  as  when  they  awaked  the  strain  of  an  Irish 
engineer  officer,  who  had  been  employed  in  converting  them  into 
practicable  military  roads,  and  whose  eulogium  begins,  and,  for 
aught  I  know,  ends  as  follows : — 

**  Had  you  seen  but  these  roads  before  they  were  made, 
You  would  have  held  up  your  hands  and  bless'd  General  Wade." 

But,  bad  as  the  ordinary  paths  were,  Montrose  avoided  them,  and  led 
his  army,  like  a  herd  of  wild  deer,  from  mountain  to  mountain,  and 
from  forest  to  forest,  where  his  enemies  could  learn  nothing  of  his 
motions,  while  he  acquired  the  most  perfect  knowledge  reepecting 
theirs  from  the  friendly  clans  of  Cameron  and  McDonnell,  whose 
mountainous  districts  he  now  traversed.  Strict  orders  had  been  given 
that  Argyle's  advance  should  be  watched,  and  that  all  intelligence 
respecting  his  motions  should  be  communicated  instantly  to  the 
General  himself. 

It  was  a  moonlight  night,  and  Montrose,  worn  out  by  t^jie  fiEiAiguQS 
of  the  day,  was  laid  down  to  sleep  in  a  miserable  shieUng.  He  had 
only  slumbered  two  hours  when  some  one  touched  his  shoulder.  He 
looked  up,  and  by  the  stately  form  and  deep  voice  easily  recognised 
the  Chief  of  the  Camerons. 

*'  I  have  news  for  you,"  said  that  leader,  "  which  is  worth  while  to 
arise  and  listen  to." 

'*  M^Ilduyt  can  bring  no  other,"  said  Montrose,  addressing  the  Chief 
by  his  patronymic  title — "  are  they  good  or  bad  1" 

"  As  you  may  take  them,"  said  tiie  Chieftain. 

"Are  they  certain  ?"  demanded  Montrose. 

"Yes,"  answered  M*Ilduy,  "or  another  messenger  should  have 
brought  them.  Know  that,. tired  with  the  task  imposed  upon  me  of 
accompanying  that  unhappy  Dalgetty  and  his  handful  of  horse,  who 
detained  me  for  hours  on  the  march  at  the  pace  of  a  crippled  badger, 
I  made  a  stretch  of  four  miles  with  six  of  my  people  in  the  direction 
of  Inverlochy^  and  there  met  with  Ian  of  Glenroy,  who  had  been  out 
for  intelligence.  Argyle  is  moving  upon  Inverlochy  with  three 
thousand  chosen  men,  commanded  by  the  flower  of  the  sons  of 
Diarmid.  These  are  my  news — they  are  certain — ^it  is  for  you  to 
construe  their  purport." 

"Their  purport  muat  be  good,''  answered  Montrose,  readily  and 

t  Mhich-Coimieil  DYiu— Um  d«Meii<&Ka.t  oC  BlBAk  Donald. 
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cbeeifdlly;  ^Uhe  voice  of  M'llduy  is  ever  pleasant  in  the  ears  of 
MoutroBei  and  most  pleasant  when  it  speaks  of  some  brave  enterprise 
at  hand.    What  are  oar  musters  1" 

He  then  called  for  Ught,  and  easily  ascertained  that  a  great  part 
of  his  followers  having^  as  asual^  dispersed  to  secure  their  booty,  he 
had  not  with  him  above  twelve  or  fourteen  hundred  men. 

<*  Not  much  above  a  third/'  said  Montrose,  pausing,  *'  of  Argyle's 
force,  and  Highlanders  opposed  to  Highlanders.  With  the  blessing 
of  Gk>d  upon  the  royal  cause,  I  would  not  hesitate  were  the. odds  but 
one  to  two." 

"  Then  do  not  hesitate,''  said  Cameron ;  '^  for  when  your  trumpets 
shall  sound  to  attack  M'Callum  More,  not  a  man  of  these  glens  will 
remain  deaf  to  the  summons.  Glengarry — Keppoch — I  myself — 
would  destroy  with  fire  and  sword  the  wretch  who  should  remain 
behind  under  any  pretence  whatsoever.  To-morrow,  or  the  next  day, 
shall  be  a  day  of  battle  to  all  who  bear  the  name  of  McDonnell 
or  Cameron,  whatever  be  the  event." 

**  It  is  gallantly  said,  my  noble  friend,"  said  Montrose,  grasping 
his  hand,  and  I  were  worse  than  a  coward  did  I  not  do  justice  to  such 
followers,  by  entertaining  the  most  indubitable  hopes  of  suooess. 
We  will  turn  back  on  this  M'Callum  More,  who  follows  us  like  a 
raven  to  devour  the  relics  of  our  army,  should  we  meet  braver  men 
who  may  be  able  to  break  its  strength !  Let  the  Chiefs  and  leaders 
be  called  together  as  quickly  as  possible ;  and  you,  who  have  brought 
us  the  first  news  of  this  joyful  event — ^for  such  it  shall  be — ^you, 
M'llduy,  shaU  bring  it  to  a  joyful  issue,  by  guiding  us  the  best  and 
nearest  road  against  our  enemy." 

"That  will  I  willingly  do,"  said  M*Ilduy ;  **if  I  have  shown  you 
paths  by  which  to  retreat  through  these  dusky  wilds,  with,  far  more 
readiness  will  I  teach  you  how  to  advance  t^ainst  your  foe." 

A  general  bustle  now  prevailed,  and  the  leaders  were  everywhere 
startled  from  the  rude  couches  on  which  they  had  sought  temporary 
repose. 

*'  I  never  thought^"  said  Major  Dalgetty^  when  summoned  up  from 
a  handful  of  rugged  heather  roots,  ''to  have  parted  from  a  bed  at 
hard  as  a  stable  broom  with  such  bad  will ;  but,  indubitably,  having 
but  one  man  of  military  experience  in  his.  army,  his  Exoellencj  the 
Marquis  may  be  vindicated  in  putting  him  upon  hard  duty.". 

So  saying,  he  repaired  tp  the  council,  where,  notwithstanding  his 
pedantry,  Montrose  seemed  always  to  listen  to  him  with  considerable 
attention ;  partly  becaufle  the  Major  really  possessed  military  know- 
ledge and  experience,  and  often  made  suggestions  which  were  found 
of  advantage,  and  partly  because  it .  relieved  the  General  from  the 
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neoessitj  of  deferring  entirely  to  the  opinion  of  the  Highland  Chiefs, 
and  gave  him  additional  ground  for  disputing  it  when  it  was  not 
agreeable  to  his  own.  On  the  present  occasion,  Dalgetty  joyfully 
acquiesced  in  the  proposal  of  marching  back  and  confronting  Argyle, 
which  he  compared  to  the  valiant  resolution  of  the  great  Gustavus, 
who  moved  against  the  Duke  of  Bavaria,  and  enriched  his  troops 
by  the  plunder  of  that  fertile  country,  although  menaced  &om  the 
northward  by  the  large  army  which  Wallenstein  had  assembled  in 
Bohemia. 

The  Chiefs  of  Qlengarry,  Keppoch,  and  Lochiel,  whose  clans,  equal 
in  courage  and  military  fame  to  any  in  the  Highlands,  lay  within 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  scene  of  action,  despatched  the  fiery  cross 
through  their  vassals,  to  summon  every  one  who  could  bear  arms  to 
meet  the  King's  lieutenant,  and  to  join  the  standards  of  their  respec- 
tive Chiefs  as  they  marched  towards  Inverlochy.  As  the  order  was 
emphatically  given,  it  was  speedily  and  willingly  obeyed.  Their 
natural  love  of  war,  their  zeal  for  the  royal  cause — for  they  viewed 
the  King  in  the  light  of  a  chief  whom  his  clansmen  had  deserted — 
as  well  as  their  implicit  obedience  to  their  own  patriarch,  drew  in  to 
Montrose's  army  not  only  all  in  the  neighbourhood  who  were  able 
to  bear  arms,  but  some  who,  in  age  at  least,  might  have  been  esteemed 
past  the  use  of  thenu  During  the  next  day's  march,  which,  being 
directed  straight  through  the  mountains  of  Lochaber,  was  unsuspected 
by  the  enemy,  his  forces  were  augmented  by  handfuls  of  men  issuing 
from  each  glen,  and  ranging  themselves  under  the  banners  of  their 
respective  Chiefs.  This  was  a  circumstance  highly  inspiriting  to  the 
rest  of  the  army,  who,  by  the  time  they  approached  the  enemy, 
found  their  strength  increased  considerably  more  than  one-fourth,  as 
had  been  prophesied  by  the  valiant  leader  of  the  Camerons. 

While  Montrose  executed  this  counter-march,  Argyle  had,  at  the 
head  of  his  gallant  army,  advanced  up  the  southern  side  of  Loch-Eil, 
and  reached  the  river  Lochy,  which  combines  that  lake  with  Loch- 
Lochy.  The  ancient  Castle  of  Inverlochy,  once,  as  it  is  said,  a  royal 
fortress,  and  still,  although  dismantled,  a  place  of  some  strength  and 
consideration,  offered  convenient  head-quarters,  and  there  was  ample 
room  for  Argyle's  army  to  encamp  around  him  in  the  valley,  where 
the  Lochy  joins  Loch-Eil.  Several  barges  had  attended,  loaded  with 
provisions,  so  that  they  were  in  every  respect  as  well  accommodated 
as  such  an  army  wished  or  expected  to  be.  Argyle,  in  council  with 
Auchenbreck  and  Ardenvohr,  expressed  his  full  confidence  that 
Montrose  was  now  on  the  brink  of  destruction ;  that  his  troops  must 
gradually  diminish  as  he  moved  eastward  through  such  uncouth 
paths ;  that  if  he  went  westward,  he  must  encounter  Urrie  and  Bailie; 
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if  northward,  hXL  into  the  hands  of  Seaforth ;  or  should  he  choose 
any  halting-place,  he  would  expose  himself  to  be  attacked  by  three 
armies  at  once. 

''I  cannot  rejoice  in  the  prospect,  my  lord,"  said  Auchenbreck, 
**  that  James  Grahame  will  be  crushed  with  little  assistance  of  ours. 
He  has  left  a  heavy  account  in  Argyleshire  against  him,  and  I  long 
to  reckon  with  him  drop  of  blood  for  drop  of  blood.  I  love  not  the 
payment  of  such  debts  by  third  hands." 

''You  are  too  scrupulous,"  said  Argyle;  ''what  signifies  it  by 
whose  hands  the  blood  of  the  Grahames  is  spilt  ?  It  is  time  that 
of  the  sons  of  Dlarmid  should  cease  to  flow.  What  say  you,  Arden- 
vohr  V 

"  I  say,  my  lord,"  replied  Sir  Duncan,  "that  I  think  Auchenbreck 
will  be  gratified,  and  will  himself  have  a  personal  opportunity  of 
settling  accounts  with  Montrose  for  his  depredations.  Eeports  have 
reached  our  outposts  that  the  Camerons  are  assembling  their  full 
strength  on  the  skirts  of  Ben-Nevis ;  this  must  be  to  join  the  advance 
of  Montrose,  and  not  to  cover  his  retreat." 

"It  must  be  some  scheme  of  harassing  and  depredation,"  said 
Argyle,  "  devised  by  the  inveterate  malignity  of  M'llduy,  which  he 
terms  loyalty.  They  can  intend  no  more  than  an  attack  on  our  out- 
posts, or  some  annoyance  to  to-morrow's  march." 

"  I  have  sent  out  scouts,"  said  Sir  Duncan,  "  in  every  direction  to 
procure  intelligence ;  and  we  must  soon  hear  whether  they  really  do 
assemble  any  force,  upon  what  point,  or  with  what  purpose." 

It  was  late  ere  any  tidings  were  received;  but  when  the  moon  had 
arisen,  a  considerable  bustle  in  the  camp,  and  a  noise  immediately 
after  heard  in  the  castle,  announced  the  arrival  of  important  intelli- 
gence. Of  the  scouts  first  dispersed  by  Ardenvohr,  some  had  returned 
without  being  able  to  collect  anything,  save  uncertain  rumours  con- 
cerning movements  in  the  country  of  the  Camerons.  It  seemed  as 
if  the  skirts  of  Ben-Nevis  were  sending  forth  those  unaccountable 
and  portentous  sounds  with  which  they  sometimes  announce  the 
near  approach  of  a  storm.  Others,  whose  zeal  carried  them  farther 
upon  their  mission,  were  entrapped  and  slain,  or  made  prisoners,  by 
the  inhabitants  of  the  fastnesses  into  which  they  endeavoured  to 
penetrate.  At  length,  on  the  rapid  advance  of  Montrose's  army,  his 
advanced  guard  and  the  outposts  of  Argyle  became  aware  of  each 
other^s  presence,  and  after  exchanging  a  few  musket-shots  and  arrows, 
fell  back  to  their  respective  main  bodies,  to  convey  intelligence  and 
receive  orders. 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell  and  Auchenbreck  instantly  threw  themselves 
on  horseback,  in  order  to  visit  the  state  of  the  outposts ;  and  Argyle 
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maintained  his  character  of  commander-in-chief  with  reputation,  by 
making  a  respectable  arrangement  of  his  forces  in  the  plain,  as  it  was 
evident  that  they  might  now  expect  a  night  alarm,  or  an  attack 
in  the  morning  at  &rthest.      Montrose   had  kept  his  forces  so 
cautiously  within  the  defiles  of  the  mountain,  that  no  effort  which 
Auchenbreck  or  Ardenvohr  thought  it  prudent  to  attempt  could 
ascertain  his  probable  strength.    They  were  aware,  however,  that,  at 
the  utmost  computation,  it  must  be  inferior  to  their  own,  and  they 
returned  to  Argyle  to  inform  him  of  the  amount  of  their  observations; 
but  that  nobleman  refused  to  believe  that  Montrose  could  be  in 
presence  himself.    He  said,  "  It  was  a  madness  of  which  even  James 
Grahame,  in  his  height  of  presumptuous  frenzy,  was  incapable ;  and 
he  doubted  not  that  their  march  was  only  impeded  by  their  ancient 
enemies,  Glenco,  Keppoch,  and  Glengarry ;  and  perhaps  M^Vourigh, 
with  his  M'Phersons,  might  have  assembled  a  force,   which  he 
knew  must  be  greatly  inferior  in  numbers  to  his  own,  and  whom, 
therefore,  he  doubted  not   to  disperse  by  force,  or  by  terms    of 
capitulation." 

The  spirits  of  Atgyle's  followers  were  high,  breathing  vengeance  for 
the  disasters  which  their  country  had  so  lately  undergone ;  and  the 
night  passed  in  anxious  hopes  that  the  morning  might  dawn  upon 
their  vengeance.  The  outposts  of  either  army  kept  a  careful  watch, 
and  the  soldiers  of  Argyle  slept  in  the  order  of  battle  which  they 
were  next  day  to  occupy. 

A  pale  dawn  had  scarce  begun  to  tinge  the  tops  of  these  immense 
mountains,  when  the  leaders  of  both  armies  prepared  for  the  business 
of  the  day.  It  was  the  second  of  Febraary,  1645-6.  The  clansmen 
of  Argyle  were  arranged  in  two  lines,  not  far  from  the  angle  between 
the  river  and  the  lake,  and  made  an  appearance  equally  resolute  and 
formidable.  Auchenbreck  would  willingly  have  commenced  the 
battle  by  an  attack  on  the  outposts  of  the  enemy,  but  Argyle,  with 
more  cautious  policy,  preferred  receiving  to  making  the  onset 
Signals  were  soon  heard  that  they  would  not  long  wait  for  it  in  vain. 
The  Campbells  could  distinguish,  in  the  gorge  of  the  mountains,  the 
war-tunes  of  various  clans  as  they  advanced  to  the  onset  That  of 
the  Camerons,  which  bears  the  ominous  words,  addressed  to  the 
wolves  and  ravens,  "  Come  to  me,  and  I  will  give  you  flesh,"  was 
loudly  re-echoed  from  their  native  glens.  In  the  language  of  the 
Highland  bards,  the  war  voice  of  Glengarry  was  not  silent ;  and  the 
gathering  tunes  of  other  tribes  could  be  plainly  distinguished,  as  they 
successively  came  up  to  the  extremity  of  the  passes  from  which  they 
were  to  descend  into  the  plain. 

"  You  see/'  said  Argyle  to  his  kinsmen,  ''it  is  as  I  said,  we  have 
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aalj  to  deal  with  our  neighboois ;  James  Oiahame  Leu  not  ventured 
to  ahow  ns  his  b«nner." 

At  this  moment  there  rewmnded  from  the  goige  of  the  pasi  a  liTely 
flourish  of  trumpets,  in  that  note  with  which  it  was  the  ancient 
Scottish  fashion  to  saliite  the  royal  standard." 

"  Yon  may  hear,  my  lord,  from  yonder  signal,"  said  Sii  Duncan 
Campbell,  "that  he  who  pretends  to  be  the  King's  lieutenant  mast 
be  ia  person  among  these  men." 

"  And  has  probably  horse  with  him,"  said  Aachenbreck,  "which 
I  could  not  have  anticipated.  Bat  shell  we  look  pals  for  that,  my 
lord,  when  we  have  foes  to  fight,  and  wrongs  to  rerenge  J" 

Argyle  was  silent,  and  looked  upon  his  arm,  which  hung  ia  a  sash, 
owing  to  a  fall  which  ha  had  sustained  in  s  prtceding  march. 


■  '■  It  is  tme,"  interrnpted  Ardenvohr,  eagerly,  "  my  Lord  of  Argyle, 
you  are  disabled  from  using  either  sword  or  pistol ;  you  must  retire 
on  board  the  galleys— your  life  is  precious  to  us  as  a  head — your 
haod  cannot  be  nsefnl  to  ns  as  a  soldier." 

"No,"  said  Argyle,  pride  contending  with  irresolution,  "it  shall 
never  be  said  that  I  fled  before  Montrose ;  if  I  cannot  fight,  I  will  at 
least  die  in  the  midst  of  my  children." 

Several  other  principal  Chiefs  of  the  Campbells,  with  one  voice, 
conjured  and  obtested  theii  Chieftain  to  leave  them  for  that  day  to 
the  leading  of  Ardenvohr  and  Auchenbreok,  and  to  behold  the  con- 
flict from  a  distanee  and  in  safety.    We  dare  not  stigmatise  Axgy\» 
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witih  poltroonerj ;  for,  though  his  life  was  marked  by  no  action  of 
bravery,  yet  he  behaved  with  so  much  composure  and  dignity  in  the 
final  and  closing  scene,  that  his  conduct  upon  the  present  and 
similar  occasions  should  be  rather  imputed  to  indecision  than  to 
want  of  courage.    But  when  the  small  still  voice  within  a  man's 
own  breast,  which  tells  him  that  his  life  is  of  consequence  to  him- 
self, is  seconded  by  that  of  numbers  around  him,  who  assure  him 
that  it  is  of  equal  advantage  to  the  public,  history  affords  many 
examples  of  men  more  habitually  daring  than  Argyle,  who  have 
consulted  self-preservation  when  the  temptations  to  it  were  so  power- 
fully increased. 

^^  See  him  on  board,  if  you  will,  Sir  Duncan,"  said  Auchenbreck 
to  his  kinsman ;  *^  it  must  be  my  duty  to  prevent  this  spirit  from 
spreading  farther  among  us." 

So  saying,  he  threw  himself  among  the  ranks,  entreating,  com- 
manding, and  conjuring  the  soldiers  to  remember  their  ancient  fame 
and  their  present  superiority;  the  wrongs  they  had  to  revenge,  if 
successful,  and  the  fate  they  had  to  dread,  if  vanquished;  and 
imparting  to  every  bosom  a  portion  of  the  fire  which  glowed  in  his 
own.  Slowly,  meanwhile,  and  apparently  with  reluctance,  Argyle 
su£fered  himself  to  he  forced  by  his  officious  kinsmen  to  the  verge  of 
the  lake,  and  was  transported  on  board  of  a  galley,  from  the  deck  of 
which  he  surveyed  with  more  safety  than  credit  the  scene  which 
ensued. 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell  of  Ardenvohr,  notwithstanding  the  urgency 
of  the  occasion,  stood  with  his  eyes  riveted  on  the  boat  which  hore 
his  Chieftain  from  the  field  of  battle.  There  were  feelings  in  his 
bosom  which  could  not  be  expressed;  for  the  character  of  a  Chief 
was  that  of  a  father,  and  the  heart  of  a  clansman  durst  not  dwell 
upon  his  failings  with  critical  severity  as  upon  those  of  other  men. 
Argyle,  too,  hush  and  severe  to  others,  was  generous  and  liberal 
among  his  kinsmen,  and  the  noble  heart  of  Ardenvohr  was  wrung 
with  bitter  anguish  when  he  reflected  to  what  interpretation  his 
present  conduct  might  subject  him. 

''  It  is  better  it  should  be  so,"  said  he  to  himself,  devouring  his 

own  emotion ;  '*  but of  his  line  of  a  hundred  sires,  I  know  not 

one  who  would  have  retired  while  the  banner  of  Diarmid  waved  in 
the  wind  in  the  face  of  its  most  inveterate  foes  1" 

A  loud  shout  now  compelled  him  to  turn,  and  to  hasten  with  all 
despatch  to  his  post,  which  was  on  the  right  flank  of  Argyle's  little 
army. 

The  retreat  of  Argyle  had  not  passed  imobserved  by  his  watchful 
eiieiuy,  who,  occupying  the  superior  ground,  could  mark    every 


A  LEGEND  OF  MOtTTROSE.  466 

dicmnstance  which  passed  below.  The  moyement  of  three  or  fooi 
horsemen  to  the  rear  showed  that  those  who  retreated  were  men  of  rank* 

^'Thej  are  going/'  said  Dalgetty,  "to  put  their  horses  oat  of 
danger,  like  prudent  cavaliera.  Yonder  goes  Sir  Duncan  Campbell, 
riding  a  brown  bay  gelding,  which  I  had  marked  for  my  own  second 
charger/' 

'*  You  are  wrong,  Major,"  said  Montrose,  with  a  bitter  smile,  "they 
are  saving  their  precious  Chief.  Give  the  signal  for  assault  instantly 
— send  the  word  through  the  ranks.  Qentlemen,  noble  Chiefs,  Glen- 
garry, Keppoch,  M'Yourigh,  upon  them  instantly !  Eide  to  M'llduy, 
Major  Dalgetty,  and  tell  them  to  charge  as  he  loves  Lochaber— return 
and  bring  our  handftd  of  horse  to  my  standard.  They  shall  be  placed 
with  the  Irish  as  a  reserve. 


CHAPTEK     XIX. 
As  meets  a  rock  a  thousand  waves,  so  Inisfail  met  Lochlin. 

OSSIAN. 

Thb  trumpets  and  bagpipes,  those  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and 
death,  at  once  united  in  the  signal  for  onset,  which  was  replied  to  by 
the  cry  of  more  than  two  thousand  warriors,  and  the  echoes  of  the 
mountain  glens  behind  them.  Divided  into  three  bodies,  or  columns, 
the  Highland  followers  of  Montrose  poured  from  the  defiles  which 
had  hitherto  concealed  them  from  their  enemies,  and  rushed  with 
the  utmost  determination  upon  the  Campbells,  who  waited  their 
charge  with  the  greatest  firmness.  Behind  these  charging  columns 
marched  in  line  the  Irish,  under  Colkitto,  intended  to  form  the 
reserve.  With  them  was  the  royal  standard,  and  Montrose  himself; 
and  on  the  fianks  were  about  fifty  horse,  under  Dalgetty,  which  by 
wonderful  exertions  had  been  kept  in  some  sort  fit  for  service. 

The  right  column  of  Royalists  was  led  by  Glengarry,  the  left  by 
Lochiel,  and  the  centre  by  the  Earl  of  Menteith,  who  preferred 
fighting  on  foot  in  a  Highland  dress  to  remaining  with  the  cavalry. 

The  Highlanders  poured  on  with  the  proverbial  fury  of  their 
country,  firing  their  guns,  and  discharging  their  arrows,  at  a  little 
distance  from  the  enemy,  who  received  the  assault  with  the  most 
determined  gallantry.  Better  provided  with  musketry  than  their 
enemies,  stationary  also,  and  therefore  taking  the  more  decisive  aim, 
the  fire  of  Argyle's  followers  was  more  destructive  than  that  which 
they  sustained.  The  royal  clans  perceiving  this,  rushed  to  close 
quarters,  and  succeeded  on  two  points  in  throwing  their  enemies  into 
disorder.  With  regular  troops  this  must  have  achieved  a  victory ; 
but  here  Highlanders  were  opposed  to  Highlanders^  and  the  nature 
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moment,  a  considerable  army  was  raised  under  General  Baillie,  a 
Presbyterian  officer  of  skill  and  fidelity,  with  whom  was  joined  in 
command  the  celebrated  Sir  John  Urrie,  a  soldier  of  fortune  like 
Dalgetty,  who  had  already  changed  sides  twice  during  the  Civil  War, 
and  was  destined  to  turn  his  coat  a  third  time  before  it  was  ended. 
Argyle  also,  burning  with  indignation,  proceeded  to  levy  his  own 
numerous  forces,  in  order  to  avenge  himself  of  his  feudal  enemy. 
He  established  his  head-quarters  at  Dumbarton,  where  he  was  soon 
joined  by  a  considerable  force,  consisting  chiefly  of  his  own  clans- 
men and  dependants.  Being  there  joined  by  Baillie  and  IJrrie,  with 
a  very  considerable  army  of  regular  forces,  he  prepared  to  march 
into  Argyleshire,  and  chastise  the  invader  of  his  paternal  territories. 

But  Montrose,  while  these  two  formidable  armies  were  forming  a 
junction,  had  been  recalled  from  that  ravaged  country  by  the  approach 
of  a  third,  collected  in  the  north  under  the  Earl  of  Seaforth,  who,  after 
some  hesitation,  having  embraced  the  side  of  the  Covenanters,  had 
now,  with  the  assistance  of  the  veteran  garrison  of  Inverness,  formed 
a  considerable  army,  with  which  he  threatened  Montrose  &om 
Inverness-shire.  Enclosed  in  a  wasted  and  unfriendly  country,  and 
menaced  on  each  side  by  advancing  enemies  of  superior  force,  it 
might  have  been  supposed  that  Montrose's  destruction  was  certain. 
But  these  were  precisely  the  circumstances  under  which  the  active 
and  enterprising  genius  of  the  Great  Marquis  was  calculated  to  excite 
the  wonder  and  admiration  of  his  friends,  the  astonishment  and  terror 
of  his  enemies.  As  if  by  magic,  he  collected  his  scattered  forces  from 
the  wasteful  occupation  in  which  they  had  been  engaged ;  and  scarce 
were  they  again  united  ere  Argyle  and  his  associate  generals  were 
informed  that  the  royalists,  having  suddenly  disappeared  from  Argyle- 
shire, had  retreated  northwards  among  the  dusky  and  impenetrable 
mountains  of  Lochaber. 

The  sagacity  of  the  generals  opposed  to  Montrose  immediately 
conjectured  that  it  was  the  purpose  of  their  active  antagonist  to  fight 
with,  and,  if  possible,  to  destroy  Seaforth,  ere  they  could  come  to  his 
assistance.  This  occasioned  a  corresponding  change  in  their  opera- 
tions. Leaving  this  chieftain  to  make  the  best  defence  he  could, 
Urrie  and  Baillie  again  separated  their  forces  from  those  of  Argyle ; 
and,  having  chiefly  horse  and  Lowland  troops  under  their  command, 
they  kept  the  southern  side  of  the  Grampian  ridge,  moving  along 
eastward  into  the  county  of  Angus,  resolving  from  thence  to  proceed 
into  Aberdeenshire,  in  order  to  intercept  Montrose,  if  he  should 
attempt  to  escape  in  that  direction. 

Argyle,  with  his  own  levies  and  other  troops,  undertook  to  follow 
Montrose's  march ;  so  that,  in  case  he  should  come  to  action,  either 
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with  Seaforth  or  with  Baillie  and  Urrie,  he  might  be  placed  between 
two  fires  by  this  third  army,  which,  at  a  secure  distance,  was  to  hang 
upon  his  rear. 

For  this  purpose  Argyle  once  more  moved  towards  Inverary, 
haidng  an  opportunity  at  every  step  to  deplore  the  severities  which 
the  hostile  clans  had  exercised  on  his  dependants  and  country. 
Whatever  noble  qualities  the  Highlanders  possessed,  and  they  had 
many,  clemency  in  treating  a  hostile  country  was  not  of  the  number ; 
but  even  the  ravages  of  hostile  troops  combined  to  swell  the  number 
of  Argyle's  followers.  It  is  still  a  Highland  proverb,  He  whose  house 
is  burnt  must  become  a  soldier ;  and  hundreds  of  the  inhabitants  of 
these  imfortunate  valleys  had  now  no  means  of  maintenance,  save  by 
exercising  upon  others  the  severities  they  had  themselves  sustained, 
and  no  future  prospect  of  happiness  excepting  in  the  gratification  of 
revenge.  His  bands  were,  therefore,  augmented  by  the  very  circum- 
stances which  had  desolated  his  country,  and  Argyle  soon  found 
himself  at  the  head  of  three  thousand  determined  men,  distinguished 
for  activity  and  courage,  and  commanded  by  gentlemen  of  his  own 
name,  who  yielded  to  none  in  those  qualities.  Under  himself  he 
conferred  the  principal  command  upon  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  of 
Ardenvohr,  and  another  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  of  Auchenbreck,t  an 
experienced  and  veteran  soldier,  whom  he  had  recalled  from  the  wars 
of  Ireland  for  this  purpose.  The  cold  spirit  of  Argyle  himself, 
however,  clogged  the  military  councils  of  his  more  intrepid  assistants ; 
and  it  was  resolved,  notwithstanding  their  increased  force,  to  observe 
the  same  plan  of  operations,  and  to  follow  Montrose  cautiously,  in 
whatever  direction  he  should  march,  avoiding  an  engagement  until 
an  opportunity  should  occur  of  falling  upon  his  rear  while  he  should 
be  engaged  with  another  enemy  in  front. 


CHAPTEE    XVIII. 

Piobracht  au  Donnil^dhn, 
Piobrachet  an  Donuil, 
Fiobrachet  agus  S'breittach 
Feacht  an  Innerlochy. 

The  war-tone  of  Donald  the  Black, 

The  war-tune  of  Black  Donald, 

The  pipes  and  the  banner 

Are  up  in  the  rendezyous  of  Inverlochy. 

The  military  road  connecting  the  chain  of  forts,  as  it  is  called,  and 
running  in  the  general  line  of  the  present  Caledonian  canal,  has  now 
completely  opened  the  great  glen,  or  chasm,  extending  almost  across 

t  This  ]Mt  ohaiaeter  ia  Uatoriofl 


458  A  LEGEND  OF  MONTROSE. 

the  whole  iflland,  once  doubtless  filled  by  the  sea,  and  still  affording 
baaina  for  that  long  line  of  lakes  by  means  of  which  modem  art  has 
united  the  German  and  Atlantic  Oceans.  The  paths,  or  tracks  by 
which  the  natives  traversed  this  extensive  valley  were,  in  1645-6,  in 
the  same  situation  aa  when  they  awaked  the  strain  of  an  Irish 
engineer  officer,  who  had  been  employed  in  converting  them  into 
practicable  military  roads,  and  whose  eulogium  begins,  and,  for 
aught  I  know,  ends  as  follows : — 

**  Had  you  seen  but  these  roads  before  they  were  made, 
You  would  have  held  up  your  hands  and  bless'd  Greneral  Wade." 

But,  bad  as  the  ordinary  paths  were,  Montrose  avoided  them,  and  led 
his  army,  like  a  herd  of  wild  deer,  from  mountain  to  mountain,  and 
from  forest  to  forest,  where  his  enemies  could  learn  nothing  of  his 
motions,  while  he  acquired  the  most  perfect  knowledge  respecting 
theirs  £rom  the  friendly  clans  of  Cameron  and  McDonnell,  whose 
mountainous  districts  he  now  traversed.  Strict  orders  had  been  given 
that  Argyle's  advance  should  be  watched,  and  that  all  intelligence 
respecting  his  motions  should  be  communicated  instantly  to  the 
General  himself. 

It  was  a  moonlight  night,  and  Montrose,  worn  out  by  the  fatigues 
of  the  day,  was  laid  down  to  sleep  in  a  miserable  shieUng.  He  had 
only  slumbered  two  hours  when  some  one  touched  his  shoulder.  He 
looked  up,  and  by  the  stately  form  and  deep  voice  easily  recognised 
the  Chief  of  the  Camerons. 

"  I  have  news  for  you,''  said  that  leader,  "  which  is  worth  while  to 
arise  and  listen  to.'' 

*^  M'llduyt  can  bring  no  other,"  said  Montrose,  addressing  the  Chief 
by  his  patronymic  title — "  are  they  good  or  bad  1" 

"  As  you  may  take  them,"  said  the  Chieftain. 

"Are  they  certain  ?"  demanded  Montrose. 

"Yes,"  answered  M*Ilduy,  "or  another  messenger  should  have 
brought  them.  Know  that,,  tired  with  the  task  imposed  upon  me  of 
accompanying  that  unhappy  Dalgetty  and  his  handful  of  horse,  who 
detained  me  for  hours  on  the  march  at  the  pace  of  a  crippled  badger, 
I  made  a  stretch  of  four  miles  with  six  of  my  people  in  the  direction 
of  Inverlochy^  and  there  met  with  Ian  of  Qlenroy,  who  had  been  out 
for  intelligence.  Argyle  is  moving  upon  Inverlochy  with  three 
thousand  chosen  men,  commanded  by  the  flower  of  the  sons  of 
Diarmid.  These  are  my  news— they  are  certain — ^it  is  for  you  to 
construe  their  purport." 

'*  Their  purport  must  be  good,"  answered  Montrose,  readily  and 

t  Mhich-Connel  Dhn^ths  deioenduit  of  Black  Donald. 
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cheeifolly ;  *^  the  voice  of  M^ndiiy  is  ever  pleasant  iti  the  ears  of 
Montrose,  and  most  pleasant  when  it  speaks  of  some  brave  enterprise 
at  hand.    What  are  oar  musters?^ 

He  then  called  for  light,  and  easily  ascertained  that  a  great  part 
of  his  followers  having,  as  usual,  dispersed  to  secure  their  booty,  he 
had  not  with  him  above  twelve  or  fourteen  hundred  men. 

'*  Not  much  above  a  third,"  said  Montrose,  pausing,  **  of  Argyle's 
force,  and  Highlanders  opposed  to  Highlanders.  With  the  blessing 
of  Qod  upon  the  royal  cause,  I  would  not  hesitate  were  the. odds  but 
one  to  two." 

''  Then  do  not  hesitate,"  said  Cameron ;  ''  for  when  your  trumpets 
shall  sound  to  attack  M'Callum  More,  not  a  man  of  these  glens  will 
remain  deaf  to  the  summons.  Glengarry — Keppoch — I  myself — 
would  destroy  with  fire  and  sword  the  wretch  who  should  remain 
behind  under  any  pretence  whatsoever.  To-morrow,  or  the  next  day, 
shall  be  a  day  of  battle  to  all  who  bear  the  name  of  McDonnell 
or  Cameron,  whatever  be  the  event." 

^  It  is  gallantly  said,  my  noble  friend,"  said  Montrose,  grasping 
his  hand,  and  I  were  worse  than  a  coward  did  I  not  do  justice  to  such 
followers,  by  entertaining  the  most  indubitable  hopes  of  success. 
We  will  turn  back  on  this  M^CaUum  More,  who  follows  us  like  a 
raven  to  devour  the  relics  of  our  army,  should  we  meet  braver  men 
who  may  be  able  to  break  its  strength !  Let  the  Chiefs  and  leaders 
be  called  together  as  quickly  as  possible ;  and  you,  who  have  brought 
us  the  first  news  of  this  joyful  event — ^for  such  it  shall  be — ^you, 
M'llduy,  shall  bring  it  to  a  joyful  issue,  by  guiding  us  the  best  and 
nearest  road  against  our  enemy." 

"That  will  I  willingly  do,"  said  Mllduy ;  *'if  I  have  shown  you 
paths  by  which  to  retreat  through  these  dusky  wilds,  with,  far  more 
readiness  will  I  teach  you  how  to  advance  t^ainst  your  foe." 

A  general  bustle  now  prevailed,  and  the  leaders  were  everywhere 
startled  from  the  rude  couches  on  which  they  had  sought  temporary 
repose. 

"  I  never  thought,"  said  Major  Dalgetty,  when  summoned  up  from 
a  handful  of  rugged  heather  roots,  '^  to  have  parted  from  a  b^  at 
hard  as  a  stable  bioom  with  such  bad  will ;  but,  indubitably,  having 
but  one  man  of  military  experience  in  his.  army,  his  Excellencj  the 
Marquis  may  be  vindicated  in  putting  him  upon  hard  duty." 

So  sajdng,  he  repaired  tp  the  council,  where,  notwithstanding  his 
pedantry,  Montrose  seemed  always  to  listen  to  him  with  considerable 
attention ;  partly  because  the  Major  really  possessed  military  know- 
ledge and  experience,  and  often  made  suggestions  which  were  found 
of  advantage,  and  partly  because  it. relieved  th«  Qc«CkS3»3L  ts$^\&.  '^^ 
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neoessiiy  of  deferring  entirely  to  the  opinion  of  the  Highland  Chiefis, 
and  gave  him  additional  ground  for  disputing  it  when  it  was  not 
agreeahle  to  his  own.  On  the  present  occasion,  Dalgetty  joyfally 
acquiesced  in  the  proposal  of  marching  back  and  confronting  Argyle, 
which  he  compared  to  the  valiant  resolution  of  the  great  Gostavus, 
who  moved  against  the  Duke  of  Bavaria,  and  enriched  his  troops 
by  the  plunder  of  that  fertile  country,  although  menaced  &om  the 
northward  by  the  large  army  which  Wallenstein  had  assembled  in 
Bohemia. 

The  Chiefs  of  Glengarry,  Eeppoch,  and  Lochiel,  whose  dans,  equal 
in  courage  and  military  fame  to  any  in  the  Highlands,  lay  within 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  scene  of  action,  despatched  the  fiery  cross 
through  their  vassals,  to  summon  every  one  who  could  bear  arms  to 
meet  the  King's  lieutenant,  and  to  join  the  standards  of  their  respec- 
tive Chiefs  as  they  marched  towards  Inverlochy.  As  the  order  was 
emphatically  given,  it  was  speedily  and  willingly  obeyed.  Their 
natural  love  of  war,  their  zeal  for  the  royal  cause — for  they  viewed 
the  King  in  the  light  of  a  chief  whom  his  clansmen  had  deserted — 
as  well  as  their  implicit  obedience  to  their  own  patriarch,  drew  in  to 
Montrose's  army  not  only  all  in  the  neighbourhood  who  were  able 
to  bear  arms,  but  some  who,  in  age  at  least,  might  have  been  esteemed 
past  the  use  of  them.  During  the  next  day's  march,  which,  being 
directed  straight  through  the  mountains  of  Lochaber,  was  unsuspected 
by  the  enemy,  his  forces  were  augmented  by  handfuls  of  men  issuing 
from  each  glen,  and  ranging  themselves  under  the  banners  of  their 
respective  Chiefs.  This  was  a  circumstance  highly  inspiriting  to  the 
rest  of  the  army,  who,  by  the  time  they  approached  the  enemy, 
found  their  strength  increased  considerably  more  than  one-fourth,  as 
had  been  prophesied  by  the  valiant  leader  of  the  Gamerons. 

While  Montrose  executed  this  counter-march,  Argyle  had,  at  the 
head  of  his  gallant  army,  advanced  up  the  southern  side  of  Loch-Eil, 
and  reached  the  river  Lochy,  which  combines  that  lake  with  Loch- 
Lochy.  The  ancient  Castle  of  Inverlochy,  once,  as  it  is  said,  a  royal 
fortress,  and  still,  although  dismantled,  a  place  of  some  strength  and 
consideration,  offered  convenient  head-quarters,  and  there  was  ample 
room  for  Argyle's  army  to  encamp  around  him  in  the  valley,  where 
the  Lochy  joins  Loch-Eil.  Several  barges  had  attended,  loaded  with 
provisions,  so  that  they  were  in  every  respect  as  well  accommodated 
as  such  an  army  wished  or  expected  to  be.  Argyle,  in  council  with 
Auchenbreck  and  Ardenvohr,  expressed  his  full  confidence  that 
Montrose  was  now  on  the  brink  of  destruction ;  that  his  troops  must 
gradually  diminish  as  he  moved  eastward  through  such  uncouth 
p&tha ;  that  if  he  went  we&Vwaxd,  Vi^^  Ton&t  encounter  IJrrie  and  Bailie; 
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if  northward,  £&!!  into  the  hands  of  Seaforth ;  or  should  he  choose 
any  halting-place,  he  would  expose  himself  to  be  attacked  by  three 
armies  at  once. 

''I  cannot  rejoice  in  the  prospect,  my  lord,"  said  Auchenbreck, 
''  that  James  Grahame  will  be  crushed  with  little  assistance  of  ours. 
He  has  left  a  heavy  account  in  Argyleshire  against  him,  and  I  long 
to  reckon  with  him  drop  of  blood  for  drop  of  blood.  I  love  not  the 
payment  of  such  debts  by  third  hands.'' 

"You  are  too  scrupulous,"  said  Argyle;  ''what  signifies  it  by 
whose  hands  the  blood  of  the  Grahames  is  spilt  1  It  is  time  that 
of  the  sons  of  Diarmid  should  cease  to  flow.  What  say  you,  Arden- 
vohr  ?" 

"  I  say,  my  lord,"  replied  Sir  Duncan,  ''that  I  think  Auchenbreck 
will  be  gratified,  and  will  himself  have  a  personal  opportunity  of 
settling  accounts  with  Montrose  for  his  depredations.  Reports  have 
reached  our  outposts  that  the  Camerons  are  assembling  their  full 
strength  on  the  skirts  of  Ben-Nevis ;  this  must  be  to  join  the  advance 
of  Montrose,  and  not  to  cover  his  retreat." 

"It  must  be  some  scheme  of  harassing  and  depredation,"  said 
Argyle,  "  devised  by  the  inveterate  malignity  of  M'llduy,  which  he 
terms  loyalty.  They  can  intend  no  more  than  an  attack  on  our  out- 
posts, or  some  annoyance  to  to-morrow's  march." 

"  I  have  sent  out  scouts,"  said  Sir  Duncan,  "  in  every  direction  to 
procure  intelligence ;  and  we  must  soon  hear  whether  they  really  do 
assemble  any  force,  upon  what  point,  or  with  what  purpose." 

It  was  late  ere  any  tidings  were  received;  but  when  the  moon  had 
arisen,  a  considerable  bustle  in  the  camp,  and  a  noise  immediately 
after  heard  in  the  castle,  announced  the  arrival  of  important  intelli- 
gence. Of  the  scouts  first  dispersed  by  Ardenvohr,  some  had  returned 
without  being  able  to  collect  anything,  save  imcertain  rumours  con- 
cerning movements  in  the  country  of  the  Camerons.  It  seemed  as 
if  the  skirts  of  Ben-Nevis  were  sending  forth  those  unaccountable 
and  portentous  sounds  with  which  they  sometimes  announce  the 
near  approach  of  a  storm.  Others,  whose  zeal  carried  them  farther 
upon  their  mission,  were  entrapped  and  slain,  or  made  prisoners,  by 
the  inhabitante  of  the  fastnesses  into  which  they  endeavoured  to 
penetrate.  At  length,  on  the  rapid  advance  of  Montrose's  army,  his 
advanced  guard  and  the  outposts  of  Argyle  became  aware  of  each 
other^s  presence,  and  after  exchanging  a  few  musket-shots  and  arrows, 
fell  back  to  their  respective  main  bodies,  to  convey  intelligence  and 
receive  orders. 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell  and  Auchenbreck  instantly  threw  themselves 
on  horseback,  in  order  to  visit  the  state  of  the  oat^gOMfe^x  w^  ks^^ 
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maintained  his  character  of  commander-in-chief  with  reputation,  by 
making  a  respectable  arrangement  of  his  forces  in  the  plain,  as  it  was 
evident  that  they  might  now  expect  a  night  alarm,  or  an  attack 
in  the  morning  at  &rthest.  Montrose  had  kept  his  forces  so 
cautiously  within  the  defiles  of  the  mountain,  that  no  effort  which 
Auchenbreck  or  Ardenvohr  thought  it  prudent  to  attempt  could 
ascertain  his  probable  strength.  They  were  aware,  however,  that,  at 
the  utmost  computation,  it  must  be  inferior  to  their  own,  and  they 
returned  to  Argyle  to  inform  him  of  the  amount  of  their  observations; 
but  that  nobleman  refused  to  believe  that  Montrose  could  be  in 
presence  himself.  He  said,  "It  was  a  madness  of  which  even  James 
Grahame,  in  his  height  of  presumptuous  frenzy,  was  incapable ;  and 
he  doubted  not  that  their  march  was  only  impeded  by  their  ancient 
enemies,  Glenco,  Eeppoch,  and  Glengarry ;  and  perhaps  M^Vourigh, 
with  his  M'Phersons,  might  have  assembled  a  force,  which  he 
knew  must  be  greatly  inferior  in  numbers  to  his  own,  and  whom, 
therefore,  he  doubted  not  to  disperse  by  force,  or  by  terms  of 
capitulation." 

The  spirits  of  Ai?gyle's  followers  were  high,  breathing  vengeance  for 
the  disasters  which  their  country  had  so  lately  undergone ;  and  the 
night  passed  in  anxious  hopes  that  the  morning  might  dawn  upon 
their  vengeance.  The  outposts  of  either  army  kept  a  careftQ  watch, 
and  the  soldiers  of  Argyle  slept  in  the  order  of  battle  which  they 
were  next  day  to  occupy. 

A  pale  dawn  had  scarce  begun  to  tinge  the  tops  of  these  immense 
mountains,  when  the  leaders  of  both  armies  prepared  for  the  business 
of  the  day.  It  was  the  second  of  Febraary,  1645-6.  The  clansmen 
of  Argyle  were  arranged  in  two  lines,  not  far  from  the  angle  between 
the  river  and  the  lake,  and  made  an  appearance  equally  resolute  and 
formidable.  Auchenbreck  would  willingly  have  commenced  the 
battle  by  an  attack  on  the  outposts  of  the  enemy,  but  Argyle,  with 
more  cautious  policy,  preferred  receiving  to  making  the  onset 
Signals  were  soon  heard  that  they  would  not  long  wait  for  it  in  vain. 
The  Campbells  could  distinguish,  in  the  gorge  of  the  mountains,  the 
war-tunes  of  various  clans  as  they  advanced  to  the  onset  That  of 
the  Camerons,  which  bears  the  ominous  words,  addressed  to  the 
wolves  and  ravens,  "  Come  to  me,  and  I  will  give  you  flesh,"  was 
loudly  re-echoed  from  their  native  glens.  In  the  language  of  the 
Highland  bards,  the  war  voice  of  Glengarry  was  not  silent ;  and  the 
gathering  tunes  of  other  tribes  could  be  plainly  distinguished,  as  they 
successively  came  up  to  the  extremity  of  the  passes  from  which  they 
were  to  descend  into  the  plain. 

**  You  aee,^  said  Argyll  tx>  Y^a  '^dnssm&i^  **\\>^&  ^  I  said^  we  haTe 
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onlj  to  deal  with  our  neighboim ;  Jomea  Gtahame  hae  aat  ventaEed 
to  Bhow  m  luB  banner." 

At  this  moment  there  KflOnnded  from  the  gorge  of  the  pass  a  lively 
flourish  of  trtunpeta,  in  that  not«  with  which  it  was  the  ancient 
Scottish  bshiott  to  sslate  the  toyal  etandard." 

"  Yon  may  hear,  my  lord,  from  yonder  signal,"  said  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell,  "that  he  who  pretends  to  be  the  Sing's  lieatenant  must 
be  in  person  amoi^  these  men." 

"And  has  probaUy  horse  with  him,"  said  Anchenbreck,  "which 
I  coald  not  hare  anticipated.  Bnt  shall  we  look  pale  for  that,  my 
lord,  when  we  have  foea  to  Bght,  and  wrongs  to  revenge  1" 

Argyle  was  silent,  and  looked  upon  hia  arm,  which  hung  in  a  sash, 
owing  to  a  fall  which  he  had  sustained  in  a  preceding  march. 


"  It  is  trae,"  intermpted  Ardenvohr,  eagerly,  "  my  Lord  of  A^yle, 
you  are  disabled  from  nsing  either  sword  or  pistol;  yon  mnat  retire 
on  hoard  the  galleys — your  life  is  precious  to  ns  as  a  head — your 
hand  cannot  be  useful  to  ns  as  a  soldier." 

"  No,"  said  Argyle,  pride  contending  with  irresolution,  "  it  shall 
never  be  said  that  I  Bed  before  Montrose ;  if  I  cannot  fight,  I  will  at 
least  die  in  the  midst  of  my  children." 

Several  other  principal  Chiefs  of  the  Canipbella,  with  one  voice, 
conjured  and  obtested  their  Chieftain  to  leave  them  for  that  day  to 
the  leading  of  Ardanvohr  and  Anchenbreck,  and  to  behold  the  oon- 
fliot  horn  a  dutance  and  in  safety.    W«  dan  not  «tif;cQa9atK  ^kjq%& 
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with  poltroonery ;  for,  though  his  life  was  marked  by  no  action  of 
bravery,  yet  he  behaved  with  so  much  composure  and  dignity  in  the 
final  and  closing  scene,  that  his  conduct  upon  the  present  and 
similar  occasions  should  be  rather  imputed  to  indecision  than  to 
want  of  courage.  But  when  the  small  still  voice  within  a  man's 
own  breast,  which  tells  him  that  his  life  is  of  consequence  to  him- 
self, is  seconded  by  that  of  numbers  around  him,  who  assure  him 
that  it  is  of  equal  advantage  to  the  public,  history  affords  many 
examples  of  men  more  habitually  daring  than  Argyle,  who  have 
consulted  self-preservation  when  the  temptations  to  it  were  so  power- 
fully increased. 

"  See  him  on  board,  if  you  will,  Sir  Duncan,"  said  Auchenbreck 
to  his  kinsman;  '4t  must  be  my  duty  to  prevent  this  spirit  from 
spreading  farther  among  us." 

So  saying,  he  threw  himself  among  the  ranks,  entreating,  com- 
manding, and  conjuring  the  soldiers  to  remember  their  ancient  fame 
and  their  present  superiority;  the  wrongs  they  had  to  revenge,  if 
successful,  and  the  fate  they  had  to  dread,  if  vanquished;  and 
imparting  to  every  bosom  a  portion  of  the  fire  which  glowed  in  lus 
own.  Slowly,  meanwhile,  and  apparently  with  reluctance,  Argyle 
suffered  himself  to  be  forced  by  his  officious  kinsmen  to  the  verge  of 
the  lake,  and  was  transported  on  board  of  a  galley,  from  the  deck  of 
which  he  surveyed  with  more  safety  than  credit  the  scene  which 
ensued. 

Sir  Duncan  Campbell  of  Ardenvohr,  notwithstanding  the  urgency 
of  the  occasion,  stood  with  his  eyes  riveted  on  the  boat  which  bore 
his  Chieftain  from  the  field  of  battie.  There  were  feelings  in  his 
bosom  which  could  not  be  expressed;  for  the  character  of  a  Chief 
was  that  of  a  feither,  and  the  heart  of  a  clansman  durst  not  dwell 
upon  his  failings  with  critical  severity  as  upon  those  of  other  men. 
Argyle,  too,  harsh  and  severe  to  others,  was  generous  and  liberal 
among  his  kinsmen,  and  the  noble  heart  of  Ardenvohr  was  wrung 
with  bitter  anguish  when  he  reflected  to  what  interpretation  his 
present  conduct  might  subject  him. 

''  It  is  better  it  should  be  so,"  said  he  to  himself  devouring  his 
own  emotion ;  '*  but— of  his  line  of  a  hundred  sires,  I  know  not 
one  who  would  have  retired  while  the  banner  of  Diarmid  waved  in 
the  wind  in  the  feice  of  its  most  inveterate  foes  1" 

A  loud  shout  now  compelled  him  to  turn,  and  to  hasten  with  all 
despatch  to  his  post,  which  was  on  the  right  flank  of  Argyle's  littie 
army. 

The  retreat  of  Argyle  had  not  passed  imobserved  by  his  watchful 
enemy,  who,  occupying  the  superior  ground,  could  mark  every 
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dicumstance  which  passed  below.  The  morement  of  three  or  four 
horsemen  to  the  rear  showed  that  those  who  retreated  were  men  of  rank* 

**  They  are  going/'  said  Dalgetty^  "  to  put  their  horses  oat  of 
danger,  like  prudent  cavaliers.  Yonder  goes  Sir  Duncan  Campbell, 
riding  a  brown  bay  gelding,  which  I  had  marked  for  my  own  second 
charger." 

'*  You  are  wrong,  Major/'  said  Montrose,  with  a  bitter  smile,  ''they 
are  saving  their  precious  Chiet  Give  the  signal  for  assault  instantly 
— send  the  word  through  the  ranks.  Gentlemen,  noble  Chiefs,  Glen- 
garry, Keppoch,  M*Vourigh,  upon  them  instantly !  Eide  to  M'llduy, 
Major  Dalgelty,  and  tell  them  to  charge  as  he  loves  Lochaber— return 
and  bring  our  handful  of  horse  to  my  standard.  They  shall  be  placed 
with  the  Irish  as  a  reserve. 


CHAPTEK     XIX. 
As  meets  a  rock  a  thousand  waves,  so  Inisfail  met  Lochlin. 

OSSIAN. 

Thb  trumpets  and  bagpipes,  those  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and 
death,  at  once  united  in  the  signal  for  onset,  which  was  replied  to  by. 
the  cry  of  more  than  two  thousand  warriors,  and  the  echoes  of  the 
mountain  glens  behind  them.  Divided  into  three  bodies,  or  columns, 
the  Highland  followers  of  Montrose  poured  from  the  defiles  which 
had  hitherto  concealed  them  from  their  enemies,  and  rushed  with 
the  utmost  determination  upon  the  Campbells,  who  waited  their 
charge  with  the  greatest  firmness.  Behind  these  charging  columns 
marched  in  line  the  Irish,  under  Colkitto,  intended  to  form  the 
reserve.  With  them  was  the  royal  standard,  and  Montrose  himself; 
and  on  the  flanks  were  about  fifty  horse,  under  Dalgetty,  which  by 
wonderful  exertions  had  been  kept  in  some  sort  fit  for  service. 

The  right  column  of  Boyalists  was  led  by  Glengarry,  the  left  by 
Lochiel,  and  the  centre  by  the  Earl  of  Menteith,  who  preferred 
fighting  on  foot  in  a  Highland  dress  to  remaining  with  the  cavalry. 

The  Highlanders  poured  on  with  the  proverbial  fury  of  their 
country,  firing  their  guns,  and  discharging  their  arrows,  at  a  little 
distance  from  the  enemy,  who  received  the  assault  with  the  most 
determined  gallantry.  Better  provided  with  musketry  than  their 
enemies,  stationary  also,  and  therefore  taking  the  more  decisive  aim, 
the  fijre  of  Argyle's  followers  was  more  destructive  than  that  which 
they  sustained.  The  royal  elans  perceiving  thifl,  rushed  to  close 
quarters,  and  succeeded  on  two  points  in  throwing  their  enemies  into 
disorder.  With  regular  troops  this  must  have  achieved  a  victory  j 
but  here  Highlanders  were  opposed  to  Big|[\\aA.d]^x^  vc^^  M^^xsk^^s^o^ 
2Q 
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of  the  weapons,  as  well  as  the  agility  of  those  who  wielded  them, 
was  equal  on  both  sides. 

Their  strife  was  accordingly  desperate ;  and  the  clash  of  the  swords 
and  axes,  as  they  encountered  each  other,  or  rung  upon  the  targets^ 
was  mingled  with  the  short,  wild,  animating  shrieks  with  which 
Highlanders  accompany  the  battle,  the  dance,  or  indeed  violent 
exertion  of  any  kind.  Many  of  the  foes  opposed  were  personally 
acquainted,  and  sought  to  match  themselves  with  each  other  from 
motives  of  hatred,  or  a  more  generous  emulation  of  valour.  Neither 
party  would  retreat  an  inch,  while  the  place  of  those  who  fell  (and 
they  fell  fast  on  both  sides)  was  eagerly  supplied  by  others,  who 
thronged  to  the  front  of  danger.  A  steam,  like  that  which  rises 
from  a  seething  cauldron,  rose  into  the  thin,  cold,  frosty  air,  and 
hovered  above  the  combatants. 

So  stood  the  fight  on  the  right  and  the  centre,  with  no  immediate 
consequence,  except  mutual  wounds  and  death. 

On  the  right  of  the  Campbells^  the  ELnight  of  Ardenvohr  obtained 
some  advantage,  through  his  military  skill  and  by  strength  of 
numbers.  He  had  moved  forward  obliquely  the  extreme  flank  of 
his  line  at  the  instant  the  Royalists  were  about  to  dose,  so  that  they 
sustained  a  fire  at  once  on  front  and  in  fiiank,  and,  despite  the  utmost 
efforts  of  their  leader,  were  thrown  into  some  confusion*  At  this 
instant,  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  gave  the  word  to  charge,  and  thus 
unexpectedly  made  the  attack  at  the  very  moment  he  seemed  about 
to  receive  it.  Such  a  change  of  circumstances  is  always  discouraging^ 
and  often  fataL  But  the  disorder  was  remedied  by  the  advance  of 
the  Irish  reserve,  whose  heavy  and  sustained  fire  compelled  the 
Knight  of  Ardenvohr  to  forego  his  advantage,  and  content  himself 
with  repulsing  the  enemy.  The  Marquis  of  Montrose,  in  the  mean- 
while, availing  himself  of  some  scattered  birch  trees,  as  well  as  of  the 
smoke  produced  by  the  close  fire  of  the  Irish  musketry,  which  con- 
cealed the  operation,  called  upon  Dalgetty  to  follow  him  with  the 
horse,  and  wheeling  round  so  as  to  gain  the  right  flank  and  even  the 
rear  of  the  enemy,  he  commanded  his  six  trumpets  to  sound  the 
charge.  The  clang  of  the  cavalry  trumpets,  and  the  noise  of  the 
galloping  of  the  horse,  produced  an  effect  upon  Argyle's  right  wing 
which  no  other  sounds  could  have  impressed  them  with.  The 
mountaineers  of  that  period  had  a  superstitious  dread  of  the  war- 
horse,  like  that  entertained  by  the  Peruvians,  and  had  many  strange 
ideas  respecting  the  manner  in  which  that  animal  was  trained  to 
combat.  When  therefore  they  found  their  ranks  unexpectedly 
broken,  and  that  the  objects  of  their  greatest  terror  were  suddenly  in 
the  midst  of  them,  \ihe  i^m<^  m  «^Vu^  q1  ^yl  'D^m.can's  attempts  to 
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stop  it,  became  niiiyersal.  Indeed,  the  figure  of  Major  Dalgetty 
alone,  sheathed  in  impenetrable  armour,  and  making  his  horse 
caracole  and  bound,  so  as  to  give  weight  to  every  blow  which  he 
struck,  would  have  been  a  novelty  in  itself  sufficient  to  terrify  those 
who  had  never  seen  anything  more  nearly  resembling  such  a 
cavalier,  than  a  shelty  waddling  under  a  Highlander  fieur  bigger  than 
itself.  The  repulsed  Boyalists  returned  to  the  charge;  the  Irish, 
keeping  their  ranks,  maintained  a  fire  equally  close  and  destructive. 
There  was  no  sustaining  the  fight  longer.  Argyle's  followers  began 
to  break  and  fly,  most  towards  the  l£^e,  the  remainder  in  different 
directions.  The  defeat  of  the  right  wing,  of  itself  decisive,  was 
rendered  irreparable  by  the  death  of  Auchenbreck,  who  fell  while 
endeavouring  to  restore  order. 

The  Knight  of  Ardenvohr,  with  two  or  three  hundred  men,  all 
gentlemen  of  descent  and  distinguished  gallantry — for  the  Campbells 
are  supposed  to  have  had  more  gentlemen  in  their  ranks  than  any  of 
the  Highland  clans — endeavoured,  with  unavailing  heroism,  to  cover 
the  tumultuary  retreat  of  the  common  file.  Their  resolution  only 
proved  fatal  to  themselves,  as  they  were  charged  again  and  again  by 
fresh  adversaries,  and  forced  to  separate  from  each  other,  until  at 
length  their  aim  seemed  only  to  be  to  purchase  an  honourable  death 
by  resisting  to  the  very  last. 

"  Good  quarter,  Sir  Duncan,'*  called  out  Major  Dalgetty,  when  he 
discovered  his  late  host,  with  one  or  two  others,  defending  himself 
against  several  Highlanders ;  and,  to  enforce  his  offer,  he  rode  up  to 
him  with  his  sword  uplifted.  Sir  Duncan's  reply  was  the  discharge 
of  a  reserved  pistol,  which  took  effect  not  on  the  person  of  the  rider, 
but  on  that  of  his  gallant  horse,  which,  shot  through  the  heart,  fell 
dead  under  him.  Banald  MacEagh,  who  was  one  of  those  who  had 
been  pressing  Sir  Duncan  hard,  took  the  opportunity  to  cut  him 
down  with  lus  broadsword,  as  he  turned  from  him  in  the  act  of  firing 
the  pistoL 

Allan  M^Aulay  came  up  at  this  moment.  They  were,  excepting 
Ranald,  followers  of  his  brother  who  were  engaged  on  that  part  of 
the  field.  '*  Villains !"  he  said,  ''which  of  you  has  dared  to  do  this, 
when  it  was  my  positive  order  that  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr  should 
be  taken  alive  V* 

Half-a-dozen  of  busy  hands,  which  were  emulously  employed  in 
plundering  the  fallen  knight,  whose  arms  and  accoutrements  were  of 
a  magnificence  befitting  his  quality,  instantly  forebore  the  occupation, 
and  half  the  number  of  voices  exculpated  themselves,  by  laying  the 
blame  on  the  Skyeman,  as  they  called  Banald  MacEagh. 

"Dog  of  an  lilanderr*  said  AIla3a,ioxg'a\^M^^,YCL\s2ia^«^K»JOsl,'^^ 
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prophetic  brotherhood, ''  follow  the  chase,  and  harm  him  no  fnthei^ 
nnless  you  mean  to  die  by  my  hand."  They  were  at  thia  moment 
left  almost  alone ;  for  Allan's  threats  had  forced  hia  own  elan  firam 
the  spot,  and  all  around  had  pressed  onwards  towards  the  lake, 
earrying  before  them  noise,  terror,  and  confusion,  and  leaying  behind 
only  the  dead  and  dying.  The  moment  was  tempting  to  MaeKaghHi 
vengeful  spirit.  ^  That  I  should  die  by  your  hand,  red  aa  it  is  with 
the  blood  of  my  kindred,''  said  he,  answering  the  threat  of  Allan  in 
a  tone  as  menacing  as  his  own,  "  is  not  more  likely  than  that  you 
should  fall  by  mine."  With  that,  he  struck  at  M'Aulay  with  auch 
unexpected  readiness  that  he  had  scarce  time  to  intercept  the  blow 
with  his  target 

*' Villain !"  said  Allan,  in  astonishment,  '^what  means  thia?" 

'^  I  am  Banald  of  the  Mist  P  answered  the  Islesman,  repeating  the 
blow ;  and  with  that  word,  they  engaged  in  close  and  furiona  oonfliet 
It  seemed  to  be  decreed  that  in  Allan  M'Aulay  had  axiaen  the 
avenger  of  his  mother's  wrongs  upon  this  wild  tribe,  aa  was  ptoved 
by  the  Issue  of  the  present,  as  well  as  of  former  combats.  Aftar 
exchanging  a  few  blows,  Banald  MacEagh  was  prostrated  by  a  detp 
wound  on  the  skull;  and  M^Aulay,  setting  his  foot  on  blm,  was 
about  to  pass  the  broadsword  through  his  body,  when  the  point  of 
the  weapon  was  struck  up  by  a  third  party,  who  suddenly  intorpoaed. 
This  was  no  other  than  Major  Dalgetty,  who,  stunned  by  the  ftll, 
and  encumbered  by  the  dead  body  of  his  horse,  had  now  xecovand 
his  legs  and  his  understanding.  ''Hold  up  your  sword,''  aaid  he  to 
M'AuUy,  **  and  prejudice  this  person  no  farther,  in  reapeet  that  he  is 
here  in  my  safe-conduct,  and  in  his  Excellency's  service ;  and  ii 
regard  that  no  honourable  cavalier  is  at  liberty,  by  the  law«nuurt]al, 
to  avenge  his  own  private  injuries,  flagrante  heUo,  nmiio  fnt^jm 
flagrcmte  praUo," 

''Fool I"  said  Allan,  ''stand  aside,  and  dare  not  to  come  between 
the  tiger  and  his  prey !" 

But,  far  from  quitting  his  point,  Dalgetty  stept  acrosa  the  &Uen 
body  of  MacEagh,  and  gave  Allan  to  undemtand,  that  if  he  called 
himself  a  tiger,  he  was  likely  at  present  to  find  a  lion  in  hia  path. 
There  required  no  more  than  the  gesture  and  tone  of  defiance  to  tozn 
the  whole  rage  of  the  military  Seer  against  the  person  who  was 
opposing  the  course  of  his  vengeance,  and  blows  were  instantly 
exchanged  without  farther  ceremony. 

The  strife  betwixt  Allan  and  MacEagh  had  been  unnotioed  by  the 

stragglers  around,  for  the  person  of  the  latter  was  known  to  few  of 

Montrose's  followers ;  but  the  scuffle  betwixt  Dalgetty  and  him,  both 

to  well  known,  attraotod  inatsnJd  «i\AU\MstL\  ^AiitQctunately,  among 
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Others,  that  of  MontroM  himself,  who  had  oome  for  the  purpose  of 
gathering  together  hie  small  body  of  horse,  and  following  the  pureoit 
down  Loch*Eil  Aware  of  the  fatal  coneequencee  of  dissension  in 
his  little  army,  he  pushed  hie  horse  up  to  the  spot,  and  seeing 
MaoEagh  on  the  ground,  and  Dalgetty  u  the  attitude  of  protecting 
him  against  M'Aulay,  his  quick  apprehension  instantly  caught  the 
cause  of  quarrel,  and  as  instantly  devised  means  to  stop  it,  *'  Fov 
shame,"  he  said,  "gentlemen  cavaliers,  brawling  together  in  so 
glorious  a  field  of  victory !  Are  you  np^d  ?  Qr  are  you  intoxicated 
with  the  glory  which  you  have  both,  this  day  gained?" 

**  It  is  not  my  faulti  so  please  your  !E)xcellency,"  said  Balgettyi 
**  I  [have  been  known  a  Jxmut  BoemSf  a  ban  comoo'adQf  in  all  the 
services  of  Europe;  but  he  that  touches  a  man  under  my  safe* 
guard- — -" 

<^And  he,"  said  Allan,  speaking  at  the  same  time,  ''who  dares  to 
bar  the  course  of  my  just  vengeance'—'—'' 

**  For  shame,  gentlemen ! "  again  repeated  Montrose ;  "  I  have  other 
business  for  you  both— business  of  deeper  importance  than  any  private 
quarrel,  which  you  may  easily  find  a  more  fitting  time  to  settle.  For 
you.  Major  Dalgetty,  kneel  down," 

"Kneel !"  said  Dalgetty ;  "I  have  not  learned  to  obey  that  word 
of  command,  saving  when  it  is  given  from  the  pulpit  In  the  Swedish 
discipline  the  front  rank  do  indeed  kneel,  but  only  when  the  regiment 
is  drawn  up  six  file  deep." 

«  Nevertheless,''  repeated  Montrose,  "  kneel  down  in  the  name  of 
King  Charles  and  of  his  representative." 

When  Dalgetty  reluctantly  obeyed,  Montrose  struck  him  lightly 
on  the  neck  with  the  flat  of  his  sword,  saying--"  In  reward  of  the 
gallant  service  of  this  day,  and  in  the  name  and  authority  of  our 
Sovereign,  King  Charles,  I  dub  thee  knight ;  be  brave,  loyal,  and 
fortunate.  And  now,  Sir  Dugald  Dalgetty,  to  your  duty.  Collect 
what  horsemen  you  can,  and  pursue  such  of  the  enemy  as  are 
flying  down  the  side  of  the  lake.  Do  not  disperse  your  force, 
nor  venture  too  far ;  but  take  heed  to  prevent  their  rallying,  which 
very  little  exertion  may  do.  Mount,  then,  Sir  Dugald,  flud  do  your 
duty." 

"  But  what  shall  I  mount?"  said  the  new-made  chevalier.  "  Poor 
Gustavus  sleeps  in  the  bed  of  honour,  like  his  immortal  namesake! 
and  I  am  made  a  knight,  a  rider,t  fts  the  High  Dutch  have  it,  just 
when  I  have  not  a  horse  left  to  ride  upon." 

"That  shall  not  be  said,"  answered  Montrose,  dismounting;  ''I 

f  In  OennftB.  m  in  Latin,  th«  orifiUial  BMsiag  of  the  word  Ritttr,  oorrMpondiag  to 
Sqa«0,  if  mtroly  a  horteioML 
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make  jon  a  present  of  my  own,  which  has  been  thought  a  good  one ; 
only,  I  pray  yon,  reemne  the  duty  yon  discharge  so  welL'' 

With  many  acknowledgments.  Sir  Dogald  mounted  the  steed  so 
liberally  bestowed  upon  him ;  and  only  beseeching  his  Excellency  to 
remember  that  MacEagh  was  under  his  safe-conduct,  immediately 
began  to  execute  the  orders  assigned  to  him  with  great  aseal  and 
alacrity. 

**  And  you,  Allan  M'Aulay,"  said  Montrose,  addressing  the  High- 
lander, who,  leaning  his  sword-point  on  the  ground,  had  regarded  the 
ceremony  of  his  antagonists  knighthood  with  a  sneer  of  sullen 
scorn — "you,  who  are  superior  to  the  ordinary  men  led  by  the  paltry 
motives  of  plunder,  and  pay,  and  personal  distinction — ^yon,  whose 
deep  knowledge  renders  you  so  valuable  a  counsellor — ^is  it  you  whom 
I  find  striving  with  a  man  like  Dalgetty,  for  the  privilege  of  tramp- 
ling the  remains  of  life  out  of  so  contemptible  an  enemy  as  lies 
there?  Come,  my  friend,  I  have  other  work  for  you.  This  victory, 
skilfully  improved,  shall  win  Seaforth  to  our  party.  It  is  not  dis- 
loyalty, but  despair  of  the  good  cause,  that  has  induced  him  to  take 
arms  against  us.  These  arms,  in  this  moment  of  better  augury,  he 
may  be  brought  to  unite  with  ours.  I  shall  send  my  gallant  Mend, 
Colonel  Hay,  to  him,  from  this  very  field  of  battle ;  but  he  must  be 
united  in  commission  with  a  Highland  gentleman  of  rank,  befitting 
that  of  Seaforth,  and  of  talents  and  of  influence  such  as  may  make 
an  impression  upon  him.  You  are  not  only  in  every  respect  the 
fittest  for  this  most  important  mission,  but,  having  no  immediate 
command,  your  presence  my  be  more  easily  spared  than  that  of  a 
Chief  whose  following  is  in  the  field.  You  know  every  pass  and  glen 
in  the  Highlands,  as  well  as  the  manners  and  customs  of  every  tribe. 
Go,  therefore,  to  Hay,  on  the  right  wing ;  he  has  instructions,  and 
expects  you.  You  will  find  him  with  Qlenmorrison's  men ;  be  his 
guide,  his  interpreter,  and  his  colleague." 

Allan  M'Aulay  bent  on  the  Marquis  a  dark  and  penetrating  glance, 
as  if  to  ascertain  whether  this  sudden  mission  was  not  conferred  for 
some  latent  and  unexplained  purpose.  But  Montrose,  skilful  in 
searching  the  motives  of  others,  was  an  equal  adept  in  concealing 
his  own.  He  considered  it  as  of  the  last  consequence,  in  this  moment 
of  enthusiasm  and  exalted  passion,  to  remove  Allan  from  the  camp 
for  a  few  days,  that  he  might  provide,  as  his  honour  required,  for  the 
safety  of  those  who  had  acted  as  his  guides,  when  he  trusted  the 
Seer's  quarrel  with  Dalgetty  might  be  easily  made  up.  Allan,  at 
parting,  only  recommended  to  the  Marquis  the  care  of  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell,  whom  Montrose  instantly  directed  to  be  conveyed  to  a 
place  of  safety.    He  took.  t\xe  &&me  precaution  for  MacEa^h,  com- 
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mitting  the  latter,  however,  to  a  party  of  the  Irish,  with  directions 
that  he  should  be  taken  care  of,  but  that  no  Highlander,  of  any 
clan,  should  have  access  to  him. 

The  Marquis  then  mounted  a  led  horse,  which  was  held  by  one  of 
his  attendants,  and  rode  on  to  view  the  scene  of  his  victory,  which 
was  more  decisive  than  even  his  ardent  hopes  had  anticipated.  Of 
Argyle's  gallant  army  of  three  thousand  men,  fully  one-half  fell  in 
the  battle  or  in  the  flight.  They  had  been  chiefly  driven  back  upon 
that  part  of  the  plain  where  the  river  forms  an  angle  with  the  lake, 
so  that  there  was  no  &ee  opening  either  for  retreat  or  escape.  Several 
hundreds  were  forced  into  the  lake  and  drowned.  Of  the  survivors, 
about  one-half  escaped  by  swimming  the  river,  or  by  an  early  flight 
along  the  left  bank  of  the  lake.  The  remainder  threw  themselves 
into  the  old  Castle  of  Inverlochy;  but  being  without  either  pro- 
visions or  hopes  of  relief,  they  were  obliged  to  surrender,  on 
condition  of  being  suffered  to  return  to  their  homes  in  peace.  Arms, 
ammunition,  standards,  and  baggage,  all  became  the  prey  of  the 
conquerors. 

This  was  the  greatest  disaster  that  ever  befell  the  race  of  Diarmid, 
as  the  Campbells  were  called  in  the  Highlands ;  it  being  generally 
remarked  that  they  were  as  fortunate  in  the  issue  of  their  under-^ 
takings  as  they  were  sagacious  in  planning  and  courageous  in  executing 
them.  Of  the  number  slain,  nearly  Ave  hundred  were  dunniwassels, 
or  gentlemen  claiming  descent  from  known  and  respected  houses. 
And,  in  the  opinion  of  many  of  the  clan,  even  this  heavy  loss  was 
exceeded  by  the  disgrace  arising  from  the  inglorious  conduct  of 
their  Chief,  whose  galley  weighed  anchor  when  the  day  was  lost, 
and  sailed  down  the  lake  with  all  the  speed  to  which  sails  and  oars 
could  impel  her. 


CHAPTER    XX. 

Faint  the  din  of  battle  bray'd, 

Distant  down  the  hollow  wind  j 
War  and  terror  fled  before, 

Wounds  and  death  remain'd  behind. 

PsifROSE. 

Montbosb's  splendid  success  over  his  powerful  rival  was  not  attained 
without  some  loss,  though  not  amounting  to  the  tenth  of  what  he 
inflicted.  The  obstinate  valour  of  the  Campbells  cost  the  lives  of 
many  brave  men  of  the  opposite  party;  and  more  were  wounded, 
the  chief  of  whom  was  the  brave  young  Earl  of  Menteith,  who  had 
commanded  the  centre.    He  was  but  slightly  toufih»i^  Wsn^s^^^st^^s^ 
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made  rather  a  graoefdl  than  a  terrible  appeanmee  when  he  presented 
to  his  general  the  standard  of  Argyle,  which  he  had  taken  from  the 
standard-bearer  with  his  own  hand,  and  slain  him  in  single  combat 
Montrose  dearly  loved  his  noble  Mnsman,  in  which  there  was  con- 
spicuous a  flash  of  the  generous,  romantic,  disinterested  chivalry  of 
the  old  heroic  times,  entirely  different  from  the  sordid,  calcolating,  and 
selfish  character  which  the  practice  of  entertaining  mercenary  troops 
had  introduced  into  most  parts  of  Europe,  and  of  which  degeneracy 
Scotland,  which  furnished  soldiers  of  fortune  for  the  service  of 
almost  every  nation,  had  been  contaminated  with  a  more  than  ofual 
share.  Montrose,  whose  native  spirit  was  congenial,  although  expe- 
rience had  taught  him  how  to  avail  himself  of  the  motives  of  others, 
used  to  Menteith  neither  the  language  of  praise  nor  of  promise,  but 
clasped  him  to  his  bosom  as  he  exclaimed,  "  My  gallant  kineman  1* 
And  by  this  burst  of  heartfelt  applause  was  Menteith  thrilled  with 
a  warmer  glow  of  delight  than  if  his  praises  had  been  recorded  in  a 
report  of  the  action  sent  directly  to  the  throne  of  his  sovereign. 

''Nothing/'  he  said,  ''my  lord,  now  seems  to  remain  in  which 
I  can  render  any  assistance;  permit  me  to  look  after  a  duty  of 
humanity — ^the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr,  as  I  am  told,  is  our  prisoner, 
and  severely  wounded." 

"  And  well  he  deserves  to  be  so,"  said  Sir  Dugald  Dalgetty,  who 
came  up  to  them  at  that  moment,  with  a  prodigious  addition  of 
acquired  importance,  "  since  he  shot  my  good  horse  at  the  time  that 
I  was  offering  him  honourable  quarter,  which,  I  must  needs  say,  was 
done  more  like  an  ignorant  Highland  cateran,  who  has  not  sense 
enough  to  erect  a  sconce  for  the  protection  of  his  old  hurley-house  of 
a  castle,  than  like  a  soldier  of  worth  and  quality." 

"  Are  we  to  condole  with  you  then,"  said  Lord  Menteith,  **  upon 
the  loss  of  the  famed  Gustavus?" 

"  Even  so,  my  lord,"  answered  the  soldier,  with  a  deep  sigh,  *'Dtem 
daudt  suprermtm,  as  we  said  at  the  Mareschal-College  of  Aberdeen. 
Better  so  than  be  smothered  like  a  cadger's  pony  in  some  flow-moss 
or  snow-wreath,  which  was  like  to  be  his  fate  if  this  winter  campaign 
lasted  longer.  But  it  has  pleased  his  Excellency"  (making  an 
inclination  to  Montrose)  ''  to  supply  his  place  by  the  gift  of  a  noble 
steed,  whom  I  have  taken  the  freedom  to  name  '  Loyalty's  Reward,' 
in  memory  of  this  celebrated  occasion." 

"  I  hope,"  said  the  Marquis,  "  you  '11  find  Loyalty's  Reward,  since 
you  call  him  so,  practised  in  all  the  duties  of  tiie  field — ^but  I  must 
just  hint  to  you  that  at  this  time,  in  Scotland,  loyalty  is  more 
frequently  rewarded  with  a  halter  than  with  a  horse." 

'^  Ahem  I  your  Excelienfiy  ia  pleased  to  be  focetaoas.     Loyalty's 
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Reward  ia  as  perfect  as  Qustavas  in  all  liis  exercisesy  and  of  a  iar 
finer  figure.  Marry !  his  social  qualities  are  less  cultivatedy  in 
respect  he  has  kept  till  now  inferior  company." 

''Not  meaning  his  Excellency  the  Qeneral,  I  hope,"  said  Lord 
Menteith.    <<  For  shame,  Sir  Dngald ! " 

"My  lord,"  answered  the  knight  gravely,  "I  am  incapable  to 
mean  anything  so  utterly  misbecoming.  What  I  asseverate  is,  that 
his  Excellency,  having  the  same  intercourse  with  his  horse  during 
his  exercise  that  he  hath  with  his  soldiers  when  training  them,  may 
form  and  break  either  to  every  feat  of  war  which  he  chooses  to 
practise,  and  accordingly  that  this  noble  charger  is  admirably 
managed.  But  as  it  is  the  intercourse  of  private  life  that  ibrmeth 
the  social  character,  so  I  do  not  apprehend  that  of  the  single  soldier 
to  be  much  polished  by  the  conversation  of  the  corporal  or  the 
sergeant,  or  that  of  Loyalty's  Reward  to  have  been  much  dulcified, 
or  ameliorated,  by  the  society  of  his  Excellency's  grooms,  who  bestow 
more  oaths  and  kicks  and  thumps  than  kindness  or  caresses  upon 
the  animals  intrusted  to  their  charge;  whereby  many  a  generous 
quadruped,  rendered  as  it  were  misanthropic,  manifests  during  the 
rest  of  his  life  a  greater  desire  to  kick  and  bite  his  master  than  to 
love  and  honour  him."    ' 

^  Spoken  like  an  oracle,"  said  Montrose.  "  Were  there  an  academy 
for  the  education  of  horses  to  be  annexed  to  the  Mareschal-Oollege  of 
Aberdeen,  Sir  Dugald  Dalgetty  alone  should  fill  the  chair." 

''Because,  being  an  ass,"  said  Menteith,  aside  to  the  Ckneral, 
'*  there  would  be  some  distant  relation  between  the  professor  and 
the  students." 

"And  now,  with  your  Excellency's  permission,"  said  the  new- 
made  Knight,  ''  I  am  going  to  pay  my  last  visit  to  the  remains  of 
my  companion  in  arms." 

**  Not  with  the  pnrpose  of  going  through  the  ceremonial  of  inter- 
ment?" said  the  Marquis,  who  did  not  know  how  far  Sir  Dugald's 
enthusiasm  might  lead  him ;  "  consider,  our  bxave  fellows  themselves 
will  have  but  a  hasty  burial." 

"Your  Excellency  will  pardon  me,"  said  Dalgetty;  "my  purpose 
is  less  romantic.  I  go  to  divide  poor  Gustavus's  legacy  with  the  fowls 
of  heaven,  leaving  the  flesh  to  them,  and  reserving  to  myself  his 
hide;  which,  in  token  of  affectionate  remembrance,  I  purpose  to 
form  into  a  cassock  and  trousers,  after  the  Tartar  fashion,  to  be  worn 
under  my  armour,  in  respect  my  nether  garments  are  at  present 
shamefully  the  worse  of  wear.  Alas!  poor  Qustavus,  why  didst 
thou  not  live  at  least  one  hour  more,  to  have  borne  the  honoured 
weight  of  knighthood  upon  thy  loins !" 
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He  was  now  taming  awa^,  when  the  Maiqi;ii8  called  after  him, 
^  Aa  jovl  are  not  likely  to  be  anticipated  in  this  act  of  kindnefls,  Sir 
Dugaldy  to  your  old  friend  and  companion,  I  tnut,"  said  the  MarqniB, 
''  you  will  first  assist  me,  and  our  principal  friends,  to  discnss  some 
of  Argyle's  good  cheer,  of  which  we  have  found  abundance  in  the 
castle.^ 

'' Most  willingly,  please  youx  ijxcellency,"  said  Sir  Dug^d;  ^as 
meat  and  mass  never  hinder  work.  Nor,  indeed,  am  I  afraid  that 
the  wolves  or  eagles  will  begin  an  onslaught  on  Gustavus  to-night, 
in  regard  there  is  so  much  better  cheer  lying  all  around.  But^" 
added  he,  '*  as  I  am  to  meet  two  honourable  knights  of  England, 
with  others  of  the  knightly  degree  in  your  lordship's  army,  I  pray  it 
may  be  explained  to  them  that  now,  and  in  future,  I  claim  precedence 
over  them  all,  in  respect  of  my  rank  as  a  banneret,  dubbed  in  a  field 
of  stricken  battle." 

''The  devil  confound  him  I''  said  Montrose,  speaking  aside ;  ^  he 
has  contrived  to  set  the  kiln  on  fire  as  fast  as  I  put  it  out.  This  is 
a  point.  Sir  Dugald,"  said  he,  gravely  addressing  him, ''  which  I  shall 
reserve  for  his  Majesty's  express  consideration ;  in  my  camp,  all  must 
be  upon  equality,  like  the  Knights  of  the  Bound  Table ;  and  take 
their  places  as  soldiers  should,  upon  the  principle  of — ^first  come,  first 
served." 

''Then  I  shall  take  care,"  said  Menteith  apart  to  the  Marquis, 
"  that  Don  Bugald  is  not  first  in  place  to-day.  Sir  Dugald,"  added 
he,  raising  his  voice,  "  as  you  say  your  wardrobe  is  out  of  repair,  had 
you  not  better  go  to  the  enemy's  ba^age  yonder,  over  which  there 
is  a  guard  placed  ?  I  saw  them  take  out  an  excellent  buff  suit, 
embroidered  in  &ont  in  silk  and  silver.'* 

'*  Voto  a  IH08 1  as  the  Spaniard  says,"  exclaimed  the  Major,  "  and 
some  beggarly  gilly  may  get  it  while  I  stand  prating  here  !" 

The  prospect  of  booty  having  at  once  driven  out  of  his  head  both 
Gustavus  and  the  provant,  he  set  spurs  to  Loyalty's  Bewaxd,  and 
rode  off  through  the  field  of  battle. 

"  There  goes  the  hound,"  said  Menteith,  "  breaking  the  face  and 
trampling  on  the  body  of  many  a  better  man  than  himself;  and  as 
eager  on  this  sordid  spoil  as  a  vulture  that  stoops  upon  carrion.  Yet 
this  man  the  world  calls  a  soldier— and  you,  my  lord,  select  him  as 
worthy  of  the  honours  of  chivalry,  if  such  they  can  at  this  day  be 
termed.  Tou  have  made  the  collar  of  knighthood  the  decoration  of 
a  mere  bloodhound." 

"  What  could  I  do  ?"  said  Montrose.  "  I  had  no  half-picked  bones 
to  give  him,  and  bribed  in  some  manner  he  must  be — I  cannot  follow 
the  chase  alone.    Besides,  the  dog  has  good  qualities." 
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**  If  nature  has  given  him  such,''  said  Menteith,  *'  habit  has  con- 
yerted  them  into  feelings  of  intense  selfishness.  He  may  be  pano- 
tilioos  concerning  his  reputation,  and  brave  in  the  execution  of  his 
duty,  but  it  is  only  because  without  these  qualities  he  cannot  rise  in 
the  service ;  nay,  his  very  benevolence  is  selfish ;  he  may  defend  his 
companion  while  he  can  keep  his  feet,  but  the  instant  he  is  down^ 
Sir  Dogald  will  be  as  ready  to  ease  him  of  his  purse  as  he  is  to 
convert  the  skin  of  Gustavus  into  a  buff  jerkin.'' 

"And  yet,  if  all  this  were  true,  cousin,"  answered  Montrose, 
^' there  is  something  convenient  in  commanding  a  soldier  upon 
whose  motives  and  springs  of  action  you  can  calculate  to  a  mathe- 
matical certainty.  A  fine  spirit  like  yours,  my  cousin,  alive  to  a 
thousand  sensations  to  which  this  man's  is  as  impervious  as  his 
corslet — it  is  for  such  that  thy  friend  must  feel  while  he  gives  his 
advice."  Then,  suddenly  changing  his  tone,  he  asked  Menteith 
when  he  had  seen  Annot  Lyle. 

The  young  Earl  coloured  deeply,  and  answered,  "  Not  since  last 
evening — excepting/'  he  added,  with  hesitation,  ''  for  one  moment, 
about  half-an-hour  before  the  battle  began." 

"  My  dear  Menteith,"  said  Montrose,  very  kindly,  '^  were  you  one 
of  the  gay  cavaliers  of  Whitehall,  who  are,  in  their  way,  as  great 
self-seekers  as  our  friend  Dalgetty,  should  I  need  to  plague  you  with 
inquiring  into  such  an  amourette  as  this  ?  it  would  be  an  intrigue 
only  to  be  laughed  at.  But  this  is  the  land  of  enchantment,  where 
nets  strong  as  steel  are  wrought  out  of  ladies'  tresses,  and  you  are 
exactly  the  destined  knight  to  be  so  fettered.  This  poor  girl  is 
exquisitely  beautiful,  and  has  talents  formed  to  captivate  your 
romantic  temper.  Tou  cannot  think  of  injuring  her — ^you  caamot 
think  of  matiying  her?" 

^My  lord,"  replied  Menteith,  ''you  have  repeatedly  urged  this 
jest,  for  so  I  trust  it  is  meant,  somewhat  beyond  bounds.  Annot 
Lyle  is  of  unknown  birth — a  captive — ^the  daughter,  probably,  of  some 
obscure  outlaw ;  a  dependant  on  the  hospitality  of  the  M'Aulays." 

<<  Do  not  be  angry,  Menteith,"  said  the  Marquis,  interrupting  him; 
''  you  love  the  classics,  though  not  educated  at  Mareschal-CoUege ; 
and  you  may  remember  how  many  gallant  hearts  captive  beauty  has 

subdued — 

Movit  ^acem,  Telamone  natum, 
Forma  captivsB  dominum  Tecmessss. 

In  a  word,  I  am  seriously  anxious  about  this.  I  should  not  have 
time,  perhaps,"  he  added  very  gravely,  "to  trouble  you  with  my 
lectures  o^  the  subject^  were  your  feelings,  and  those  of  Annot, 
alone  interested ;  but  you  have  a  dangerous  rival  in  AUan.  M.*  ^>akie)\ 
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and  there  is  uo  knowing  to  what  extent  he  may  cany  hie  reeentment 
It  Ib  my  duty  to  tell  yon  that  the  King's  service  may  be  much  pre- 
judiced by  dissensions  betwixt  yon." 

'^My  lord,''  said  Menteith,  ''I  know  what  you  mean  is  kind  and 
Mendly ;  I  hope  you  will  be  satisfied  when  I  assure  you  that  Allan 
M'Aulay  and  I  have  discussed  this  circumstance ;  and  that  I  have 
explained  to  him  that  as  it  is  utterly  remote  from  my  ohaiaoter  to 
entertain  dishonourable  views  concerning  this  unprotected  female; 
so,  on  the  other  hand,  the  obscurity  of  her  birth  prevents  my  thinking 
of  her  upon  other  terms.  I  will  not  disguise  from  your  lordship 
what  I  have  not  disguised  from  M'Aulay — ^that  if  Annot  Lyle  were 
bom  a  lady,  she  should  share  my  name  and  rank ;  as  matters  stand, 
it  is  impossible.  This  explanation,  I  trust,  will  satisfy  your  lordahip, 
as  it  has  satisfied  a  less  reasonable  person." 

Montrose  shrugged  his  shoulders.  **  And,  like  true  champions  in 
romance,"  he  said,  ''you  have  agreed  that  you  are  both  to  worship 
the  same  mistress,  as  idolaters  do  the  same  image,  and  that  neither 
shall  extend  his  pretensions  further?" 

''  I  did  not  go  so  fax,  my  lord,"  answered  Menteith— -*'I  only  said 
in  the  present  circumstances — and  there  is  no  prospect  of  their  being 
changed — I  could,  in  duty  to  myself  and  £unily,  stand  in  no  relation 
to  Annot  Lyle  but  as  that  of  friend  or  brother.  But  your  lordship 
must  excuse  me ;  I  have,"  said  he,  looking  at  his  arm,  round  which 
he  had  tied  his  handkerchief,  **  a  slight  hurt  to  attend  to." 

''  A  wound  ?"  said  Montrose,  anxiously ;  **  let  me  see  it.  Alas  I' 
he  said,  ''  I  should  have  heard  nothing  of  this,  had  1  not  ventured  to 
tent  and  sound  another  m  ore  secret  and  more  rankling  one.  Menteith, 
I  am  sorry  for  you — I  too  have  known.  But  what  avails  it  to  awake 
sorrows  which  have  long  slumbered  !" 

So  saying,  he  shook  hands  with  his  noble  kinsman,  and  walked 
into  the  castle. 

Annot  Lyle,  as  was  not  unusual  for  females  in  the  Highlands,  was 
possessed  of  a  slight  degree  of  medical  and  even  surgical  skilL  It 
may  readily  be  believed  that  the  profession  of  surgery,  or  medicine, 
as  a  separate  art,  was  unknown ;  and  the  few  rude  rules  which  they 
observed  were  intrusted  to  women,  or  to  the  aged,  whom  constant 
casualties  afforded  too  much  opportunity  of  acquiring  experienoei 
The  care  and  attention,  accordingly,  of  Annot  Lyle,  her  attendants, 
and  others  acting  under  her  direction,  had  made  her  services  extremely 
useful  during  this  wild  campaign.  And  most  readily  had  these 
services  been  rendered  to  friend  and  foe,  wherever  they  eould  be 
most  usef  uL  She  was  now  in  an  apartment  of  the  castle,  anzionsiy 
inpeiintending  the  preparation  of  vulnerary  herbs  to  be  applied  to 
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the  wonuded;  rocaiTiiig  reports  &om  differait  feinalea  ntpediiig 
Hums  under  their  separate  chuge,  and  diatribating  what  means  the 
bad  for  their  relief,  whea  Allan  M'Anky  suddenly  entered  the 
apaitme&t.  She  started,  for  ahe  had  heard  that  he  had  left  the 
camp  npon  a  distant  misaioii ;  and,  however  accastoaied  she  was  to 
the  gloom  of  his  coimtenance,  it  seemed  at  present  to  have  even  a 
d«rker  shade  than  usual.  Ha  stood  before  her  pedeotly  silent,  and 
ahe  felt  the  necessity  of  being  the  first  to  speak. 
"  I  thought,"  she  said,  with  some  eSoit,  "you  had  already  set  oat." 
" My  comptuiion.  awaits  me,"  said  Allan ;  "I  go  instantly." 
Tet  still  he  stood  before  her,  and  held  her  by  tbe  arm,  with  a 
piesaaie  which,  though 
inaufficient  to  give  her 
pain,  made  her  seasible 
of  his  great  personal 
strength,  hie  hand  clos- 
iikg  on  her  like  the 
gripe  of  a  manacle. 

"Shall   I   take  the 
barpl"  she  said,  in 
timid  voice;    "is — 
theshadowfallingnpon 

Instead  of  replying, 
he  led  her  to  the  win- 
dow of  the  apartment, 
which  commanded  a 
view  of  the  field  of 
the  slain,  with  aU  its 
honois.  It  was  thick  spread  with  dead  and  wouoded,  and  the 
Bpoilen  were  busy  tearing  the  clothes  £rom  the  victims  of  war  and 
feudal  ambition,  with  as  much  indifijsrenoe  as  if  they  bad  not  been 
of  the  same  species,  and  themselves  exposed,  perhaps  to-morrow,  to 
the  same  fate. 

"  Does  tbe  eight  please  you )"  said  M'Aolay. 

"It  is  hideoitBl''said  Annot,  covering  bet  eyes  with  her  bands; 
"  bow  can  you  bid  me  look  npon  it } " 

"YoQ  moat  be  inured  to  it,"  sud  he,  "if  yon  remain  with  this 
destined  host — yon  will  soon  have  to  search  such  a  field  for  my 
brother's  corpse— for  Menteitb'a— for  mine— bat  that  will  be  a  more 
indtfiferent  task- you  do  not  love  me  I" 

"  Thia  is  the  &nt  time  you  have  taxed  me  with  nn^indnass,"  said 
Annot,  weeping.    "  Ton  are  my  hrothei — my  \j 
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— and  can  I  then  hut  love  yon?    Bnt  joxa  hour  of  darkness  is 
approaching,  let  me  fetch  my  harp        " 

"  Remain/'  said  Allan,  still  holding  her  fast ;  '^  be  my  visions  from 
heaven  or  hell,  or  from  the  middle  sphere  of  disembodied  spirits— or 
be  they,  as  the  Saxons  hold,  bnt  the  delusions  of  an  overheated 
fancy,  they  do  not  now  influence  me ;  I  speak  the  language  of  the 
natural,  of  the  visible  world.  You  love  not  me,  Annot — ^you  love 
Menteith — by  him  you  are  beloved  again,  and  Allan  is  no  more  to 
you  than  one  of  the  corpses  which  encumber  yonder  heath." 

It  cannot  be  supposed  that  this  strange  speech  conveyed  any  new 
information  to  her  who  was  thus  addressed.  No  woman  ever  lived 
who  could  not,  in  the  same  circumstances,  have  discerned  long  since 
the  state  of  her  lover's  mind.  But  by  thus  suddenly  tearing  off  the 
veil,  thin  as  it  was,  Allan  prepared  her  to  expect  consequences  violent 
in  proportion  to  the  enthusiasm  of  his  character.  She  made  an  effort 
to  repel  the  charge  he  had  stated. 

"You  forget,"  she  said,  "your  own  worth  and  nobleness  when  you 
insult  so  very  helpless  a  being,  and  one  whom  fate  has  thrown  so 
totally  into  your  power.  You  know  who  and  what  I  am,  and  how 
impossible  it  is  that  Menteith  or  you  can  use  language  of  affection  to 
me,  beyond  that  of  Mendship.  You  know  from  what  unhappy  race 
I  have  too  probably  derived  my  existence." 

"  I  will  not  believe  it,"  said  Allan,  impetuously ;  "  never  flowed 
crystal  drop  from  a  polluted  spring." 

"Yet  the  very  doubt,"  pleaded  Annot,  "should  make  you  forbear 
to  use  this  language  to  me." 

"  I  know,"  said  M'Aulay,  "it  places  a  bar  between  us — ^bnt  I  know 
also  that  it  divides  you  not  so  inseparably  from  Menteith.  Hear  me, 
my  beloved  Annot ! — ^leave  this  scene  of  terrors  and  danger — go  with 
me  to  Kintail — I  will  place  you  in  the  house  of  the  noble  lady  of 
Seaforth — or  you  ahaU  be  removed  in  safety  to  IcolmkiU,  where  some 
women  yet  devote  themselves  to  the  worship  of  Gk)d,  after  the  custom 
of  our  ancestors," 

"You  consider  not  what  you  ask  of  me,"  replied  Annot;  '^to 
undertake  such  a  journey  under  your  sole  guardianship,  were  to 
show  me  less  scrupulous  than  maiden  ought.  I  will  remain  here, 
Allan — ^here  under  the  protection  of  the  noble  Montrose ;  and  when 
his  motions  next  approach  the  Lowlands,  I  will  contrive  some  proper 
means  to  relieve  you  of  one  who  has,  she  knows  not  how,  become  an 
object  of  dislike  to  you." 

Allan  stood  as  if  uncertain  whether  to  give  way  to  sympathy  with 
her  distress,  or  to  anger  at  her  resistance. 

'* Annot,"  he  said, "  you  kno^  too  -well  Icloti  llttU  "^oui  words  apply 
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to  my  feelings  towards  you — ^but  you  avail  yourself  of  your  power, 
and  you  rejoice  in  my  departure,  as  removing  a  spy  upon  your  inter- 
course with  Menteith.  But  beware,  both  of  you,"  he  added,  in  a 
stern  tone ;  "  for  when  was  it  ever  heard  that  an  injury  was  offered 
to  Allan  M'Aulay  for  which  he  exacted  not  tenfold  vengeance  V* 

So  saying,  he  pressed  her  arm  forcibly,  pulled  the  bonnet  over  hia 
brows,  and  strode  out  of  the  apartment 


CHAPTER    XXL 

After  you  're  gone, 


I  grew  acquainted  with  my  heart,  and  searched 

What  stirr'd  it  so.     Alas !  I  found  it  love. 

Yet  far  from  lust,  for  could  I  but  have  lived 

Tn  presence  of  you,  I  had  had  my  end. 

Philaster. 
Annot  Ltlb  had  now  to  contemplate  the  terrible  gulf  which  Allan 
M^Aulay's  declaration  of  love  and  jealousy  had  made  to  open  around 
her.  It  seemed  as  if  she  was  tottering  on  the  very  brink  of  destruc- 
tion, and  was  at  once  deprived  of  every  refuge,  and  of  all  human 
assistance.  She  had  long  been  conscious  that  she  loved  Menteith 
dearer  than  a  brother ;  indeed,  how  could  it  be  otherwise,  considering 
their  early  intimacy — the  personal  merit  of  the  young  nobleman — 
his  assiduous  attentions — and  his  infinite  superiority  in  gentleness  of 
disposition  and  grace  of  manners  over  the  race  of  rude  warriors  with 
whom  she  lived  ?  But  her  affection  was  of  that  quiet,  timid,  medita- 
tive character  which  sought  rather  a  reflected  share  in  the  happiness 
of  the  beloved  object,  than  formed  more  presumptuous  or  daring 
hopes.  A  little  Qaelic  song,  in  which  she  expressed  her  feelings,  has 
been  translated  by  the  ingenious  and  unhappy  Andrew  McDonald ; 
and  we  willingly  transcribe  the  lines : — 

Wert  thou,  like  me,  in  life's  slow  vale, 

With  thee  how  blest,  that  lot  I'd  share ; 
With  thee  I'd  fly  wherever  gale 

Could  waft,  or  bounding  galley  bear. 
But  parted  by  severe  decree. 

Far  different  must  our  fortunes  prove; 
May  thine  be  joy— enough  for  me 

To  weep  and  pray  for  him  I  love. 

The  pangs  this  foolish  heart  must  feel, 

When  hope  shall  be  for  ever  flown, 
No  sullen  murmur  shall  reveal. 

No  selfish  murmurs  ever  owu. 
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Nor  will  I  through  life's  weaiy  jem. 

Like  a  pale  drooping  moumer  move^ 
While  I  can  think  my  secret  tears 

May  wound  the  heart  of  him  I  love. 

The  faiioiu  dedaiation.  of  Allan  had  destroyed  the  xomantie  plan 
which  she  had  formed,  of  nursing  in  secret  her  pensiTe  tenderness, 
without  seeking  any  other  requitaL  Long  before  this,  she  had 
dreaded  Allan,  as  much  as  gratitude,  and  a  sense  that  he  softened 
towards  her  a  temper  so  haughty  and  so  violent,  could  permit  her  to 
do ;  but  now  she  regarded  him  with  unalloyed  terror,  which  a  perfect 
knowledge  of  his  disposition,  and  of  his  preceding  history,  too  well 
authorised  her  to  entertain.  Whatever  was  in  other  respects  the 
nobleness  of  his  disposition,  he  had  never  been  known  to  resist  the 
wilfulness  of  passion — he  walked  in  the  house,  and  in  the  country  of 
his  fathers,  like  a  tamed  lion,  whom  no  one  dared  to  contradict,  lest 
they  should  awaken  his  natural  vehemence  of  passion.  So  many 
years  had  elapsed  since  he  had  experienced  contradiction^  or  even 
expostulation,  that  probably  nothing  but  the  strong  good  sense^ 
which  on  all  points,  his  mysticism  excepted,  formed  the  ground  of 
his  character,  prevented  his  proving  an  annoyance  and  terror  to  the 
whole  neighbourhood.  But  Annot  had  no  time  to  dwell  upon  her 
fearsy  being  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Sir  Dngald  Dalgetty. 

It  may  well  be  supposed  that  the  scenes  in  which  this  person  had 
passed  his  former  life  had  not  much  qualified  him  to  shine  in  female 
society.  He  himself  felt  a  sort  of  consciousness  that  the  language  of 
the  barrack,  guard-room,  and  parade  was  not  proper  to  entertain 
ladies.  The  only  peaceful  part  of  his  life  had  been  spent  at 
Mareschal-College,  Aberdeen;  and  he  had  forgot  the  little  he  had 
learned  there,  except  the  arts  of  darning  his  own  hose,  and  despatch- 
ing his  commons  with  unusual  celerity,  both  which  had  since  been 
kept  in  good  exercise  by  the  necessity  of  frequent  practice^  Still  it 
was  from  an  imperfect  recollection  of  what  he  had  acquired  during 
this  pacific  period  that  he  drew  his  sources  of  conversation  when  in 
company  with  women ;  in  other  words,  his  language  became  pedantic 
when  it  ceased  to  be  military. 

**  Mistress  Annot  Lyle/'  said  he,  upon  the  present  occasion,  **  1  am 
just  now  like  the  half-pike,  or  spontoon  of  Achilles,  one  end  of 
which  could  wound  and  the  other  cure — a  property  belonging 
neither  to  Spanish  pike,  brown-bill,  partizan,  halberd,  Lochaber-axe, 
or  indeed  any  other  modem  staff-weapon  whatever." 

This  compliment  he  repeated  twice;  but  as  Annot  scarce  heard 
him  the  first  time,  and  did  not  comprehend  him  the  second,  he  was 
obliged  to  explain. 
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• 

"  I  mean,"  he  said,  *'  MistresB  Annot  Lyle,  that  having  been  the 
means  of  an  honourable  knight  receiving  a  severe  wound  in  this 
da/s  conflict — he  having  pistolled,  somewhat  against  the  law  of  arms, 
my  horse,  which  was  named  after  the  immortal  King  of  Sweden — I 
am  desirous  of  procuring  him  such  solacement  as  you,  madam,  can 
supply,  you  being  like  the  heathen  god  Esculapius  (meaning  possibly 
ApoUo),  ^skilful  not  only  in  song  and  in  music,  but  in  the  more 
noble  art  of  chirurgery — o/piferqm  jper  orhem  dicor.** 

"  If  you  would  have  the  goodness  to  explain,"  said  Annot,  too  sick 
at  heart  to  be  amused  by  Sir  Dugald's  airs  of  pedantic  gallantry. 

"  That,  madam,"  replied  the  Knight,  "  may  not  be  so  easy,  as  I  am 
out  of  the  habit  of  construing — ^but  we  shall  try.  IHcor,  supply 
ego — I  am  called.  Opifer  ?  opifer  ? — I  remember  signifer  and  furdfer 
— ^but  I  believe  opifer  stands  in  this  place  for  M.D.,  that  is.  Doctor  of 
Physic" 

"  This  is  a  busy  day  with  us  all,"  said  Annot ;  "  will  you  say  at 
once  what  you  want  with  mel" 

** Merely,"  replied  Sir  Dugald,  "that  you  will  visit  my  brother 
knight)  and  let  your  maiden  bring  some  medicaments  for  his 
wound,  which  threatens  to  be  what  the  learned  call  a  damnvm  fatale" 

Annot  Lyle  never  lingered  in  the  cause  of  humanity.  She 
informed  herself  hastily  of  the  nature  of  the  injury,  and  interesting 
herself  for  the  dignified  old  Chief  whom  she  had  seen  at  Bamlin- 
varach,  and  whose  presence  had  so  much  struck  her,  she  hastened  to 
lose  the  sense  of  her  own  sorrow  for  a  time,  in  the  attempt  to  be 
useful  to  another. 

Sir  Dugald  with  great  form  ushered  Annot  Lyle  to  the  chamber  of 
her  patient,  in  which,  to  her  surprise,  she  found  Lord  Menteith.  She 
could  not  help  blushing  deeply  at  the  meeting,  but,  to  hide  her  con- 
fusion, proceeded  instantly  to  examine  the  wound  of  the  Ejaight  of 
Ardenvohr,  and  easily  satisfied  herself  that  it  was  beyond  her  skill  to 
cure  it.  As  for  Sir  Dugald,  he  returned  to  a  large  out-house,  on  the 
floor  of  which,  among  other  wounded  men,  w^  deposited  the  person 
of  Ranald  of  the  Mist 

**  Mine  old  friend,"  said  the  Knight, "  as  I  told  you  before,  I  would 

willingly  do  anything  to  pleasure  you,  in  return  for  the  wound  you  have 

received  while  under  my  safe-conduct.     I  have,  therefore,  according 

to  your  earnest  request,  sent  Mrs.  Annot  Lyle  to  attend  upon  the 

wound  of  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr,  though  wherein  her  doing  so 

should  benefit  you  I  cannot  imagine.     I  think  you  once  spoke  of 

some  blood  relationship  between  them ;  but  a  soldado,  in  command 

and  charge  like  me,  has  other  things  to  trouble  his  head  with  than 

Highland  genealogies." 
2H 
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And  indeed,  to  do  the  worthy  Major  jnstioei  he  never  inqnired 
after,  listened  to,  or  recollected  the  basinees  of  other  people,  nnless  it 
either  related  to  the  art  military  or  was  somehow  or  other  connected 
with  his  own  interest,  in  either  of  which  cases  his  memory  was  very 
tenacious. 

"  And  now,  my  good  Mend  of  the  Mist,"  said  he,  **  can  yon  tell  me 
what  has  become  of  your  hopeful  grandson,  as  I  have  not  seen  him 
since  he  assisted  me  to  disarm  after  the  action,  a  negligence  which 
deserveth  the  strapado  1** 

"  He  is  not  far  from  hence,**  said  the  wounded  outlaw — "  lift  not 
your  hand  upon  him,  for  he  is  man  enough  to  pay  a  yard  of  leathern 
scourge  with  a  foot  of  tempered  steel." 

<<  A  most  improper  vaunt,"  said  Sir  Dugald ;  "  but  I  owe  you  some 
favours,  Banald,  and  therefore  shall  let  it  pass." 

''  And  if  you  think  you  owe  me  anything,"  said  the  outlaw, ''  it  is 
in  your  power  to  requite  me  by  granting  me  a  boon." 

«  Friend  Banald,"  answered  Dalgetty,  '^  I  have  read  of  these  boons 
in  silly  story-books,  whereby  simple  knights  were  drawn  into  engage- 
ments to  their  great  prejudice ;  wherefore,  Ranald,  the  more  prudent 
knights  of  this  day  never  promise  anything  until  they  know  that 
they  may  keep  their  word  anent  the  premises,  without  any  dis- 
pleasure or  incommodement  to  themselves.  It  may  be  you  would 
have  me  engage  the  female  chirurgeon  to  visit  your  wound ;  though 
you  ought  to  consider,  Ranald,  that  the  uncleanness  of  the  place 
where  you  are  deposited  may  somewhat  soil  the  gaiety  of  her 
garments,  concerning  the  preservation  of  which,  you  may  have 
observed,  women  are  apt  to  be  inordinately  solicitous.  I  lost  the 
favour  of  the  lady  of  the  Qrand  Pensionary  at  Amsterdam  by 
touching  with  the  sole  of  my  boot  the  train  of  her  black  velvet 
gown,  which  I  mistook  for  a  foot-cloth,  it  being  half  the  room  distant 
ifrom  her  person." 

*'  It  is  not  to  bring  Annot  Lyle  hither,"  answered  MacEagh,  <*  but 
to  transport  me  into  the  room  where  she  is  in  attendance  upon  the 
Knight  of  Ardenvohr.  Somewhat  I  have  to  say  of  the  last  conse- 
quence to  them  both." 

"  It  is  something  out  of  the  order  of  due  precedence,"  said  Dalgetty, 
^  to  carry  a  wounded  outlaw  into  the  presence  of  a  knight ;  knight- 
hood having  been  of  yore,  and  being,  in  some  respects,  still  the 
highest  military  grade,  independent  always  of  commissioned  officers, 
who  rank  according  to  their  patents ;  nevertheless,  as  your  boon,  as 
you  call  it,  is  so  slight,  I  shall  not  deny  compliance  with  the  same." 
So  saying,  he  ordered  three  files  of  men  to  transport  MacEagh  on 
their  shoulders  to  Sir  Duncan  Campbell's  apartment,  and  he  himself 
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hastened  before  to  annonnce  the  canse  of  his  being  brought  thither. 
Bnt  such  was  the  activity  of  the  soldiers  employed,  that  they  followed 
him  close  at  the  heels,  and,  entering  with  their  ghastly  burden^  laid 
MacEagh  on  the  floor  of  the  apartment.  His  features,  naturally 
wild,  were  now  distorted  by  pain ;  his  hands  and  scanty  garments 
stained  with  his  own  blood  and  those  of  others,  which  no  kind  hand 
had  wiped  away,  although  the  wound  in  his  side  had  been  secured 
by  a  bandage. 

''  Are  you,"  he  said,  raising  his  head  painfully  towards  the  couch 
where  lay  stretched  his  late  antagonist,  ''he  whom  men  call  the 
Knight  of  Ardenvohrl'^ 

'^  The  same,"  answered  Sir  Duncan — **  what  would  you  with  one 
whose  hours  are  now  numbered?" 

.  ''My  hours  are  reduced  to  minutes,"  said  the  outlaw;  ''the 
more  grace,  if  I  bestow  them  in  the  service  of  one  whose  hand 
has  ever  been  against  me,  as  mine  has  been  raised  higher  against 
him." 

''Thine  higher  against  me!  Crushed  worm!"  said  the  Enight^ 
looking  down  on  his  miserable  adversary. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  outlaw  in  a  firm  voice,  "  my  arm  hath  been 
highest.  In  the  deadly  contest  betwixt  us,  the  wounds  I  have  dealt 
have  been  deepest,  though  thine  have  neither  been  idle  nor  unfelt. 
I  am  Banald  MacEagh — I  am  Ranald  of  the  Mist — the  night  that  I 
gave  thy  castle  to  the  winds  in  one  huge  blaase  of  fire  is  now  matched 
with  the  day  in  which  you  have  ^Uen  under  the  sword  of  my 
fathers.  Eemember  the  injuries  thou  hast  done  our  tribe — ^never 
were  such  inflicted,  save  by  orUf  beside  thee.  Hb,  they  say,  is  fated 
and  secure  against  our  vengeance — a  short  time  will  show." 

"  My  Lord  Menteith,"  said  Sir  Duncan,  raising  himself  out  of  his 
bed,  "  this  is  a  proclaimed  villain,  at  once  the  enemy  of  Eling  and 
Parliament,  of  Gk>d  and  man — one  of  the  outlawed  banditti  of  the 
Mist ;  alike  the  enemy  of  your  house,  of  the  M'Aulays,  and  of  mine. 
I  trust  you  will  not  suffer  moments,  which  are  perlu^s  my  last,  to  be 
embittered  by  his  barbarous  triumph." 

"  He  shall  have  the  treatment  he  merits,"  said  Menteith ;  "  let  him 
be  instantly  removed." 

Sir  Di^ald  here  interposed,  and  spoke  of  Banald's  services  as  a 
guide,  and  his  own  pledge  for  his  safety ;  but  the  high  harsh  tones 
of  the  outlaw  drowned  his  voice. 

"No,"  said  he,  "be  rack  and  gibbet  the  word!  let  me  wither 
between  heaven  and  earth,  and  gorge  the  hawks  and  eagles  of  Ben«- 
Nevis ;  and  so  shall  this  haughty  Knight,  and  this  triumphant  Thane, 
never  learn  the  seor^  I  alone  can  impart ;  a  secret  ^\AS^N9csQi^\&s5^ss& 
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Ardenvohr's  heart  leap  with  joy  were  he  in  the  death  agony,  and 
which  the  Earl  of  Menteith  would  purchase  at  the  price  of  his  broad 
earldom.  Come  hither,  Annot  Lyle,"  he  said,  raising  himself  with 
unexpected  strength ;  *'fear  not  the  sight  of  him  to  whofh  thou  hast 
dung  in  infancy.  Tell  these  proud  men,  who  disdain  thee  as  the 
issue  of  mine  ancient  race,  that  thou  art  no  blood  of  ours — ^no 
daughter  of  the  race  of  the  Mist,  but  bom  in  halls  as  lordly,  and 
cradled  on  couch  as  soft;,  as  ever  soothed  infancy  in  their  proudest 
palaces." 

**  In  the  name  of  God,''  said  Menteith,  trembling  with  .emotion, 
"  if  you  know  aught  of  the  birth  of  this  lady,  do  thy  conscience 
the  justice  to  disburden  it  of  the  secret  before  departing  from  this 
world ! " 

*'  And  bless  my  enemies  with  my  dying  breath?"  said  MacEagh, 
looking  at  him  malignantly.  ''  Such  are  the  maxims  your  priests 
preach — ^but  when,  or  towards  whom,  do  you  practise  them)  Let 
me  know  first  the  worth  of  my  secret  ere  I  part  with  it.  What  would 
you  give,  Enight  of  Ardenvohr,  to  know  that  your  superstitious 
fasts  have  been  vain,  and  that  there  still  remains  a  descendant  of 
your  house?  I  pause  for  an  answer — ^idthout  it,  I  speak  not  one 
word  more." 

"I  could,"  said  Sir  Duncan,  his  voice  struggling  between  the 
emotions  of  doubt,  hatred,  and  anxiety — "  I  could — ^but  that  I  know 
thy  race  are  like  the  Great  Enemy,  liars  and  murderers  from  the 
beginning — ^but  could  it  be  true  thou  tellest  me,  I  could  almost 
forgive  thee  the  injuries  thou  hast  done  me." 

'^Hear  it !"  said  Ranald;  "he  hath  wagered  deeply  for  a  son  of 
Diarmid.  And  you,  gentle  Thane — the  report  of  the  camp  says  that 
you  would  purchase  with  life  and  lands  the  tidings  that  Annot  Lyle 
was  no  daughter  of  proscription,  but  of  a  race  noble  in  your  estima- 
tion as  your  own.  Well — it  is  for  no  love  I  tell  you — ^the  time  has 
been  that  I  would  have  exchanged  this  secret  against  liberty ;  I  am 
now  bartering  it  for  what  is  dearer  than  liberty  or  life.  Annot  Lyle 
is  the  youngest,  the  sole  surviving  child  of  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr, 
who  alone  was  saved  when  all  in  his  halls  besides  was  given  to  blood 
and  ashes." 

''Can  this  man  speak  truth?"  said  Annot  Lyle,  scarce  knowing 
what  she  said ;  ''  or  is  this  some  strange  delusion?" 

*'  Maiden,"  replied  Ranald, "  hadst  thou  dwelt  longer  with  us,  thou 
wouldst  have  better  learnt  to  know  how  to  distinguish  the  accents  of 
truth.  To  that  Saxon  lord,  and  to  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr,  I  will 
yield  such  proofs  of  what  I  have  spoken  that  incredulity  shall  stand 
convinced.    Meantime,  mtlidxa.w — I  loved  thine  infancy,  I  hate  not 
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thy  youth — ^no  eye  hates  the  rose  in  its  blossom,  though  it  growethupou 
a  thorn,  and  for  thee  only  do  I  something  regret  what  is  soon  to 
follow.  But  he  that  would  avenge  him  of  his  foe  must  not  reck 
though  the  guiltless  be  engaged  in  the  ruin/' 

**  He  advises  well,  Annot,"  said  Lord  Menteith ;  "  in  God's  name 
retire  !  If — ^if  there  be  aught  in  this,  your  meeting  with  Sir  Duncan 
must  be  more  prepared  for  both  your  sakes." 

"  I  will  not  part  from  my  father,  if  I  have  found  one !"  said  Annot. 
''  I  will  not  part  from  him  under  circumstances  so  terrible/' 

"And  a  father  you  shall  ever  find  in  me,"  murmured  Sir  Duncan. 

"  Then,"  said  Menteith,  **  I  will  have  MacEagh  removed  into  an 
adjacent  apartment,  and  will  collect  the  evidence  of  his  tale  myself. 
Sir  Dugald  Dalgetty  will  give  me  his  attendance  and  assistance.'' 

"  With  pleasure,  my  lord,"  answered  Sir  Dugald.  **  I  will  be  your 
confessor,  or  assessor — either  or  both.  No  one  can  be  so  fit,  for  I  had 
heard  the  whole  story  a  month  ago  at  Inverary  castle — but  onslaughts 
like  that  of  Ardenvohr  confuse  each  other  in  my  memory,  which  is 
besides  occupied  with  matters  of  more  importance." 

Upon  hearing  this  frank  declaration,  which  was  made  as  they  left 
the  apaitment  with  the  wounded  man.  Lord  Menteith  darted  upon 
Dalgetty  a  look  of  extreme  anger  and  disdain,  to  which  the  self- 
conceit  of  the  worthy  commander  rendered  him  totally  insensible. 


CHAPTER    XXII. 

I  am  as  free  as  nature  first  made  man, 
Ere  the  base  laws  of  servitude  began. 
When  wild  in  woods  the  noble  savage  ran. 

Conquest  of  Granada. 

The  Earl  of  Menteith,  as  he  had  undertaken,  so  he  proceeded  to 
investigate  more  closely  the  story  told  by  Banald  of  the  Mist,  which 
was  corroborated  by  the  examination  of  his  two  followers,  who  had 
assisted  in  the  capacity  of  guides.  These  declarations  he  carefully 
compared  with  such  circumstances  concerning  the  destruction  of 
his  castle  and  family  as  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  was  able  to  supply; 
and  it  may  be  supposed  he  had  forgotten  nothing  relating  to  an  event 
of  such  terrific  importance.  It  was  of  the  last  consequence  to  prove 
that  this  was  no  invention  of  the  outlaw's,  for  the  purpose  of  passing 
an  impostor  as  the  child  and  heiress  of  Ardenvohr. 

Perhaps  Menteith,  so  much  interested  in  believing  the  tale,  was 
not  altogether  the  fittest  person  to  be  intrusted  with  the  investigation 
of  its  truth  ;  but  the  examinations  of  the  Children  of  the  Mist  were 
simple,  accurate,  and  in  all  -respects  consistent  with  each  other.    A 
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pereonal  mark  was  referred  to,  which  was  known  to  have  been  borne 
bjr  the  inleuat  child  of  Sir  Duncan,  and  which  appeared  upon  the  left 
shoulder  of  Annot  Lyle.  It  was  also  well  remembered,  that  when 
the  miserable  relics  of  the  other  children  had  been  collected,  those  of 
the  infant  had  nowhere  been  found.  Other  circumstances  of  evidence, 
which  it  is  unnecessary  to  quote,  brought  the  fullest  conviction,  not 
only  to  Menteith,  but  to  the  unprejudiced  mind  of  Montrose,  that 
in  Annot  Lyle,  a  humble  dependant,  distinguished  only  by  beauty 
and  talent,  they  were  in  future  to  respect  the  heiress  of  Arden- 
yohr. 

While  Menteith  hastened  to  communicate  the  result  of  these 
inquiries  to  the  persons  most  interested,  the  outlaw  demanded  to 
speak  with  Ms  grandchild,  whom  he  usually  called  his  son.  ''  He 
would  be  found,"  he  said,  ''in  the  outer  apartment,  in  which  he 
himself  had  been  originally  deposited." 

Accordingly,  the  young  savage,  after  a  close  search,  was  found 
lurking  in  a  comer,  coiled  up  among  some  rotten  straw,  and  brought 
to  his  grandsire. 

<'  Kenneth,"  said  the  old  outlaw,  '*  hear  the  last  words  of  the  sire 
of  thy  father.  A  Saxon  soldier,  and  Allan  of  the  Bed*hand,  left  this 
camp  within  these  few  hours,  to  travel  to  the  country  of  Cabeifae. 
Pursue  them  as  the  bldodhound  pursues  the  hurt  deer — swim  the 
lake — climb  the  mountain — ^thread  the  forest — tarry  not  until  you 
join  them ;"  and  then  the  countenance  of  the  lad  darkened  as  his 
grandfather  spoke,  and  he  laid  his  hand  upon  a  knife  which  stuck 
in  the  thong  of  leather  that  confined  his  scanty  plaid.  **  No !"  said 
the  old  man ;  ''  it  is  not  by  thy  hand  he  must  fall.  They  will  ask 
the  news  from  the  camp — say  to  them  that  Annot  Lyle  of  the  Harp 
is  discovered  to  be  the  daughter  of  Duncan  of  Ardenvohr ;  that  the 
Thane  of  Menteith  is  to  wed  her  before  the  priest ;  and  that  you  are 
sent  to  bid  guests  to  the  bridal.  Tarry  not  their  answer,  but  vanish 
like -the  lightning  when  the  black  cloud  swallows  it.  And  now 
depart,  beloved  son  of  my  best  beloved !  I  shall  never  mpre  see  thy 
face  nor  hear  the  light  sound  of  thy  footstep— yet  tarry  an  instant 
and  hear  my  last  charge.  Bemember  the  fate  of  our  race,  and  quit 
not  the  ancient  manners  of  the  Children  of  the  Mist  We  are  now 
a  stra^Ung  handful,  driven  from  every  vale  by  the  sword  of  every 
clan,  who  rule  in  the  possesaious  where  their  forefa^ihers  hewed  the 
wood  and  drew  the  water  for  ours.  But  in  the  thicket  of  the  wilder- 
ness, and  in  the  midst  of  the  mountain,  Kenneth,  son  of  Eracht, 
keep  thou  unsoiled  the  freedom  which  I  leave  thee  as  a  birthright 
Barter  it  not,  neither  for  the  rich  garment,  nor  for  the  stone  roof, 
nor  for  the  covered  board,  nor  for  the  couch  of  down — on  the  rock 
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or  in  the  rallej,  in  abondance  or  in  iamine — in  the  leafy  lummer, 
and  in  the  dajB  of  the  iron  winter.  Son  of  the  Mist  1  be  &ee  m  thy 
foiefatben.  Own  no  lord — receive  no  law — take  no  hire — give  no 
stipend — bnild  no  hnt — enclose  no  pasture — sow  no  grain ;  let  the 
deei  of  the  mountain  be  thy  flocks  and  herds — if  these  hil  thee,  pi«y 
upon  the  goods  of  our  oppreseois — of  the  Saxons,  and  of  such  Qael 
aa  are  Saxons  in  theii  souls,  valuing  herds  and  flocks  mote  than 
lunumr  and  freedom.  Well  for  us  that  they  do  so— it  aSFords  the 
bioAder  wiope  £»  out  revenge.  Remember  thoee  who  have  done 
hindnetg  to  our  mce,  and  pay  their  services  with  thy  blood,  shonld 
the  hour  teqoite  it.  If  a  Maclan  shall  come  to  thee  with  tin  head 
of  the  king's  son  in  hi«  hand,  abalter  him,  though  the  avengiDg  army 


of  die  father  were  behind  him;  tor  in  Qlencoe  and  Aidnamnrchan 
we  have  dwelt  in  peace  in  the  years  that  have  gone  by.  The  sons  of 
Diarmid — the  race  of  Damlinvarach — the  riders  of  Mesteith — my 
cniw  on  tiiy  head.  Child  of  the  Mist,  if  thou  spate  one  of  those 
PB"""j  when  the  time  shall  offer  for  cutting  them  off  I  and  it  will 
come  anon,  for  their  own  swords  shall  devour  each  other,  and  those 
who  are  scattered  shall  fly  to  the  Uist,  and  perish  by  its  Children. 
Once  more,  begone — shake  the  dust  from  thy  feet  against  the  habi- 
tations of  men,  whether  banded  together  for  peace  or  for  war.  Fare- 
well, beloved  I  and  nuyst  thou  die  like  thy  forefathers,  ere  infirmitj, 
disease,  oi  age  shall  break  thy  spirit  Begone  I— b^one  I— live  bee 
— requite  ^in'1"WMi — avenge  the  injuries  of  thy  race  !" 
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The  young  savage  stooped,  and  kissed  the  brow  of  his  dying 
parent;  but  accustomed  from  infancy  to  suppress  every  exterior 
sign  of  emotion,  he  parted  without  tear  or  adieu,  and  was  soon  far 
beyond  the  limits  of  Montrose's  camp. 

Sir  Dugald  Dalgetty,  who  was  present  during  the  latter  part  of 
this  scene,  was  very  little  edified  by  the  conduct  of  MacEagh  upon 
the  occasion.  **  I  cannot  think,  my  friend  Banald,"  said  he,  *'  that 
you  are  in  the  best  possible  road  for  a  dying  man.  Storms,  onslaughts, 
massacres,  the  burning  of  suburbs,  are  indeed  a  soldier's  daily  work, 
and  are  justified  by  the  necessity  of  the  case,  seeing  that  they  are 
done  in  the  course  of  duty ;  for  burning  of  suburbs,  in  particular,  it 
may  be  said  that  they  are  traitors  and  cut-throats  to  all  fortified 
towns.  Hence  it  is  plain  that  a  soldier  is  a  profession  peculiarly 
favoured  by  Heaven,  seeing  that  we  may  hope  for  salvation,  although 
we  daily  commit  actions  of  so  great  violence.  But  then,  Ranald,  in 
all  services  of  Europe,  it  is  the  custom  of  the  dying  soldier  not  to 
vaunt  him  of  such  doings,  or  to  recommend  them  to  his  fellows ;  but^ 
on  the  contrary,  to  express  contrition  for  the  same,  and  to  repeat,  or 
have  repeated  to  him,  some  comfortable  prayer ;  which,  if  you  please, 
I  will  intercede  with  his  Excellency's  chaplain  to  prefer  on  your 
account  It  is  otherwise  no  point  of  my  duty  to  put  you  in  mind  of 
those  things;  only  it  may  be  for  the  ease  of  your  conscience  to 
depart  more  like  a  Christian  and  less  like  a  Turk  than  you  seem  to 
be  in  a  fair  way  of  doing." 

The  only  answer  of  the  dying  man  (for  as  such  Banald  MacEagh 
might  now  be  considered)  was  a  request  to  be  raised  to  such  a  position 
that  he  might  obtain  a  view  from  the  window  of  the  castle.  The 
deep  frost  mist,  which  had  long  settled  upon  the  top  of  the  mountains, 
was  now  rolling  down  each  rugged  glen  and  gully,  where  the  craggy 
ridges  showed  their  black  and  irregular  outline,  like  desert  islands 
rising  above  the  ocean  of  vapour.  '*  Spirit  of  the  Mist !''  said  Banald 
MacEagh,  '^  called  by  our  race  our  father  and  our  preserver — receive 
into  thy  tabernacle  of  clouds,  when  this  pang  is  over,  him  whom  in 
life  thou  hast  so  often  sheltered."  So  saying,  he  sunk  back  into  the 
arms  of  those  who  upheld  him,  spoke  no  feurther  word,  but  turned 
his  face  to  the  wall  for  a  short  space. 

"  I  believe,"  said  Dalgetty,  "  my  friend  Banald  will  be  found  in 
his  heart  to  be  little  better  than  a  heathen."  And  he  renewed  his 
proposal  to  procure  him  the  assistance  of  Dr.  Wisheart,  Montrose's 
military  chaplain;  "a  man,"  said  Sir  Dugald,  "very  clever  in  his 
exercise,  and  who  will  do  execution  on  your  sins  in  less  time  than  I 
could  smoke  a  pipe  of  tobacco." 

^  Saxon,"  said  the  dying  man,  "  speak  to  me  no  more  of  thy  priest. 
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I  die  contented.  Hadst  thon  ever  an  enemy  against  whom  weapons 
were  of  no  avaU— whom  the  baU  missed,  and  against  whom  the 
arrow  shivered,  and  whose  bare  skin  was  as  impenetrable  to  sword 
and  dirk  as  thy  steel  garment  1    Heardst  thou  ever  of  such  a  foe  ?" 

"  Very  frequently,  when  I  served  in  Germany,"  replied  Sir  Dugald. 
**  There  was  such  a  fellow  at  Ingolstadt ;  he  was  proof  both  against 
lead  and  steel.  The  soldiers  killed  him  with  the  butts  of  their 
muskets.'' 

"  This  impassible  foe/'  said  Banald,  without  regarding  the  Major's 
interruption,  ''who  has  the  blood  dearest  to  me  upon  his  hands — to 
this  man  I  have  now  bequeathed  agony  of  mind,  jealousy,  despair,  and 
sudden  death — or  a  life  more  miserable  than  death  itself.  Such  shall 
be  the  lot  of  Allan  of  the  Red-hand,  when  he  learns  that  Annot  weds 
Menteith;  and  I  ask  no  more  than  the  certainty  that  it  is  so,  to 
sweeten  my  own  bloody  end  by  his  hand." 

''  If  that  be  the  case,"  said  t^ie  Major,  **  there 's  no  more  to  be  said ; 
but  I  shall  take  care  as  few  people  see  you  as  possible,  for  I  cannpt 
think  your  mode  of  departure  can  be  at  all  creditable  or  exemplary 
to  a  Christian  army."  So  saying,  he  left  the  apartment,  and  the  Son 
of  the  Mist  soon  after  breathed  his  last. 

Menteith,  in  the  meanwhile,  leaving  the  new-found  relations  to 
their  mutual  feelings  of  mingled  emotion,  was  eagerly  discussing 
with  Montrose  the  consequences  of  this  discovery.  "  I  should  now 
see,"  said  the  Marquis,  **  even  had  I  not  before  observed  it,  that  your 
interest  in  this  discovery,  my  dear  Menteith,  has  no  small  reference  to 
your  own  happiness.  You  love  this  new-found  lady — your  affection  is 
returned.  In  point  of  birth,  no  exceptions  can  be  made ;  in  every  other 
respect,  her  advantages  are  equal  to  those  which  you  yourself  possess 
— think,  however,  a  moment  Sir  Duncan  is  a  fematic — Presbyterian 
at  least — in  arms  against  the  Eling ;  he  is  only  with  us  in  the  equality 
of  a  prisoner,  and  we  are,  I  fear,  but  at  the  commencement  of  a  long 
civil  war.  Is  this  a  time,  think  you,  Menteith,  for  you  to  make  pro- 
posals for  his  heiress?"  Or  what  chance  is  there  that  he  will  now 
listen  to  it  1" 

Passion,  an  ingenious,  as  well  as  an  eloquent  advocate,  supplied 
the  young  nobleman  with  a  thousand  answers  to  these  objections. 
He  reminded  Montrose  that  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr  was  neither  a 
bigot  in  politics  nor  religion.  He  urged  his  own  known  and  proved 
zeal  for  the  royal  cause,  and  hinted  that  its  influence  might  be 
extended  and  strengthened  by  his  wedding  the  heiress  of  Ardenvohr. 
He  pleaded  the  dangerous  state  of  Sir  Duncan's  wound,  the  risk 
which  must  be  run  by  suffering  the  young  lady  to  be  carried  into 
the  country  of  the  Campbells,  where,  in  case  of  her  father's  dA&tVi^^^ 


490  A  LEGEND  OF  MONTROSE. 

continued  indispositioni  she  most  necessarily  be  placed  under  the 
guardianship  of  Argyle,  an  event  fatal  to  his  (Menteith's)  hopes, 
unless  he  could  stoop  to  purchase  his  fiBiYour  by  abandoning  the 
King's  party. 

Montrose  allowed  the  force  of  tiiese  arguments^  and  owned,  although 
the  matter  was  attended  with  difficulty,  yet  it  seemed  consistent 
with  the  Sling's  service  that  it  should  be  concluded  as  speedily  as 
possible. 

*^  I  could  wish/'  said  he,  '*  that  it  were  all  settled  in  one  way  or 
another,  and  that  this  fiedr  Briseis  were  removed  from  our  camp 
before  the  return  of  our  Highland  Achilles,  Allan  M'Aulay.  I  fear 
some  fatal  feud  in  that  quarter,  Menteith — and  I  believe  it  would  be 
best  that  Sir  Duncan  be  dismissed  on  his  parole,  and  that  you 
accompany  him  and  his  daughter  as  his  escort  The  journey  can  be 
made  chiefly  by  water,  so  will  not  greatly  incommode  his  wound — 
and  your  own,  my  friend,  will  be  an  honourable  excuse  for  an 
absence  for  some  time  from  my  camp." 

**  Never !"  said  Menteith.  *'  Were  I  to  forfeit  the  very  hope  that 
has  so  lately  dawned  upon  me,  never  will  I  leave  your  Excellency's 
camp  while  the  royal  standard  is  displayed.  I  should  deserve  that 
this  trifling  scratch  should  gangrene  and  consume  my  sword-arm, 
were  I  capable  of  holding  it  as  an  excuse  for  absence  at  this  crisis  of 
the  King's  afGairs." 

''On  this,  then,  you  are  detennined?"  said  Montrose. 

**  As  fixed  as  Ben-Nevis,"  said  the  young  nobleman. 

''You  musty  then,"  said  Montrose,  ^lose  no  time  in  seeking  an 
explanation  with  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr.  If  this  prove  favour- 
able, I  will  talk  myself  with  the  elder  M'Aulay,  and  we  ¥dll  devise 
means  to  employ  his  brother  at  a  distance  from  the  army  until  he 
shall  be  reconciled  to  his  present  disappointment.  Would  to  Qod 
some  vision  would  descend  upon  his  imagination  fair  enough  to 
obliterate  all  traces  of  Annot  Lyle  I  That  perhaps  you  think  impos- 
sible, Menteith  )  Well,  each  to  his  service ;  you  to  that  of  Cupid, 
and  I  to  that  of  Mars." 

They  parted,  and  in  pursuance  of  the  scheme  arranged,  Menteith, 
early  on  the  ensuing  noboming,  sought  a  private  interview  with  the 
wounded  Knight  of  Ardenvohr,  and  communicated  to  him  his  suit 
for  the  hand  of  his  daughter.  Of  their  mutual  attachment  Sir 
Duncan  was  aware,  but  he  was  not  prepared  for  so  early  a  declaration 
on  the  part  of  Menteith.  He  said,  at  first,  that  he  had  abeady, 
perhaps,  indulged  too  much  in  feelings  of  personal  happiness^  at  a 
time  when  his  clan  had  sustained  so  great  a  loss  and  humiliation,  and 
tbgt  be  was  unwilling,  therefore,  farther  to  consider  the  advancement 
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of  his  own  house  at  a  period  so  calamitous.  On  the  more  urgent 
suit  of  the  noble  lover,  he  requested  a  few  hours  to  deliberate  and 
consult  with  his  daughter  upon  a  question  so  highly  important. 

The  result  of  this  interview  and  deliberation  was  favourable  to 
Menteith.  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  became  fully  sensible  that  the 
happiness  of  his  new-found  daughter  depended  upon  a  union  with 
her  lover ;  and  unless  such  were  now  formed,  he  saw  that  Argyle 
would  throw  a  thousand  obstacles  in  the  way  of  a  match  in  every 
respect  acceptable  to  himself.  Menteith's  private  character  was  so 
excellent,  and  such  was  the  rank  and  consideration  due  to  his  fortune 
and  family,  that  they  outbalanced,  in  Sir  Duncan's  opinion,  the 
difference  in  their  political  opinions.  Nor  could  he  have  resolved, 
perhaps,  had  his  own  opinion  of  the  match  been  less  favourable,  to 
decline  an  opportunity  of  indulging  the  new-found  child  of  his 
hopes.  There  was,  besides,  a  feeling  of  pride  which  dictated  Mb 
determination.  To  produce  the  heiress  of  Ardenvohr  to  the  world 
as  one  who  had  been  educated  a  poor  dependant  and  musician  in  the 
family  of  Damlinvarach,  had  something  in  it  that  was  humiliating. 
To  introduce  her  as  the  betrothed  bride,  or  wedded  wife,  of  the  Earl 
of  Menteith,  upon  an  attachment  formed  during  her  obscurity,  was  a 
warrant  to  the  world  that  she  had  at  all  times  been  worthy  of  the 
rank  to  which  she  was  elevated. 

It  was  under  the  influence  of  these  considerations  that  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell  announced  to  the  lovers  his  consent  that  they  should  be 
married  in  the  chapel  of  the  Castle,  by  Montrose's  chaplain,  and  as 
privately  as  possible.  But  when  Montrose  should  break  up  from 
Inverlochy,  for  which  orders  were  expected  in  the  course  of  a  very 
few  days,  it  was  agreed  that  the  young  Countess  should  depart  with 
her  father  to  his  castle,  and  remain  there  until  the  circumstances  of 
the  nation  permitted  Menteith  to  retire  with  honour  from  his  present 
military  employment.  His  resolution  being  once  taken,  Sir  Duncan 
Campbell  would  not  permit  the  maidenly  scruples  of  his  daughter 
to  delay  its  execution ;  and  it  was  therefore  resolved  that  the  bridal 
should  take  place  the  next  evening,  being  the  second  after  the  battU. 


CHAPTER    XXIII. 

My  maid — ^my  blue-eyed  maid,  he  bore  away, 
Due  to  the  toils  of  many  a  bloody  day. 

Iliad. 

It  was  necessary,  for  many  reasons,  that  Angus  M'Aulay,  so  long  the 
kind  protector  of  Annot  Lyle,  should  be  made  acquainted  with  the 
change  in  the  fortunes  of  his  late  prot^4 ;  and  MooLtE!{»ii^«&>BJ^\ks^ 
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uadertaken,  communicated  to  him  these  remarkable  events.  With 
the  careless  and  cheerful  indifference  of  his  character,  he  expressed 
much  more  joy  than  wonder  at  Annot's  good  fortune ;  had  no  doubt 
whatever  she  would  merit  it,  and  as  she  had  always  been  bred  in 
loyal  principles,  would  convey  the  whole  estate  of  her  grim  fanatical 
lather  to  some  honest  fellow  who  loved  the  king.  "  I  should  have 
no  objection  that  my  brother  Allan  should  try  his  chance,"  added  he, 
'^  notwithstanding  that  Sir  Duncan  Campbell  was  the  only  man  who 
ever  charged  Damlinvarach  with  inhospitality.  Annot  Lyle  could 
always  charm  Allan  out  of  the  suUens,  and  who  knows  whether 
matrimony  might  not  make  him  more  a  man  of  this  world  V 

Montrose  hastened  to  interrupt  the  progress  of  his  castle-building, 
by  informing  him  that  the  lady  was  already  wooed  and  won,  and, 
with  her  father's  approbation,  was  almost  immediately  to  be  wedded 
to  his  kinsman,  the  Earl  of  Menteith ;  and  that  in  testimony  of  the 
high  respect  due  to  M'Aulay,  so  long  the  lady's  protector,  he  was  now 
to  request  his  presence  at  the  ceremony.  M'Aulay  looked  very  grave 
at  this  intimation,  and  drew  up  his  person  with  the  air  of  one  who 
thought  that  he  had  been  neglected. 

*'  He  conceived,"  he  said,  "  that  his  uniform  kind  treatment  of  the 
young  lady,  while  so  many  years  ujider  his  roof,  required  something 
more  upon  such  an  occasion  than  a  bare  compliment  of  ceremony. 
He  might,"  he  thought,  **  without  arrogance,  have  expected  to  have 
been  consulted*  He  wished  his  kinsman  of  Menteith  well,  no  man 
could  wish  him  better;  but  he  must  say  he  thought  he  had  been 
hasty  in  this  matter.  Allan's  sentiments  towards  the  young  lady 
had  been  pretty  well  understood,  and  he,  for  one,  could  not  see  why 
the  superior  pretensions  which  he  had  upon  her  gratitude  should 
have  been  set  aside,  without  at  least  undergoing  some  previous 
discussion." 

Montrose,  seeing  too  well  where  all  this  pointed,  entreated 
M'Aulay  to  be  reasonable,  and  to  consider  what  probability  there 
was  that  the  Knight  of  Ardenvohr  could  be  brought  to  confer  the 
hand  of  his  sole  heiress  upon  Allan,  whose  undeniable  excellent 
qualities  were  mingled  with  others,  by  which  they  were  overclouded 
in  a  manner  that  made  all  tremble  who  approached  him. 

"  My  lord,"  said  Angus  M'Aulay,  ''  my  brother  Allan  has,  as  God 
made  us  all,  faults  as  well  as  merits ;  but  he  is  the  best  and  bravest 
man  of  your  army,  be  the  other  who  he  may,  and  therefore  ill 
deserved  that  his  happiness  should  have  been  so  little  consulted  by 
your  Excellency — by  his  own  near  kiuflman — and  by  a  young  person 
who  owes  all  to  him  and  to  his  family." 
JlfoAtrose  in  vain,  endeavoured  to  place  the  subject  in  a  different 
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view ;  this  was  the  point  in  which  Angus  was  determined  to  regard 
it,  and  he  was  a  man  of  that  calibre  of  understanding  who  is  incap- 
able of  being  convinced  when  he  has  once  adopted  a  prejudice. 
Montrose  now  assumed  a  higher  tone,  and  called  upon  Angus  to  take 
care  how  he  nourished  any  sentiments  which  might  be  prejudicial 
to  his  Majesty's  service.  He  pointed  out  to  him  that  he  was 
peculiarly  desirous  that  Allan's  efforts  should  not  be  interrupted  in 
the  course  of  his  present  mission;  '*a  mission/'  he  said,  ''highly 
honourable  for  himself,  and  likely  to  prove  most  advantageous  to 
the  King's  cause.  He  expected  his  brother  would  hold  no  com- 
munication with  him  upon  other  subjects,  nor  stir  up  any  cause  of 
dissension  which  might  divert  his  mind  from  a  matter  of  such 
importance." 

Angus  answered,  somewhat  sulkily,  that  ''he  was  no  make- 
bate,  or  stirrer  up  of  quarrels ;  he  would  rather  be  a  peace-maker. 
His  brother  knew  as  well  as  most  men  how  to  resent  his  own 
quarrels — as  for  Allan's  mode  of  receiving  information,  it  was 
generally  believed  he  had  other  sources  than  those  of  ordinary 
couriers.  He  should  not  be  surprised  if  they  saw  him  sooner  than 
they  expected." 

A  promise  that  he  would  not  interfere  was  the  farthest  to  which 
Montrose  could  bring  this  man,  thoroughly  good-tempered  as  he  was 
on  all  occasions,  save  when  his  pride,  interest,  or  prejudices  were 
interfered  with.  And  at  this  point  the  Marquis  was  fain  to  leave  the 
matter  for  the  present. 

A  more  willing  guest  at  the  bridal  ceremony,  certainly  a  more 
willing  attendant  at  the  marriage  feast,  was  to  be  expected  in  Sir 
Dugald  Dalgetty,  whom  Montrose  resolved  to  invite,  as  having  been 
a  confidant  to  the  circumstances  which  preceded  it.  But  even  Sir 
Dugald  hesitated,  looked  on  the  elbows  of  his  doublet  and  the  knees 
of  his  leather  breeches,  and  mumbled  out  a  sort  of  reluctant 
acquiescence  in  the  invitation,  provided  he  should  find  it  possible, 
after  consulting  with  the  noble  bridegroom.  Montrose  was  some- 
what surprised,  but  scorning  to  testify  displeasure,  he  left  Sir 
Dugald  to  pursue  his  own  course. 

This  carried  him  instantly  to  the  chamber  of  the  bridegroom,  who, 
amidst  the  scanty  wardrobe  which  his  camp-equipage  afforded,  was 
seeking  for  such  articles  as  might  appear  to  the  best  advantage  upon 
the  approaching  occasion.  Sir  Dugald  entered,  and  paid  his  com- 
pliments, with  a  very  grave  face,  upon  his  approaching  happiness, 
which,  he  said,  "he  was  very  sorry  he  was  prevented  from 
witnessing." 

**  In  plain  truth,"  said  he, ''  I  should  but  disgrace  the  ces^xxvics^c^^  ^ 
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Boeing  that  I  lack  a  bridal  gannent.  Bents,  and  open  Beamt,  and 
tatters  at  elbows,  in  the  apparel  of  the  assistants,  might  presage  a 
similar  solution  of  continuity  in  your  matrimonial  happiness — and 
to  say  truth,  my  lord,  you  yourself  must  partly  have  the  blame  of 
this  disappointment,  in  respect  you  sent  me  upon  a  fooFs  errand  to 
get  a  buff-coat  out  of  the  booty  taken  by  the  Camerons,  whereas  you 
might  as  well  have  sent  me  to  fetch  a  pound  of  fresh  butter  out  of  a 
black  dog's  throat.  I  had  no  answer,  my  lord,  but  brandished  dirks 
and  broadswords,  and  a  sort  of  growling  and  jabbering  in  what  they 
call  their  language.  For  my  part,  I  believe  these  Highlanders  to  be 
no  better  than  absolute  pagans,  and  have  been  much  scandalised  by 
the  manner  in  which  my  acquaintance,  Banald  MacEagh,  was  pleased 
to  beat  his  final  march,  a  little  while  since." 

In  Menteith's  state  of  mind,  disposed  to  be  pleased  with  every 
thing  and  every  body,  the  grave  complaint  of  Sir  Dugald  furnished 
additional  amusement.  He  requested  his  acceptance  of  a  very  hand- 
some buff-dress  which  was  lying  on  the  floor.  *'  I  had  intended  it,'' 
he  said,  *'  for  my  own  bridal  garment  as  being  the  least  formid- 
able of  my  warlike  equipments,  and  I  have  here  no  peaceful 
dress." 

Sir  Dugald  made  the  necessary  apologies — ^would  not  by  any  means 
deprive — and  so  forth,  until  it  happily  occurred  to  him  that  it  was 
much  more  according  to  military  rule  that  the  Earl  should  be 
married  in  his  back  and  breast-pieces,  which  dress  he  had  seen  the 
bridegroom  wear  at  the  union  of  Prince  Leo  of  Wittlesbach  with 
the  youngest  daughter  of  old  George  Frederick  of  Saxony,  under  the 
auspices  of  the  gallant  Gustavus  Adolphus,  the  Lion  of  the  North, 
and  80  forth.  The  good-natured  young  Earl  laughed,  and  acquiesced ; 
and  thus  having  secured  at  least  one  merry  face  at  his  bridal,  he  put 
on  a  light  and  ornamented  cuirass,  concealed  partly  by  a  velvet  coat, 
and  partly  by  a  broad  blue  silk  scarf,  which  he  wore  over  his  shoulder, 
agreeably  to  his  rank  and  the  fashion  of  the  times. 

Everything  was  now  arranged;  and  it  had  been  settled  that, 
according  to  the  custom  of  the  country,  the  bride  and  bridegroom 
should  not  again  meet  until  they  were  before  the  altar.  The  hour 
had  already  struck  that  summoned  the  bridegroom  thither,  and 
he  only  waited  in  a  small  anteroom  adjacent  to  the  chapel  for  the 
Marquis,  who  condescended  to  act  as  bride's-man  upon  the  occasion. 
Business  relating  to  the  army  having  suddenly  required  the  Marquis's 
instant  attention,  Menteith  waited  his  return,  it  may  be  supposed,  in 
some  impatience ;  and  when  he  heard  the  door  of  the  apartment  open 
he  said,  laughing,  *^  Yeu  are  late  upon  parade." 

'^  Foa  will  find  I  am  too  early ^"  said  Allan  M*Aulay,  who  burst 


A  LEGEND  OF  UONTROSE. 


4Bfi 


into  the  aputmant    "  Draw,  Mentdtli,  and  d«fend  joxxatit  like  a 
man,  or  die  like  a  dog." 

"Yon.  are  mad,  AUaa!"  answered  Menteith,  BBtoDiahed  alike 
at  bis  endden  appeuonce  and  at  the  nnntterable  fnrj>  of  his  demean- 
our.  Hi<  cheeka  were  livid — bia  eyes  started  from  their  eocket«— 
hia  lipa  were  corered  with  foam,  and  hia  i^tnrea  were  thoae  of  a 


"  Yon  lie,  traitor ! "  waa  his  bantie  reply — "  yon  lie  in  that  as  yon 
lie  in  all  yon  have  eaid  to  me.    Yonr  life  ia  a  lie  1' 

"  Did  I  not  apeak  my  thonghta  when  I  called  yon  mad,"  aaid 
Moiteith,  indignantly,  "  yonr  own  life  were  a  brief  one.  In  whftt  do 
yon  oba^  me  with  deceiving  yon  1" 


"  Yon  teld  me,"  anewered  M'AuIay,  "  that  yon  wonld  not  marry 
Annot  Lyla  I    False  traitor ! — iha  now  waiti  yon  at  the  altai." 

"  It  ia  you  who  apeak  false,"  retorted  MenteitL  "  I  t«ld  yon  the 
obeourity  of  her  birth  was  the  only  bar  to  onr  nnion — that  ie  now 
removed ;  and  whom  do  yon  think  yonrseUI  that  I  ahonld  yield  up 
my  preteneiona  in  your  &vonr  I" 

"  Draw,  then,"  said  U'Anlay,  "  we  onderatand  each  other," 

"  Not  now,"  said  Menteith,  "and  not  here.  Allan,  you  know  me 
well — wait  tUl  to-morrow,  and  yon  shall  have  fighting  enoi^b." 

"  This  hour— this  instant— or  never,"  answered  U'AnlBy.  "  Your 
triumph  shall  not  go  fiirther  than  the  hoar  which  is  stricken. 
Uenteitb,  I  entreat  you  by  our  reladonabip — by  our  j<nnt  conflicts 
and  labonra — draw  jour  sword,  and  defend  your  lifel"  Afl  he 
spoke  he  seieed  the  Earl's  hand,  and  wrung  it  with  inch  bantie 
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eaniestnefls  that  his  giaep  forced  the  blood  to  start  nndeT  the 
nails.  Menteith  threw  him  off  with  violence,  exdaimingy  **  B^one, 
madman!'' 

*'  Then  be  the  vision  accomplished  l"  said  Allan ;  and,  dxawing  his 
dirk,  stmck  with  his  whole  gigantic  force  at  the  Earl's  bosom.  The 
temper  of  the  corslet  threw  the  point  of  the  weapon  upwards,  bat  a 
deep  wound  took  place  between  the  neck  and  the  shoulder;  and  the 
force  of  the  blow  prostrated  the  bridegroom  on  the  floor.  Montrose 
entered  at  one  side  of  the  anteroom.  The  bridal  company,  alarmed 
at  the  noise,  were  in  equal  apprehension  and  surprise ;  but  ere  Mon- 
trose could  almost  see  what  had  happened,  AUan  M'Aulay  had  rushed 
past  him,  and  descended  the  castle  stairs  like  lightning.  **  Guards, 
shut  the  gate  l**  exclaimed  Montrose.  ''  Seize  him — ^kill  him  if  he 
resists ! — ^he  shall  die,  if  he  were  my  brother !" 

But  Allan  prostrated  with  a  second  blow  of  his  dagger  a  sentinel 
who  was  upon  duty — ^traversed  the  camp  like  a  mountain-deer,  though 
pursued  by  all  who  caught  the  alarm — threw  himself  into  the  river, 
and,  swimming  to  the  opposite  side,  was  soon  lost  among  the  woods. 
In  the  course  of  the  same  evening  his  brother  Angus  and  his  followers 
left  Montrose's  camp,  and,  taking  the  road  homeward,  never  again 
rejoined  him. 

Of  Allan  himself  it  is  said  that,  in  a  wonderfully  short  space 
after  the  deed  was  committed,  he  burst  into  a  room  in  the  Castle  of 
Inverary,  where  Argyle  was  sitting  in  councU,  and  flung  on  the 
table  his  bloody  dirk. 

**  Is  it  the  blood  of  James  Grahams?"  said  Argyle,  a  ghastly  expres- 
sion of  hope  mixing  with  the  terror  which  ^e  sudden  apparition 
naturally  excited. 

"  It  is  the  blood  of  his  minion,"  answered  M'Aulay — "  it  is  the 
blood  which  I  was  predestined  to  shed,  though  I  would  rather  have 
spilt  my  own." 

Having  thus  spoken,  he  turned  and  left  the  castle,  and  from  that 
moment  nothing  certain  is  known  of  his  fate.  As  the  boy  Kenneth, 
with  three  of  the  Children  of  the  Mist,  were  seen  soon  afterwards  to 
cross  Lochfine,  it  is  supposed  they  dogged  his  course,  and  that  he 
perished  by  their  hand  in  some  obscure  wilderness.  Another  opinion 
maintains  that  Allan  M'Aulay  went  abroad,  and  died  a  monk  of  the 
Carthusian  order.  But  nothing  beyond  bare  presumption  could  ever 
be  brought  in  support  of  either  opinion. 

His  vengeance  was  much  less  complete  than  he  probably  femcied ; 
for  Menteith,  though  so  severely  wounded  as  to  remain  long  in  a 
dangerous  state,  was,  by  having  adopted  Major  Dalgetty's  fortunate 
recommendation  of  a  cuirass  as  a  bridal  garment,  happily  secured 
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from  the  worst  consequences  of  the  blow.  But  his  services  were  lost 
to  Montrose ;  and  it  was  thought  best  that  he  should  be  conveyed 
with  his  intended  countess,  now  truly  a  mourning  bride,  and  should 
accompany  his  wounded  father-in-law  to  the  castle  of  Sir  Duncan 
at  Ardenvohr.  Dalgetty  followed  them  to  the  water's  edge,  remind- 
ing Menteith  of  the  necessity  of  erecting  a  sconce  on  Drumsnab  to 
cover  his  lady's  newly  acquired  inheritance. 

They  performed  their  voyage  in  safety,  and  Menteith  was  in  a  few 
weeks  so  well  in  health  as  to  be  united  to  Annot  in  the  castle  of  her 
father. 

The  Highlanders  were  somewhat  puzzled  to  reconcile  Menteith's 
recovery  with  the  visions  of  the  second  sight,  and  the  more 
experienced  Seers  were  displeased  with  him  for  not  having  died. 
But  others  thought  the  credit  of  the  vision  sufficiently  fulfilled^  by 
the  wound  inflicted  by  the  hand,  and  with  the  weapon,  foretold;  and 
all  were  of  opinion  that  the  incident  of  the  ring,  with  the  death's 
head,  related  to  the  death  of  the  bride's  father,  who  did  not  survive 
her  marriage  many  months.  The  incredulous  held  that  all  this  was 
idle  dreaming,  and  that  Allan's  supposed  vision  was  but  a  conse- 
quence of  the  private  suggestions  of  his  own  passion,  which,  having 
long  seen  in  Menteith  a  rival  more  beloved  than  himself  struggled 
with  his  better  nature,  and  impressed  upon  him,  as  it  were  involun- 
tarily, the  idea  of  killing  his  competitor. 

Menteith  did  not  recover  sufficiently  to  join  Montrose  during  his 
brief  and  glorious  career;  and  when  that  heroic  general  disbanded 
his  army  and  retired  from  Scotland,  Menteith  resolved  to  adopt  the 
life  of  privacy  which  he  led  till  the  Restoration.  After  that  happy 
event,  he  occupied  a  situation  in  the  land  befitting  his  rank,  lived 
long,  happy  alike  in  public  regard  and  in  domestic  affection,  and 
died  at  a  good  old  age. 

Our  dramatis  personcB  have  been  so  limited  that,  excepting  Mon- 
trose, whose  exploits  and  fate  are  the  theme  of  history,  we  have  only 
to  mention  Sir  Dugald  Dalgetty.  This  gentleman  continued,  with 
the  most  riigorous  punctuality,  to  discharge  his  duty,  and  to  receive 
his  pay,  until  he  was  made  prisoner,  among  others,  upon  the  field  of 
Philiphaugh.  He  was  condemned  to  share  the  fate  of  his  fellow- 
officers  upon  that  occasion,  who  were  doomed  to  death  rather  by 
denunciations  from  the  pulpit  than  the  sentence  either  of  civil  or 
military  tribunal;  their  blood  being  considered  as  a  sort  of  sin- 
offering  to  take  away  the  guilt  of  the  land,  and  the  fate  imposed 
upon  the  Oanaanites,  under  a  special  dispensation,  being  impiously 
and  cruelly  applied  to  them. 

Several  Lowland  officers,  in  the  service  of  tlaa  ClQrq«Qa!c&K5Ss*"vs!^K^ 
2i 
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ceded  for  Dalgetty  on  this  occafflon,  representiiig  him  u  a  pcmon 
wlioee  skill  would  be  luefal  in  their  army,  and  who  would  be  readily 
induced  to  change  his  serrice.  fiat  on  thia  point  they  fonnd  Sir 
Dagald  unexpectedly  o1»tinat«.  He  hod  engaged  with  the  King  for 
a  oertain  term,  and,  till  that  was  expired,  his  principles  would  not 
permit  any  shadow  of  changing.  Ilie  CoTenanters,  again,  undei- 
Btood  no  such  nice  distinction,  and  he  was  in  the  utmost  danger  of 
feUiog  a  martyr,  not  to  this  or  that  political  principle,  but  merely  to 
his  own  strict  ideas  of  a  railitary  enlistment.  Fortunately,  his 
friends  discovered,  by  computation,  that  there  remained  but  a  fort- 
night to  elapse  of  the  eng^ment  he  had  formed,  and  to  which, 
though  certain  it  was  never  to  be  renewed,  no  power  on  earth  could 
make  him  fitlse.  With  some  difficulty  they  procured  a  reprieve  for 
this  short  space,  after  which  they  found  bitn  perfectly  willing  to  come 
vnder  any  engagements  they  chose  to  dictate.  He  entered  the 
■ervice  of  the  Estates  accordingly,  and  wrought  himself  forward  to 
be  M^'or  in  Gilbert  Ker's  oorpa,  commonly  called  the  Kirk's  Own 
B^iment  of  Horse.  Of  his  farther  history  we  know  nothing,  until 
we  find  him  in  possession  of  his  paternal  estate  of  Drumthwacket, 
which  he  acquired,  not  by  the  sword,  but  by  a  pacific  intermarriage 
with  Hannah  Strachan,  a  matron  somewhat  stricken  in  years,  the 
widow  of  the  Aberdeenshire  Covenantor. 

Sir  Dugald  is  supposed  to  have  survived  the  Bevolntion,  as 
traditionB  of  no  very  distant  date  represent  him  as  cruising  about  in 
that  country,  very  old,  very  deaf,  and  very  full  of  interminable 
stories  about  the  immortal  Qustavus  Adolphus,  the  Lion  of  the 
North,  and  the  bulwark  of  the  Protestant  Faith. 


NOTES  TO  THE  BRIDE  OF  LAMMERMOOR. 


*  P.  49. — President  of  the  Court  of  Session.  He  was  pistolled  in  the 
High  Street  of  Edinburgh,  by  John  Chiesley  of  Dairy,  in  the  year  1689. 
The  revenge  of  this  desperate  man  was  stimulated  by  an  opinion  that  he 
had  sustained  injustice  in  a  decreet-arbitral  pronounced  by  the  President, 
assigning  an  alimentary  provision  of  about  £93  in  favour  of  his  wife  and 
children.  He  is  said  at  first  to  have  designed  to  shoot  the  judge  while 
attending  upon  divine  worship,  but  was  diverted  by  some  feelmg  con- 
cerning uie  sanctity  of  the  place.  After  the  congregation  was  dismissed, 
he  dogged  his  victim  as  far  as  the  head  of  the  close  on  the  south  side  of  the 
Lawnmarket,  in  which  the  President's  house  was  situated,  and  shot  him 
dead  as  he  was  about  to  enter  it.  This  act  was  done  in  the  presence  of 
numerous  spectators.  The  assassin  made  no  attempt  to  fly,  but  boasted  of 
the  deed,  saying,  *'  I  have  taught  the  President  how  to  do  justice."  He 
had  at  least  given  him  fair  warning,  as  Jack  Cade  says  on  a  similar  occasion. 
The  murderer,  after  undergoiog  the  torture,  by  a  special  act  of  the  Estates 
of  Parliament,  was  tried  before  the  Lord  Provost  of  Edinburgh,  as  high 
sheriff,  and  condemned  to  be  dragged  on  a  hurdle  to  the  place  of  execution, 
to  have  his  right  hand  struck  off  frhile  he  yet  lived,  and  finally,  to  be  hung 
on  the  gallows  with  the  pistol  wherewith  he  shot  the  President  tied  round 
his  neck.  This  execution  took  place  on  the  3rd  of  April,  1689 ;  and  l^e 
incident  was  long  remembered  as  a  dreadful  instance  of  what  the  law  books 
call  the  perfervidum  ingenium  Scotorum. 

*  P.  134. — The  raid  of  Caleb  Balderston  on  the  cooper's  kitchen  has 
been  universally  considered  on  the  southern  side  of  the  Tweed  as  gro- 
tesquely and  absurdly  extravagant.  The  author  can  only  say  that  a 
similar  anecdote  was  communicated  to  him,  with  date  and  names  of  the 
parties,  by  a  noble  Earl  lately  deceased,  whose  remembrances  of  former 
days,  both  in  Scotland  and  England,  while  they  were  given  with  a  felicity 
and  power  of  humour  never  to  be  forgotten  by  those  who  had  the  happiness 
of  meeting  his  lordship  in  famiUar  society,  were  especially  invaluable  from 
their  extreme  accuracy. 

Speaking  after  my  kind  and  lamented  informer,  with  the  omission  of 
names  only,  the  anecdote  ran  thus : — There  was  a  certain  bachelor  gentle- 
man in  one  of  the  midland  counties  of  Scotland,  second  son  of  an  ancient 
family,  who  lived  on  the  fortune  of  a  second  son,  videlicet,  upon  some 
miserably  small  annuity,  which  yet  was  so  managed  and  stretched  out  bv 
the  expedients  of  his  man  John,  that  his  master  kept  the  front  rank  with 
all  the  young  men  of  quality  in  the  county,  and  hunted,  dined,  diced,  and 
drank  with  them,  upon  apparently  equal  terms. 

It  is  true  that,  as  the  master's  society  was  extremely  amusing,  his  Mends 
contrived  to  reconcile  his  man  John  to  accept  assistance  of  various  kinds 
under  the  rose,  which  they  dared  not  to  have  directly  offered  to  his  master. 
Yet,  very  consistently  with  all  this  good  inoUnatioa  to  J^sbs^vck&.'^^Ses^^ 
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master,  it  was  thought  among  the  yonng  fox-hunters  that  it  would  be  an 
excellent  jest,  if  possible,  to  take  John  at  fault. 

With  this  intention,  and,  I  think,  in  consequence  of  a  bet,  a  party  of 
four  or  five  of  these  youngsters  arrived  at  the  bachelor's  little  mansion, 
which  was  adjacent  to  a  considerable  village.  Here  they  alighted  a  short 
while  before  the  dinner  hour — ^for  it  was  judged  regular  to  give  John's 
ingenuity  a  fair  start — and  rushing  past  the  astonished  domestic,  entered 
the  little  parlour ;  and,  telling  some  concerted  story  of  the  cause  of  their 
invasion,  the  self-invited  guests  asked  their  landlord  if  he  could  let  them 
have  some  dinner.  Their  friend  ^ve  them  a  hearty  and  unembarrassed 
reception,  and,  for  the  matter  of  dinner,  referred  them  to  John.  He  was 
summoned  accordingly — received  his  master's  orders  to  get  dinner  ready 
for  the  party  who  had  thus  unexpectedly  arrived;  and,  without  changing 
a  muscle  of  his  countenance,  promised  prompt  obedience.  Great  was  the 
speculation  of  the  visitors,  and  probably  of  tiie  landlord  also,  what  was  to 
be  the  issue  of  John's  fair  promises.  Some  of  the  more  curious  had  taken 
a  peep  into  the  kitchen,  and  could  see  jQothing  there  to  realise  the  prospect 
held  out  by  the  Major-Vomo,  But,  punctual  as  the  dinner  hour  struck  on 
the  village  clock,  John  placed  befc»*e  them  a  stately  rump  of  boiled  beef, 
with  a  proper  accompaniment  of  greens,  amply  sufficient  to  dine  the  whole 
party,  and  to  decide  the  bet  against  those  amon^  the  visitors  who  expected 
to  take  John  napping.  The  explanation  was  me  same  as  in  the  case  of 
Caleb  Balderston.  John  had  used  the  freedom  to  carry  ofif  the  kail-pot  of 
a  rich  old  chuff  in  the  village,  and  brought  it  to  his  master's  house,  leaving 
the  proprietor  and  his  friends  to  dine  on  bread  and  cheese ;  and,  as  John 
said,  *'good  enough  for  them."  The  fear  of  giving  offence  to  so  many 
persons  of  distinction  kept  the  poor  man  sumcienuy  quiet,  and  he  was 
afterwards  remunerated  by  some  indirect  patronage,  so  that  the  jest  was 
admitted  a  good  one  on  all  sides.  In  England  at  any  period,  or  in  some 
parts  of  Scotland  at  the  present  day,  «t  might  not  have  passed  off  so 
well. 

*  P.  137. — It  was  once  the  universal  custom  to  place  ale,  wine,  or  some 
strong  liquor  in  the  chamber  of  an  honoured  guest,  to  assuage  his  thirst 
should  he  feel  any  on  awaking  in  the  night,  which,  considering  that  the 
hospitality  of  that  period  often  reached  excess,  was  by  no  means  unlikely. 
The  author  has  met  some  instances  of  it  in  former  days,  and  in  old- 
fashioned  families.     It  was,  perhaps,  no  poetic  fiction  that  records  how 

"My  cummer  and  I  lay  down  to  sleep 
With  two  pint  stoups  at  our  bed-feet : 
And  aye  when  we  waken'd  we  drank  them  dry: 
What  think  you  o'  my  cummer  and  IT" 

it  is  a  current  story  in  Teviotdale,  that  in  the  house  of  an  ancient  family 
of  distinction,  much  addicted  to  the  Presbyterian  cause,  a  Bible  was 
always  put  into  the  sleeping  apartment  of  the  guests,  along  with  a  bottle 
of  strong  ale.  On  some  occasion  there  was  a  meeting  of  clergymen  in  tiie 
vicinity  of  the  castle,  all  of  whom  were  invited  to  dinner  by  the  worthy 
Baronet,  and  several  abode  all  night.  According  to  the  fashion  of  the 
times,  seven  of  the  reverend  guests  were  allotted  to  one  larpe  barrack-room, 
which  was  used  on  such  occasions  of  extended  hospitahty.  The  butler 
took  care  that  the  divines  were  presented,  according  to  custom,  each  with 
a  Bible  and  a  bottle  of  ale.  But,  after  a  little  consultation  among  them- 
selves, they  are  said  to  have  recalled  the  domestic  as  he  was  leaving  the 
apartment.  **  My  friend, "  said  one  of  the  venerable  guests,  •*  you  must 
aiow,  when  we  meet  togethsc  «&  \n^\.\i\^\i^  tha  Youn^st  minister  reads 
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aloud  a  portion  of  Scripture  to  the  rest;  only  one  Bible,  therefore,  is 
necessary;  take  away  the  other  six,  and  in  their  place  bring  six  more 
bottles  of  ale." 

This  synod  would  have  suited  the  "hermit  sage"  of  Johnson,  who 
answered  a  pupil  who  inquired  for  the  real  road  to  happiness  with  the 
celebrated  line, 

"  Gome,  my  lad,  and  drink  some  beer ! " 

*  P.  149. — The  power  of  appeal  from  the  Court  of  Session,  the  supreme 
Judges  of  Scotland,  to  the  Scottish  Parliament,  in  cases  of  civil  right,  was 
fiercely  debated  before  the  Union.  It  was  a  privilege  highly  desirable  for 
the  subject,  as  the  examination  and  occasionsd  reversal  of  their  sentences 
in  Parliament  might  serve  as  a  check  upon  the  judges,  which  they  greatly 
required  at  a  time  when  they  were  much  more  distinguished  for  legal 
knowledge  than  for  uprightness  and  integrity. 

The  members  of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates  (so  the  Scottish  barristers  are 
termed),  in  the  year  1674,  incurred  the  violent  displeasure  of  the  Court  of 
Session,  on  account  of  their  refusal  to  renounce  the  right  of  appeal  to 
Parliament;  and,  by  a  very  arbitrary  procedui'e,  the  majority  of  the 
number  were  banished  from  Edinburgh,  and  consequently  deprived  of 
their  professional  practice  for  several  sessions,  or  terms.  But,  by  the 
articles  of  the  Union,  an  appeal  to  the  British  House  of  Peers  has  been 
secured  to  the  Scottish  subject,  and  that  right  has,  no  doubt,  had  its 
influence  in  forming  the  impartial  and  independent  character  which,  much 
contrary  to  the  practice  of  their  predecessors,  the  Judges  of  the  Court  of 
Session  have  since  displayed. 

It  is  easy  to  conceive  that  an  old  lawyer  like  the  Lord  Keeper  in  the 
text  should  feel  alarmed  at  the  judgments  given  in  his  favoui',  upon 
grounds  of  strict  penal  law,  being  brought  to  appeal  under  a  new  and 
dreaded  procedure  in  a  Court  eminently  impartial,  and  peculiarly  moved 
by  considerations  of  equity. 

In  earlier  editions  of  this  work  this  legal  distinction  was  not  sufficiently 
explained. 

*  P.  169. — The  blade-bone  of  a  shoulder  of  mutton  is  called  in  Scotland 
'*  a  poor  man,"  as  in  some  parts  of  England  it  is  termed  **  a  poor  knight 
of  Windsor,"  in  contrast,  it  must  be  presumed,  to  the  baronial  Sir  Loin. 
It  is  said  that  in  the  last  age  an  old  Scottish  peer,  whose  conditions  (none 
of  the  most  gentle)  were  marked  by  a  strange  and  fierce-looking  exaggera- 
tion of  the  Highland  countenance,  chanced  to  be  indisposed  while  he  was 
in  London  attending  Parliament.  The  master  of  the  hotel  where  he 
lodged,  anxious  to  show  attention  to  his  noble  guest,  waited  on  him  to 
enumerate  the  contents  of  his  well-stocked  larder,  so  as  to  endeavour  to 
hit  on  something  which  might  suit  his  appetite.  **  I  think,  landlord,'' 
said  his  lordship,  rising  from  his  couch,  and  throwing  back  the  tai'tan 
plaid  with  which  he  had  screened  his  grim  and  ferocious  visage — **  I 
think  I  could  eat  a  morsel  of  a  poor  vnan."  The  landlord  fled  in  terror, 
having  no  doubt  that  his  guest  was  a  cannibal,  who  might  be  in  the 
habit  of  eating  a  slice  of  a  tenant,  as  light  food,  when  he  was  under 
regimen. 

*P.  198. — Hereupon  I,  Jedediah  Cleishbotham,  crave  leave  to  remark, 
primoy  which  signifies  in  the  first  place,  that,  having  in  vain  inquired  at 
the  Circulating  Library  in  Gandercleugh,  albeit  it  aboundeth  in  similar 
vanities,  for  this  samyn  Middleton  and  his  Mad  World,  it  was  at  length 
shown  unto  me  amongst  other  ancient  fooleries,  carefully  compiled  by  one 
Dodsley,  who,  doubtless,  hath  his  reward  for  iL^<&^i\.  ^1  '^\sKtfS'5is»  •«s£^\ 
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and  having  misuBed  so  much  of  mine  as  was  necessary  for  the  porpoee,  I 
tiierein  found  that  a  jplay-man  is  brought  in  as  a  footman,  whom  a  knight 
is  made  to  greet  fiEU^tiously  with  the  epithet  of  **  linen-stocking  and  thne- 
score  miles  a-day." 

Seeundo  (which  is  secondly  in  the  vernacular),  under  Hr.  Pattieson's 
favour,  some  men,  not  altogether  so  old  as  he  would  represent  them,  do 
remember  this  species  of  menial,  or  forerunner.  In  evidence  of  which  I, 
Jedediah  Cleishbotham,  though  mine  eyes  yet  do  me  good  service,  remember 
me  to  have  seen  one  of  this  tribe  clothed  in  white,  and  bearing  a  staff, 
who  ran  daily  before  the  state-coach  of  the  umquhile  John,  Earl  c^ 
Hopeton,  father  of  this  Earl,  Charles,  that  now  is;  unto  whom  it  may  be 
justly  said,  that  Renown  playeth  the  part  of  a  running  footman,  or 
precursor;  and,  as  the  poet  singeth — 

**  Man  standing  by  aaaerts  his  qoarrel. 
And  Fame  flies  alter  with  a  lanreL" 

J.  c. 
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*  p.  384. — The  admirers  of  pure  Celtic  antiquity,  notwithstanding  the 
elegance  of  the  translation,  may  be  desirous  to  see  a  literal  version  from 
the  original  Gaelic,  which  we  therefore  subjoin ;  and  have  only  to  add,  that 
the  original  is  deposited  with  Mr.  Jedediah  Cleishbotham. 

LITERAL   TBANSLATION. 

The  hail-blast  had  drifted  away  upon  the  wings  of  the  gale  of  autumn. 
The  sun  looked  from  between  the  clouds,  pale  as  the  wounded  hero  who 
rears  his  head  feebly  on  the  heath  when  the  roar  of  battle  hath  passed 
over  him. 

Finele,  the  Lady  of  the  Castle,  came  forth  to  see  her  maidens  pass  to  the 
herds  with  their  leglins.t 

There  sat  an  orphan  maiden  beneath  the  old  oak-tree  of  appointment. 
The  withered  leaves  fell  around  her,  and  her  heart  was  more  withered 
than  they. 

The  parent  of  the  ice  [poetically  taken  for  the  frost]  still  congealed  the 
hail-drops  in  her  hair ;  they  were  like  the  specks  of  white  ashes  on  the 
twisted  boughs  of  the  blackened  and  half-consumed  oak  that  blazes  in  the 
hall. 

And  the  maiden  said,  **6ive  me  comfort,  Lady,  I  am  an  orphan  child." 
And  the  Lady  replied,  **  How  can  I  give  that  which  I  have  not?  I  am 
the  widow  of  a  slain  lord — the  mother  of  a  perished  child.  When  I  fled 
in  my  fear  from  the  vengeance  of  my  husband's  foe,  our  bark  was  over- 
whelmed in  the  tide,  and  my  infant  perished.  This  was  on  St.  Bridget's 
mom,  near  the  strong  Lyns  of  Campsie.  May  ill  luck  light  upon  the  day. " 
And  the  maiden  an8W€a*ed,  "It  was  on  St.  Bridget's  mom,  and  twelve 
harvests  before  this  time,  that  the  fishermen  of  Campsie  drew  in  their  nets 
neither  grilse  nor  salmon,  but  an  infant  half  dead,  who  hath  since  lived  in 
misery,  and  must  die,  unless  she  is  now  aided."  And  the  Lady  answered, 
**  Blessed  be  Saint  Bridget  and  her  mom,  for  these  are  tiie  dark  eyes  and 
the  falcon  look  of  my  slam  lord ;  and  thine  shall  be  the  inheritance  of  his 
widow. "  And  she  called  for  her  waiting  attendants,  and  she  bade  them 
clothe  that  maiden  in  silk  and  in  sumite ;  and  the  pearls  which  they  wove 
among  her  black  tresses  were  whiter  than  the  frozen  hail-drops. 

*  P.  898. — The  military  men  of  the  times  agreed  upon  dependencies  of 
honour,  as  they  called  them,  with  all  the  metaphysical  argumentation  of 
civilians,  or  school  divines. 

The  English  officer  to  whom  Sir  James  Turner  was  prisoner  after  the 
rout  at  (Jttoxeter,  demanded  his  parole  of  honour  not  to  go  beyond  the 
walls  of  Hull  without  liberty.  "  He  brought  me  the  message  himself— I 
told  him  I  was  ready  to  do  so,  provided  he  removed  his  guards  from  me, 
for  fides  et  fidv/yia  aunt  relativa;  and,  if  he  took  my  word  for  my  fidelity, 

t  Milk-pailA. 


504  NOTES  TO  A  LEGEND  OF  MONTROSE. 

he  was  obliged  to  trust  it,  otherwise  it  was  needless  for  hiin  to  seek  it,  and 
in  vain  for  me  to  give  it;  and  therefore  I  beseeched  him  either  to  give 
trust  to  my  word,  which  I  would  not  break,  or  his  own  guards,  who  I 
supposed  would  not  deceive  him.  In  this  manner  I  dealt  with  him, 
because  I  knew  him  to  be  a  scholar. — Turner's  Memoirs,  p.  80.  The 
FiUglish  officer  allowed  the  strength  of  the  reasoning;  but  that  conclBe 
reasoner,  Cromwell,  soon  put  an  end  to  the  dilemma  :  "  Sir  James  Turner 
must  give  his  parole  or  be  laid  in  irons." 

*  P.  421. — The  precarious  state  of  the  feudal  nobles  introduced  a  great 
deal  of  espionage  into  their  castles.  Sir  Robert  Carey  mentions  his 
haying  put  on  the  cloak  of  one  of  his  own  wardens  to  obtain  a  confession 
from  the  mouth  of  Geordie  Bourne,  his  prisoner,  whom  he  caused  presently 
to  be  hanged  in  return  for  the  frankness  of  his  communication.  The  fine 
old  Border  castle  of  Naworth  contains  a  private  stair  from  the  apartment 
of  the  Lord  William  Howard,  by  which  ne  could  visit  the  dungeon,  as  is 
alleged  in  the  preceding  chapter  to  have  been  practised  by  the  Marquis  of 
Argyle. 

*  P.  433. — Milton's  book,  entitled  Tetrachordon,  had  been  ridiculed,  it 

would  seem,  by  the  divines  assembled  at  Westminster,  and  others,  on 

accoimt  of  the  hanlness  of  the  title ;  and  Milton  in  his  sonnet  retaliates 

upon  tiie  barbarous  Scottish  names  which  the  Civil  War  had  made  familiar 

to  English  ears : — 

why  is  it  harder,  sirs,  than  Gordon, 

Colkitto,  or  M'Donald,  or  GallaApT 

These  mgged  names  to  onr  like  months  grow  sleek. 

That  wonld  have  made  Qointilian  stare  and  gasp. 

•'We  may  suppose,"  says  Bishop  Newton,  "  that  these  were  persons  of 
note  among  the  Scotch  ministers,  who  were  for  pressing  and  enforcing 
the  Covenant ;"  whereas  Milton  only  intends  to  ridicule  the  barbarism  of 
Scottish  names  in  general,  and  quotes,  indiscriminately,  that  of  Gillespie, 
one  of  the  Apostles  of  the  Covenant,  and  those  of  Colkitto  and  McDonnell 
(both  belonging  to  one  person),  one  of  its  bitterest  enemies. 

*  P.  437. — We  choose  to  quote  our  authority  for  a  fact  so  singular: — 
"  A  great  many  burgesses  were  killed — twenty-five  householders  in  St. 
Andrews — many  were  bursten  in  the  flight,  and  died  without  stroke. " — 
See  Baillie's  Letters,  Vol,  IL,  page  9$, 
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